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Chapter 200 
The Audience Chamber (1) 


If a country had enough national strength to be called a great power, 
not only would there be a difference in the quality of the troops 
fielded, but it would also have at least one type of air corps. 


The Kiehl Empire had its Griffin Corps, and the Black Lions of the 
Lionheart clan each had their own wyvern to carry them. Similarly, 
the Ruhr Kingdom had trained their own subspecies of wyverns and 
had formed the Ice Wyvern corps. 


Among the various different air corps, there were two unique ones. 
The first was the Magic Kingdom of Aroth’s Magic Corps, which 
preferred to fly by relying on summoned beasts and their familiars 
instead of breeding a separate race of flying monsters. The second was 
found in the Desert Kingdom of Nahama, where their Sphinx, a large 
breed of flying monster, was operated more as an aerial battleship. 


Among all the monsters used in air corps, the most classic choice was 
the winged horse known as the Pegasus. There were two places that 
bred the pegasi and integrated them into their air corps: the Sea 
Kingdom of Shimuin and the Holy Empire of Yuras. 


The Commander of the Blood Cross Knights, Raphael Martinez, didn’t 
just have his massive greatsword in the shape of a cross as his only 
famous symbol. 


Even in this huge Holy Empire, there was said to exist only one Divine 
Horse. The Horse of the Sun, Apollo, that was said to have been 
bestowed by the Light. 


“Tt’s all propaganda,” Raphael said dismissively as he gestured 
towards Apollo. 


Apollo was a gigantic horse with a golden mane whose sheer size lived 


up to the claim of being a Divine Horse. In terms of its body alone, 
Apollo looked to be more than twice the size of a regular warhorse, 
but once the platinum-colored horse armor was donned, the already 
gigantic size of its body swelled even further. On top of that, unlike an 
ordinary pegasus, Apollo had two pairs of wings. 


“',.It’s amazingly large,” Eugene commented. 


Approaching with a loud clopping of his hooves, Apollo spread his 
four wings wide. From his appearance, the sleek image that came to 
mind when one thought of a pegasus couldn’t be seen at all. Quite a 
few mid-sized monsters like ogres and trolls would be forced to hunch 
their shoulders in fear in front of Apollo. 


“Tt’s only natural for him to be so big. The Vatican propagates the lie 
that Apollo is a pegasus that was bestowed upon the world by the 
Light, but this guy is actually a holy hybrid made by a mix of 
crossbreeding, biological magic, and holy magic,” Raphael revealed. 


“...Holy... what?” 


“A holy hybrid,” Raphael repeated. “It’s not just Apollo. All of the 
pegasi belonging to Yuras’ Holy Steed Cavalry Corps are holy hybrids. 
Though it’s true that Apollo is the most exceptional example among 
all of them.” 


Having drawn close, Apollo butted its head against Raphael while 
letting out a whinny. Raphael blinked his shadowed eyes and stroked 
Apollo’s head. 


“But such news shouldn’t come as a surprise to you, Sir Eugene. Isn’t 
that why you broke the fountain and meted out divine punishment?” 
Raphael asked rhetorically. 


Eugene returned the question, “How much do you know about it, Lord 
Raphael?” 


“T don’t really know much,” Raphael admitted. "Because I didn’t want 
to know. The ugly truths of the Church of Light, which has reigned as 
the orthodox religion for hundreds of years, well... those aren’t things 
that I really concern myself with. What is important to me is that no 


matter how ugly the church may be, the Light still exists. That’s all I 
need.” 


Before getting on Apollo’s back, Raphael first got down on one knee 
and bowed his head to Kristina. Kristina hesitated for a moment 
before stepping onto Raphael’s knee. Raphael then carefully supported 
Kristina’s back and stood up, lifting her up into the saddle. 


“Now for you, Sir Eugene,” Raphael turned to him. 
“T don’t need it,” Eugene quickly refused. 


In fact, Kristina didn’t truly need such consideration either. Although 
it might be difficult for Raphael, who had stopped growing during his 
childhood, to accept this, but Eugene and Kristina were actually taller 
than Raphael... 


“In that case, allow me to take a seat at the front,” Raphael readily 
agreed. 


Apollo’s back was as broad as he was large, and his saddle was equally 
spacious. Even with the three of them riding him, they could sit 
comfortably together on the saddle, and Apollo’s legs showed no signs 
of shaking. Raphael took his seat at the front of the saddle and picked 
up the reins. 


“Although we’ve already discussed this, once we begin our descent 
towards the Vatican... please pretend to faint, Sir Eugene,” Raphael 
reminded him. “As a master of your level, Sir Eugene, I’m sure you 
will also perform excellently while pretending to be unconscious.” 


“Wouldn’t it be better for me to pretend to be dead rather than just 
unconscious?” Eugene asked. 


The important thing was to avoid being noticed by the Paladins 
charged with protecting the Holy See. Things would get very 
cumbersome if they got caught right at the start of their mission. 
Eugene also understood this fact and was quite confident in his ability 
to pretend to be dead. When he had first become a mercenary, he used 
to bury his body in the gap between corpses and hide his breath and 
presence in order to survive on the toughest battlefields. 


“How long will it take us to get there? I don’t know exactly where this 
is, but it seems to be quite far away from Tressia Cathedral?” Eugene 
guessed. 


“If you were to ride an ordinary horse or carriage... hmm. It would 
probably take a day just to get to the Tressia train station from this 
forest. Then it would take about six hours to take a train from Tressia 
to the capital of Yurasia. But with Apollo’s speed, we can reach the 
cathedral in four or five hours at the very latest,” Raphael paused for a 
moment and turned to look at Eugene. “Although if you hadn’t 
destroyed the warp-gate, it would have been much faster and easier to 
get to the Vatican, Sir Eugene.” 


Eugene argued, “But thanks to me destroying it, weren’t we fortunate 
enough to have you come out to meet us after three days had passed?” 


Raphael easily agreed, “Yes, that’s true. If the warp-gate had been left 
standing, it might have been someone else other than me who was 
sent here.” 


“So in the end, that means it was fortunate that I was being cautious.” 
“Yes, it was very well done.” 


Eugene changed the subject, “By the way... Lord Raphael, are you 
really okay with this? Since I don’t see any other methods to solve our 
situation, I feel like it can’t be helped that we’re doing this, but you 
should have many other choices available to you, and you’ve got a lot 
to lose by offending the holy land, haven’t you?” 


When this question was tossed at him, Raphael just shrugged his 
shoulders and said, “When I look at the options available to me, it 
seems that the only other option apart from assisting you is to 
somehow either drag you and the Saint Candidate to the Vatican by 
force or just kill you. Sir Eugene, as you have said, it’s true that I have 
a lot to lose, but if I can only protect what I have by doing something 
that I would hate to do, then I would rather lose it all.” 


“Oh...,” Eugene murmured. 


“Also, as a follower of the Light, there is something that I want to 


confirm: while facing the Hero and the Saint Candidate who has been 
blessed with four pairs of wings, whether or not the Pope and the 
Cardinals refuse to bow their heads and continue to insist that their 
own faith is unquestionably in the right and superior.” The corners of 
Raphael’s mouth twitched as he said. 


It was only for an instant, but Eugene saw the killing intent of a viper 
poised to strike behind that boyish face. 


Raphael continued, “If they do, that would be blasphemy, and it must 
be punished. I possess a body that has seen me revered as the most 
exceptional Paladin in the church’s services. I pride myself on being 
the sharpest blade of the Light in this era. In front of me... should I 
catch them in the act of undeniably blaspheming the Light, how could 
I just leave them be?” 


Apollo spread his wings. Then a soft light enveloped Apollo, and the 
horse rapidly soared into the sky. Eugene kept a hand on Akasha as it 
was stored within his cloak and looked at Apollo’s wings. 


Eugene understood why Raphael had called the horse a ‘holy hybrid.’ 
Apollo’s wings had several spells inscribed on them, like an artifact 
enchanted with magic. This made the wings look more like the 
examples of magitech seen in golems or artifacts that had been 
implanted into the torso rather than natural body parts sprouting from 
the horse’s body. 


[How terrible...,] Mer muttered. 


Such experiments were also conducted in Aroth’s Towers of Magic. 
But at least they didn’t propagandize the results of such an 
experiment, calling it a grace of the Light or evidence of a miracle like 
Yuras did. 


Kristina silently stared at Apollo’s wings with a distressed look. 


She had also met Apollo once when she was younger. As a young girl, 
in the face of a Divine Horse with four wings, Kristina had been 
thrilled by the sight of the light emanating from Apollo, and it had 
further convinced her of the existence of her God. It had also acted as 
a source of comfort for her. She had told herself that, since the Light 


definitely existed, being chosen as the Saint of this era was a blessed 
honor. 


However, the current Kristina had learned the entire truth. Although 
the process of its creation and the purpose of its existence were 
different, between Apollo, who had been made as a piece of 
propaganda for the Light... and herself, the Saint Candidate, who was 
an Imitation Incarnation, in the end, they weren’t fundamentally all 
that different, were they? 


Kristina examined the feathers that made up Apollo’s outstretched 
wings. 


Each of the feathers seemed to have been spun out of sunlight... but 
the light of the feathers was actually artificially created. Even Kristina, 
with her shallow knowledge of magic, could tell that much. 


She just needed to look at what was happening now. Apollo’s flight 
was going fast enough that the scenery on the ground below was 
zipping by, but no wind was blowing at them from the front. And 
even though they were flying so fast, their bodies sitting in the saddle 
weren’t shaking at all... 


[Stop thinking such useless thoughts, and hug the waist in front of 
you. | 


“Huh?” 
A reproachful voice suddenly rang out inside Kristina’s head. 


Anise’s voice chided, [Kristina Rogeris. Just how many times have I 
chastised you about this during your prayers in these past few days? 
While it is true that you’ve suffered a miserable existence, it’s also just 
as true that your very existence is miraculous. ] 


“...Yes...,’ Kristina meekly conceded. 


[Also, you are actually very lucky. The hand that you’ve been dealt 
could even be considered fortunate enough to be another miracle. You 
won't have to spend dozens of years wandering through gruesome 
battlefields during that terrible era like I did. You also don’t have to 


feel any worry or doubt about God’s existence. Since you, and I who 
dwell within you, are proof of the existence of God.] 


Kristina couldn’t deny the words of the voice in her head. While 
Kristina was also quite confident in her rhetorical skills, the great 
Saint from three hundred years ago was extremely good at cornering 
Kristina without leaving any room for resistance. 


[No matter what, you’ve found your own salvation. From now on, you 
won't need to go through any more of those agonizing rituals, and you 
don’t need to feel the pain of the stigmata like I did. Because most of 
the pain you should feel will be borne by me.] 


1... I’m not sure I’m alright with that, Lady Anise.’ 


[Even if you’re not alright with it, Pll continue to do so, and all you 
need to do in return is make sure to have a few drinks. Also, Kristina, 
haven’t I told you to call me Sisterl1]?] 


‘How could I dare to—’ 


[Or else would you rather call me big sisl2]> Although, I think it’s 
funny that we’re even arguing over the difference between Sister and 
big sis.] 


‘Wouldn't it be fine to call you Lady Anise?’ 


[I don’t want that. You and IJ are spiritual alter-egos. Although there is 
a time difference of three hundred years between us, we can still be 
called sisters because of that. I want to cherish this bond with you, so 
if you’re not willing to at least call me sister... then I’ll feel so sad and 
disappointed that I won’t be able to hold back my tears. ] 


Kristina silently ruminated. 


[This also counts as one of the regrets I couldn’t fulfill during my 
lifetime. Even though I was older than Sienna, that arrogant Sienna 
never once called me big sis. When I tried to get her to do so, she 
would just ignore me and look at me all funny, then she and Hamel 
would cooperate to steal my precious holy water and drink it 
themselves. ] 


‘They really... did that?’ Kristina asked in disbelief. 


[Yes. As such, I feel a lingering regret at never being called big sis. But 
since you’re too shy and hesitant to call me big sis, I’ll compromise 
and allow you to call me Sister. Now then, Kristina Rogeris, how could 
there be any problem with that? Isn’t it only natural for the title of 
sister to be used between nuns. ] 


‘A-alright, Sister Anise,’ Kristina finally conceded. 
[You don’t need to add my name to that.] 


Kristina hesitated, “... Yes... Sister... but... it might be because of my 
inexperience. I don’t think I really understood your first instruction. Could 
you please repeat it, Sister?’ 


[Kristina! I’m not sure who in the world you take after, but you really 
do have a cunning side to you. You’re obviously pretending that you 
didn’t hear it properly, but you just want me to give you a push on the 
back, don’t you? What a shameless woman! ] 


‘N-not at all,’ Kristina stammered. ‘T really, really didn’t hear you 
properly.’ 


[If that’s the case, then listen closely. Kristina, do you know what I 
regretted most before I died? ] 


In the face of this sudden question, Kristina didn’t respond 
immediately, instead pondering it for a few moments. Considering the 
regrets left by the Faithful Anise... in fact, there wasn’t really any 
need to consider the question. 


After taking a deep breath, Kristina silently replied with a confident 
look, ‘It’s that you weren’t able to kill the Demon King of Incarceration 
and the Demon King of Destruction.’ 


[Nope. ] 


Kristina faltered in the face of this blunt denial, ‘In that case... when 
you and Hamel... no, with Sir Eugene and the others... Ah! Could it be 


that you weren’t able to save the world?’ 
[Again, no. The thing I most regretted was that I couldn’t enjoy life. ] 
Kristina’s thoughts froze at this firm reply. 


[Listen closely, Kristina Rogeris. We both have been unhappy from the 
moment that we came into existence. Do you agree with that?] 


“...Y-yes...,’ Kristina hesitantly acknowledged. 


[After our misfortune, we both finally got a chance to be happy. 
Because we were born like this and have suffered all sorts of 
hardships, we deserve to be happier than anyone else in the world. 
Especially me! I wandered around in that horrible Devildom for more 
than ten years and did my best to save countless people even while 
suffering from the pain of the stigmata almost daily.] 


Kristina tried to console her, ‘Sister, your tale is a shining example for all 
priests of the Light.’ 


[So what if it was? Even though I did my best to save countless 
people, I still couldn’t save my own life. How do you think I lived 
during the peace that the Demon King of Incarceration so mercifully 
granted us? After returning from the Devildom, it took about seventy 
years for me to die. During that time, I couldn’t enjoy the peace 
granted by the Demon King’s pity or find my own satisfaction in life.] 


Kristina listened silently. 


[To somehow prepare for the distant future, I shut myself up in a 
monastery in the countryside and taught a bunch of spoiled brats. It 
was practically my only pleasure to listen to the Popes and Cardinals 
who came by from time to time to beg for some blood. During all this, 
I made sure to keep praying and nurturing the future generation while 
trying to make myself a perfect Incarnation of the Light. But even that 
failed! I couldn’t become the perfect Incarnation of the Light during 
my lifetime. Although I tried to hide my body to flip off the church, I 
couldn’t even do that because of that damned Hamel.] 


Was that really Hamel’s fault? 


Kristina couldn’t be sure of the answer to that question, so she just 
kept her mouth shut without making any sort of reply. 


[In the end, my life as a Saint was full of regret and failure. However, 
the merciful Light didn’t forcefully lead my soul upwards but instead 

took me in as an angel. That is how I could remain in this world and 

now dwell within you. ] 


‘Ah... yes, that was truly fortunate.’ 


[Yep, that’s right. It truly is fortunate! But what do you think you’re 
doing? Even though you’ve been bestowed with so many blessings, 
you are still sympathizing with the plight of that foal and substituting 
yourself in its place. Why should I, who lived so miserably, be forced 
to deal with such feelings of sadness that don’t even belong to me? ] 


‘Th-that’s... ” 


[Listen carefully, Kristina Rogeris. We may have been unhappy, but 
we deserve to be happy. In the end, the so-called Saint is nothing 
more than an illusion, so whether or not our flesh is pure has no effect 
on the power of our miracles. ] 


‘Th-that’s ridiculous...! How did you discover such a fact, Sister? Could it 
be—’ 


[Don’t get the wrong idea! I lived my whole life as a Saint should. 
However, after dying like that and becoming an angel, I just realized 
that the body is of little importance or significance when it comes to 
things like the Light and performing miracles. ] 


‘But that’s... that’s... ’ 


[Why spout such drivel at this point? Kristina, didn’t you molest 
Hamel’s butt thoroughly because of your furtive lust?] 


Kristina tried to drown out the voice, ‘Ahh, Ahhh! Sister, it wasn’t like 
that. It was just all part of taking care of Sir Eugene while he was 
wounded... ’ 


[Yes, yes, I get it. No matter how furtive you are, once again, I guess I 
can overlook it... But Kristina! With how unstable your current 
posture is, being trapped inside of you, I’m even more anxious than 
you are. ] 


Kristina smoothed out her expression as she checked her posture. She 
was sitting in the very back of Apollo’s saddle, holding on tightly to 
the horse’s torso with her legs. Then, she reached down with both 
hands to hold on to the saddle. 


It wasn’t even that precarious. 


There would be no problems for her to continue sitting by herself. The 
miracles that had been imbued into Apollo completely prevented any 
chance of his riders falling. Not only that, Kristina was able to 
summon Anise’s wings, so all she would have to do if she fell was 
spread those wings and fly. 


[Nope. My wings are just for show. It’s impossible to actually fly with 
them. ] 


‘Huh?’ 


[Is that really the important thing right now? Kristina! Hurry up and 
hold onto Hamel’s waist.] 
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‘There’s... there’s no real need to... 


[If you say that you don’t want to, then I will have to forcefully try 
and move your body to do so. Do you know what that means? It 
means that I will be taking away your initiative, so you won’t be able 
to do anything but watch what happens from the inside.] 


‘Sister!’ 


[ll do things beyond your wildest imaginations. For a furtive person 
like you, wouldn’t that actually work out better? So just think of it as 
something that can’t be helped, and enjoy the view from the inside...] 


Kristina stopped listening to Anise’s words and lifted her hands from 


the saddle. Then she hesitated for a few moments before placing her 
hands on Eugene’s waist. Her hands tightened on his sturdy sides that 
didn’t have a trace of fat. 


“ ..Ahem... ahehem!” Kirstina coughed in self-inflicted 
embarrassment. 


She had expected Eugene to turn his head and say something 
suspicious to her, but Eugene didn’t show that type of reaction. 


Instead, Eugene asked, “Just what have you been pondering for so 
long?” 


Kristina coughed once before answering, “Ahem... I was just 
meditating and praying for a while.” 


Since Raphael was sitting in front of them, Kristina felt she couldn’t 
talk about Anise. While relieved that Eugene didn’t seem to suspect 
her of anything, Kristina carefully stretched her arms even further. 

After continuing like that, the moment that she finally tried to lean 
her body forward while fully wrapping her arms around his waist... 


Slap! 


A hand shot out from inside of Eugene’s cloak and lightly smacked the 
back of Kristina’s hand. 


“Don’t cross the line,” Mer warned. 


Kristina argued, “Just what line have I crossed? Lady Mer, please don’t 
make some sort of strange misunderstanding. I was just doing 
something like this because I don’t want to fall off the pegasus...” 


Mer stuck her head out of the cloak to silently glance at Kristina. 
Knowing that any further excuse was futile, Kristina slightly averted 
her gaze and loosed her hands’ grip on Eugene’s waist. 


“Get that look off your face,” Kristina’s lips suddenly began to move 
by themself. “Because if you don’t, I might just smack it off.” 


As her lips said these words, Kristina didn’t feel any need to try too 
hard to stop them. Instead, her jaw dropped open. Then, while pursing 
her lips, Mer stubbornly looked into Kristina’s eyes before she ended 
up being pulled into Eugene’s arms. 


“Sir Eu-Eu-Eugene!” Mer stammered. 


“T know... I know, but... it’s still difficult for me to say anything in 
this sort of situation...,” Eugene muttered. 


“Sir Eugene!” Mer protested once more. 


“That’s... um... try not to be too mean to this kid...,” Eugene meekly 
requested. 


“If that young familiar makes sure to consider my feelings, then I’ll do 
the same to her,” Anise said with Kristina’s mouth. 


In the end, Mer couldn’t muster up any more interference for Kristina. 
Thanks to that, Kristina was able to hold on to Eugene’s waist during 
the flight, while Mer also spent half the flight embraced in Eugene’s 
arms. 


“ ,-Haaah...,” Eugene let out a long sigh as he was sandwiched 
between the two women. 


He missed the peaceful times back at the Lionheart mansion. 


The capital of Yuras was Yurasia. At the heart of that huge capital city 
lay a magnificent and beautiful palace. 


This was the Vatican. 


In the sky above the palace, a four-winged pegasus was circling with 
its wings outspread. This was the beloved steed of Raphael Martinez, 
the Commander of the Knights of the Blood Cross and a Divine Horse 
bestowed by the Light, Apollo. 


The knights guarding the Vatican bowed towards the light that was 
circling in the sky. Of the hundreds of Paladins assigned to the 
Vatican, only the Crusader and his Divine Horse, Apollo, had the 
privilege of descending directly from the skies over the Vatican to the 
White Palace that stood at its center. 


“There’s quite a lot of them,” Eugene observed. “Just how many are 
there?” 


“In terms of Paladins alone, there are at least five hundred,” Raphael 
answered. “About two hundred of those are from the Knights of the 
Blood Cross, while the rest of the Paladins are from other units. If you 
count the Church Soldiers on top of that, they get into the thousands. 
Yuras is extremely huge and has done all sorts of things, so... she also 
has many enemies.” 


“Well, that’s true,” Eugene hummed in agreement. 


“Well, the truth is, rather than its enemies... Hmm, Sir Eugene, you 
might find this amusing, but the Vatican has so much security mainly 
because of all the zealots,” Raphael admitted. 


Eugene burst into laughter, “Bwahaha!” 


“T knew that would amuse you. While the believers who live in 
Yurasia aren’t like that... but occasionally, believers who live in the 
countryside come to the Vatican hoping to somehow meet with the 
Pope and at least touch the hem of his robes,” Raphael said as he 
lowered his gaze. 


Currently, Eugene was in the saddle in front of Raphael, but he 
couldn’t sit properly and was instead draped over the saddle. This was 
to create the illusion that he had been brought here after being 
overpowered by Raphael. 


Kristina was also sitting quietly behind Raphael. According to the 
setting of their illusion, Kristina had innocently been caught up in the 
rampage of the fallen Hero. While she was in the midst of being 
kidnapped like this, she had been rescued by Raphael. 


“They currently can’t see you, Sir Eugene,” Raphael informed him. “In 


their eyes, Apollo only looks like a huge source of light. That’s part of 
the reason why Apollo is called a Divine Horse.” 


“Can I have him?” Eugene immediately asked, leaving Raphael 
speechless. 


“The ceiling of the White Palace has opened. The only ones with the 
privilege of descending down directly from the sky into the White 
Palace like this are Apollo and I,” Raphael said while ignoring the 
previous question. 


Eugene accepted the change in subject, “Doesn’t that mean that they 
don’t have the slightest suspicion that you might betray them, Sir 
Raphael?” 


“Yes. I have served as a loyal knight and follower of the Light for 
decades. If they thought I would betray them, would they really have 
sent me to meet with you, Sir Eugene?” Raphael asked with a chuckle 
as he pulled on Apollo’s reins. “Though that doesn’t really bring me 
much happiness. They... they don’t have the slightest clue that what 
they are doing is committing blasphemy. They are convinced that they 
are undeniably in the right and merely fulfilling the will of the Light. 
They can’t be said to be completely wrong, as the benevolent light has 
continued to bless them with its brilliant illumination.” 


The circular ceiling of the White Palace had opened, revealing the 
entrance to a passageway that led straight down. Apollo furled his 
four wings and slowly descended down the passageway. 


From now on, Eugene had to start playing dead. He stopped talking to 
Raphael and restrained his breath and all traces of his presence. 
Kristina also adjusted her expression, bringing back the familiar mask 
and covering her face with it. 


Eugene didn’t completely trust Raphael. Although he had agreed to 
accompany Raphael all the way here, Eugene still considered the 
possibility that everything Raphael had said might be a lie and that 
this could all be an act. During their planned surprise in the Audience 
Chamber, Raphael’s sword might be aimed at Eugene’s neck instead of 
the Cardinals or the Pope. 


So Eugene still kept his right hand hidden within his cloak. But 
instead of holding the Holy Sword, his hand was resting on the 
Moonlight Sword. No matter what the situation might be, Eugene was 
convinced that he would be able to break through it by releasing the 
rays of the Moonlight Sword. 


Eugene trusted Kristina and Anise. Raphael might still betray them, 
but those two definitely wouldn’t betray him. 


‘It’s a good feeling,’ Eugene smiled as he felt something ticklish inside 
his chest. 


This sensation was partly the tension of not knowing how things 
would turn out but also the knowledge that he now had comrades 
who would absolutely never betray him. After being reincarnated, it 
was hard to once again get accustomed to his comrades’ familiar 
presence, which he had once taken for granted on those battlefields 
three hundred years ago. 


Especially since they were in a predicament like this one. 


They reached the basement of the White Palace, the place known as 
the ‘Audience Chamber.’ This wasn’t part of the Pope’s quarters. This 
was a place where believers were said to be able to hold an audience 
with the Light that resided in the heavens up above. This was where 
the Light would bestow a revelation and choose the new Pope from 
among the stigmatized Bishops. 


Under the original circumstances, Kristina would receive the 
recognition of some other holy relics that had been stored here, and 
she would have completely transitioned from a Saint Candidate into a 
Saint. After all that was done, Eugene and the Holy Sword would have 
received the confirmation of being the new Hero in front of the Pope 
and his Cardinals. 


But in the end, all these ceremonies were just meant to force the Hero, 
who had already been ‘chosen’ by the Light, to prove himself once 
more to the Pope and the Cardinals. 


[Kristina Rogeris,] Anise spoke to her from inside Kristina’s anxious 
mind. [You are not someone who needs to receive their recognition. ] 


Kristina got down from Apollo and stood on her feet. 
[Instead, they are the ones who will need to prove their faith to you. ] 


Raphael was carrying the limp Eugene in both hands. Like that, he 
strode over to the door of the Audience Chamber. 


There was no need for him to knock. 
The doors to the Audience Chamber opened by themselves. 


The following room looked just like a courthouse. A long white table 
stood at the raised head of the room, and three middle-aged men were 
sitting behind it. 


The seat where Sergio Rogeris should have sat was vacant. Beside his 
empty seat were two other Cardinals in clerical robes with red cloths 
draped over their shoulders. 


A middle-aged man wearing a three-layered crown on his head, along 
with a platinum ring and a staff in one hand, sat in the center between 
them. 


This was Aeuryus, the Pope who had led the Church of Light for the 
past few decades. 


“You’ve done a good job, Lord Raphael,” Aeuryus said. 


He looked down at Raphael, standing below them, and Eugene, who 
had lost consciousness. 


Aeuryus requested, “I would like to hear what you saw there and also 
what you did.” 


“Of course, allow me to inform you of what happened without a single 
omission, Your Excellency,” Raphael said as he bowed his head. “But 
before that, please instruct me on what needs to be done with this 
fallen one.” 


“Bring him closer. Even though he has fallen, he is still someone with 
a certain status, and since he was the Hero chosen by the Light...,” 
Aeuryus said as he raised his staff. 


The platinum ring that the Pope wore on his index finger began to 
emit a soft light, then, as if resonating with the staff, the light spread 
and began to emanate from both items. Raphael didn’t raise his bowed 
head but instead raised both arms that were carrying Eugene into the 
air. 


Tap. 


Raphael didn’t attempt to say something secretly. Instead, he lightly 
tapped on Eugene’s waist with his fingertips. Then he slowly began 
walking up to the raised dais at the head of the room. As Raphael 
approached closer, Aeuryus rose from his chair. 


The other Cardinals didn’t rise from their seats. Their eyes were on 
Kristina, not Eugene. One could see their eyes were full of questions. 
But in those eyes, the only things that could be seen were a concern 
for the progress of the ritual and whether Kristina had been 
completely transformed into the Saint; there was no mourning for the 
deceased Sergio. 


As the distance between them grew closer, Aeuryus slowly held out 
his staff. 


Raphael lifted Eugene even higher as if he was offering him up as a 
sacrifice. 


Raphael’s fingertips tapped on Eugene’s waist once more. This time, 
the strength of the tap was stronger than before. The moment he felt 
those fingertips on his back, Eugene’s body floated upwards slightly. 


Crackle! 


Moving like a bolt of lightning, Eugene bounced off his back and shot 
up into the air. Frightened by this, Aeuryus thrust his staff forward. 


Fwoosh! 


A burst of light engulfed Eugene’s body, but the Moonlight Sword that 
Eugene pulled out of his cloak cut that light in two. Having opened up 
a path forward with that, his left hand drew out the Holy Sword. 
While drawing the sword, Eugene unleashed a sharp slash. Aeuryus’s 
right arm, which had been holding the staff, was sliced off and sent 
flying into the air. 


“Haagh!” a shocked gasp was heard from the Cardinals. 


The Cardinals, who had been about to respond quickly to this change, 
found themselves unable to move from their seats. This was because 
Raphael’s greatsword, which had rushed over in an instant, had 
stopped right in front of their necks. Raphael had drawn his 
greatsword so close to their necks that there were slight cuts on their 
throats. 


Even though his arm had just been amputated at the elbow, Aeuryus 
didn’t let out a scream. 


Instead, he just glared at Eugene with cold eyes and demanded, “Just 
what are you planning to do?” 


The Holy Sword and the Moonlight Sword were held crossed over 
each other. The two swords were squeezing Aeuryus’ neck from both 
sides like a pair of scissors. 


Eugene called out, “Kristina.” 
At this call, Kristina nodded her head and stepped forward. 
Whoosh! 


Eight wings emitting rays of light covered everything in the Audience 
Chamber with their light. 


1. Anise uses the English word for Sister here, probably referring to 
how nuns call each other Sister. = 


2. Here, Anise uses the Korean word that a girl uses to call her older 
sister. &) 


Chapter 201 
The Audience Chamber (2) 


Kristina’s outspread wings covered the door and the walls of the 
Audience Chamber. Forgetting to even regenerate his severed hand, 
Aeuryus stared at Kristina with wide eyes. 


An angel’s wings were a symbol of their rank. According to what was 
recorded in the Scriptures of Light, when the Incarnation of Light, the 
Son of Heaven! 1], descended to this world, the angel whom the Son of 
Heaven called upon the most and showed the most favor to possessed 
six wings. 


Yuras had always been obsessed with reproducing such a miraculous 
appearance. However, divine magic was only capable of growing a 
pair of wings. Depending on their strong faith and divine power, a 
user of divine magic could make their wings bigger and brighter, but 
no matter how much they wanted to, they wouldn’t be able to 
increase the number of wings they could grow. 


Several attempts had been made to artificially increase the number of 
wings, but they hadn’t worked out. While attaching a few more wings 
to a pegasus, which possessed a pair of wings from birth, was a simple 
task that couldn’t really be considered a miracle, it wasn’t so easy to 
artificially attach a pair of wings to a human who had been born 
without wings. 


In fact, if they could be satisfied with ordinary wings, it was actually 
possible to implant dozens of wings on a person’s back instead of just 
six. 


However, they didn’t want just plain and ordinary wings. What they 
wanted were Wings of Light. Wings that had been made from the 
Light. Wings, whose very act of being unfurled, would seem 
miraculous. Even the Pope and the Cardinals, who had artificially 
implanted themselves with their Stigmata, could only grow two Wings 
of Light. 


That was why the three couldn’t take their eyes off Kristina. 


Just by looking at those eight shining wings, they could tell that these 
wings hadn’t been artificially created. Those wings were unmistakably 
a symbol of Divine Majesty that had to have been bestowed by a 
miracle. Although the three of them could have also spread their own 
pairs of large and shining wings, even if they all spread their wings 
simultaneously, it seemed like they wouldn’t be able to overwhelm the 
light emitted by those eight wings. 


Even though the light coming from Kristina’s wings was shining so 
brightly... they weren’t being blinded even as they looked right at it. 
Instead, this light kindly caressed and passed through their eyes, 
stirring their souls. 


“...Ahbh...!” Cardinal Beshara let out a quiet exhalation and closed 
his eyes. 


A single tear ran down his cheek. 


However, Cardinal Pietro, who stood beside him, didn’t shed any 
tears. Instead, he glared at Kristina with his eyes bulging in disbelief. 
At the same time, he balled up his fists inside his sleeves. 


Raphael, who was still holding his greatsword to their necks, noticed 
Pietro’s eyes. The emotion that was slowly bubbling up within the 
Cardinal’s gaze was neither awe nor worship. 


As such, Raphael didn’t hesitate. 
Shick! 


The blade was pushed forward and decapitated Pietro’s head from his 
neck like a guillotine. 


Pietro himself could never have imagined that he would ever be 
beheaded like this. He was someone who bore the mark of the 
Stigmata on his forearm, one of the three Cardinals of the Holy 
Empire. 


Raphael didn’t care about any of that. Even though Pietro had been 
presented with a miracle that should have forced him to acknowledge 
the truth of his mistakes, he had refused to do so; thus, Raphael had to 
punish him. 


Pietro had his head cut off before he could even call upon the Light. 
As Pietro’s head rolled down the blade of his sword, Raphael grabbed 
it by the hair. 


Pwooosh! 


The blood that gushed out of Pietro’s body after some delay, stained 
the walls and ceiling of the Audience Chamber red. 
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...Ah...,” Beshara, who had been standing right beside the two, 
gulped as blood spattered onto his cheek. 


He turned to look at what was happening next to him in 
bewilderment. Pietro’s body, which had had its head cut off, was left 
staggering forward. 


Beshara wasn’t the only one who had been flustered by this. Both 
Kristina and Eugene were taken aback by the sudden violence. Pope 
Aeuryus’ jaw gaped soundlessly in shock. Only Raphael was left, 
lifting Pietro’s head with a calm look on his face. 


“...Why did you... kill him?” Eugene was so dumbfounded that he 
stuttered his question. 


In response to this, Raphael shook Pietro’s head from side to side and 
said, “He won’t die from just this.” 


Eugene shook his head, “No, that’s absurd... You’ve beheaded him, so 
how can he not die? Even someone as strong as Cardinal Rogeris 
would have died if he was beheaded—” 


“Pietro is the Chancellor of the Department of Divine Magic,” Raphael 
explained. “He’s different from Sergio, a combat monk from the 
Inquisition. Isn’t that right?” 


Bam! 
The head swinging from Raphael’s hand was swung against the wall. 


At this impact, Pietro’s head opened its mouth and screamed, 
“Aaargh!” 


Such a sight made Eugene feel dizzy for a few moments. Although he 
knew that there were a few high-ranking demonfolk who wouldn’t die 
even after being decapitated, he had never seen a human who could 
survive having his head cut off. 


“Ra- Rapha- Raphael! You— How dare you!” Petro cried as blood 
spattered from his lips. Perhaps because his throat had been cut 
completely open, his voice had a breathy, hissing sound to it. 


“Quickly... quickly reattach... my neck... to my body!” Pietro 
demanded. 


Raphael idly commented, “Even you will probably die if you stay like 
this for about five minutes, right?” 


Pietro glared, “You... you dare...!” 


“Although I predicted this, actually seeing you like this in reality is 
extremely disturbing and disgusting. Could this really be called a 
miracle? It looks more like evil black magic to me...,” Raphael 
muttered. 


Pietro growled, “Graargh...!” 


“T’ve wanted to try and slit your throat for a while now. There’s no 
need for you to feel so victimized, Pietro. After all, among the newly 
enlisted recruits into the Church Soldiers, I know that you’ve been 
enticing a few poor, young chicks who’ve lost their parents and are in 
need of money to conduct various experiments on them.” 


“You! What do you know? Don’t act like you’re so righteous...! All of 
that is for the sake of developing new Miracles—” 


“T didn’t slice your head off just to argue with you,” Raphael said as 
he threw Pietro’s head back behind him. 


The head crashed into a wall and fell to the ground before rolling 
around. 


“Gaaargh!” Pietro screamed. 


Thanks to Raphael having suddenly cut the head off of one of the 
Cardinals, Eugene was feeling extremely off-balance. Glancing back to 
the person in front of him, Eugene’s eyes met with Aeuryus, whose 
neck was still sandwiched between the Moonlight Sword and the Holy 
Sword. 


“,.Eugene Lionheart, are you going to kill me?” Aeuryus eventually 
demanded. 


Eugene just warned him, “Shouldn’t you add a Sir to that?” 
“Hah?” Aeuryus’s eyes shook in disbelief. 


Eugene continued asking, “Don’t you understand your situation? 
Could it be that you won’t die right away either if your head gets 
chopped off like his?” 


Aeuryus stoically remained silent. 


“Listen closely, Iam the Hero chosen by the Holy Sword, and 
according to your doctrine, that means I am the Incarnation of the 
Light. Isn’t that right? Meanwhile, isn’t the Pope just an Agent of the 
Light? Surely the Incarnation must be closer to God than the Agent, 
no?” 


Sos Tnatseie 


“What, are you going to spout bullshit and claim that I’ve fallen like 
Sergio did?” Eugene said with a sneer. 


Aeuryus didn’t say a word in response to this and just stared at 
Eugene. After a few moments, he let out a long sigh and nodded. 


“T understand,” Aeuryus conceded. “But please restrain your anger and 
allow us to treat Pietro’s head.” 


Eugene raised a brow, “And why should I do that?” 


“Sir Eugene, you may not be aware, but Pietro has done many things 
for the Light over the past few decades,” Aeuryus tried to argue. 


“And I guess that one of the results is that he doesn’t die right away 
even if his head is cut off?” Eugene asked sarcastically. 


“That is the result of repeatedly performing experimental miracles on 
his own body. Lord Raphael may have accused Pietro of harming the 
young recruits, but that was all to strengthen the Church Soldiers. And 
why does the Holy Empire of Yuras require a strong army, and where 
does it put them to use? Isn’t it all to keep Helmuth in check—” 


“I also didn’t come here to listen to shit like that.” 


The Holy Sword began to emit light. Aeuryus’ eyes narrowed as he 
looked down at the light streaming through the sword held beside his 
neck. 


“Then please, let us talk, Sir Eugene,” Aeuryus politely requested. 


Before Eugene could even respond to these words, Pietro’s head, 
which had rolled into a corner, cried out, “Talk?! Your Holiness, just 
what kind of talk can you have with these vile and vicious fallen 
ones!” 


Pietro just couldn’t maintain his composure. It had already been over 
a minute since his head had been chopped off. Even with the Stigmata 
implanted on him, he would surely die if his head was cut off and 
wasn’t reattached within five minutes. Pietro couldn’t help but feel 
anxious and enraged at the thought that he had only a few minutes 
left to live. 


Pietro demanded, “You need to call the Paladins and the Church Sol 
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“If I offer his head, would you be willing to talk to me?” Aeuryus 
calmly asked as his eyes gestured towards Pietro. 


At these words, Pietro’s head, which had already paled from the loss 
of so much blood, twisted into a grimace, “Aeuryus!” 


Aeuryus apologized, “I’m sorry, Pietro. However, I don’t want my 
name to go down in history like this.” 


Pietro stammered, “Wh-what do you mean!” 


“We might be able to overcome this dangerous situation. However, do 
you think it will be possible to resolve this crisis without any fuss? No 
matter what, an uproar will occur, then the Paladins and the Church 
Soldiers will flock over.” Aeuryus let out a long sigh and closed his 
eyes, “How exactly am I supposed to explain this situation to them? 
Do I tell them that Eugene Lionheart, the Incarnation of Light, has 
rebelled and that the ever-loyal Crusader, Lord Raphael, has joined in 
his rebellion? How am I meant to explain the wings growing from the 
back of Saint Candidate Kristina?” 


“Th-that's...!” 


“T’ve thought it over several times, but it wouldn’t benefit the Church 
to overcome or even show any resistance in this situation.” 


“But no matter what...! You, are you really going to sacrifice me when 
we've been leading this Church together for decades now?!” Pietro 
roared in disbelief. 


Aeuryus sighed, “Stifle your anger, Pietro. After all, wasn’t it due to 
your own undoing that you were beheaded?” 


Eugene, listening to the conversation, let out a snort. As expected of 
Pope Aeuryus. He was definitely a zealot like the rest, but as befitting 
someone who has led the Church of Light for the past few decades, he 
had a cunning side. 


Eugene spoke up, “If it’s just a conversation, then, of course, I’m 
willing to participate as long as you desire.” 


“And what should we do about Pietro’s head?” Aeuryus asked 
cautiously. 


“T’m not the one who chopped it off, so why are you asking me?” 
Eugene said with a shrug and a sly smirk. 


Now that things had played out like this, it wouldn’t mean much to 
the overall situation to subtract a life or two, but Eugene didn’t want 
to unnecessarily shoulder the responsibility for doing so. 


Though, Eugene wasn’t sure if Raphael understood his intentions. 
What was clear was that Raphael didn’t like Pietro. The divine magic 
developed by the Department of Divine Magic, which Pietro led, often 
demanded prices that weren't worth the miracle, most of which 
involved the destruction of the body. 


The Knights of the Blood Cross, led by Raphael, didn’t need to rely on 
such dubious and crude miracles, but there was an overabundance of 
Paladins in Yuras. 


Among these other Paladins, there were a few newly appointed 
knights of the faith who would knock on the door of the Department 
of Divine Magic, hoping for a stronger and more brilliant Light. 


“H-hold on,” Pietro cried out. 


Light erupted from Raphael’s greatsword. Beshara, watching this 
happen right before him, sighed and made the sign of the cross. 


The slash made no sound. Raphael’s greatsword moved at an 
unbelievable speed for its size and cut down Pietro’s body. 


Swoosh! 


The following stream of slashes rained down on Pietro’s head. Like the 
last time, Pietro couldn’t even let out a scream. A bright light engulfed 
Pietro’s head, and amid this Light, his head was scattered into dust. 


“Such light,” Beshara muttered. “...To think that the Light emitted by 
a sword that kills a Cardinal... would be so unbelievably clear.” 


“T know, right,” Raphael agreed with a laugh as he withdrew his 
greatsword’s Light. 


Aeuryus questioned Eugene, “What did you do at the Fount of Light?” 


“T just saved a woman who was bleeding profusely,” Eugene 
confessed. 


“Are you saying you killed so many believers just to save the Saint 
Candidate?” Aeuryus asked in disbelief. 


“T didn’t save her because she’s the Saint Candidate,” Eugene denied. 
“Then why?” 
“Because I received a revelation.” 


It wasn’t a lie. Eugene really had received guidance from the Holy 
Sword to break through the restrictions surrounding the temples. At 
the source of the spring, he had even seen the Saints who had given 
themselves to the Fount starting from long ago. 


“Since I was shown such a revelation, I couldn’t just stay still,” Eugene 
declared. 


“A revelation, you say,” Aeuryus chuckled and nodded. 


Before Aeuryus had even realized it, the two swords that had been 
touching his neck were already withdrawn. Aeuryus picked up his 
right hand that had fallen onto the table and stuck it back onto the 
stump of his severed hand. 


.. Ziiiip! 
Aeuryus’s flesh proceeded to merge with each other. 
“Did the revelation instruct you to destroy the Fount?” Aeuryus asked. 


“Nope,” Eugene admitted. 
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“So, Sir Eugene, that means it was your decision to destroy the Fount, 
Aeuryus concluded. 


Eugene nodded, “That’s right.” 


“The fact that the Holy Sword can emit such brilliant light in your 
hand... in the end, doesn’t that mean the Light was enraged by the 
ritual being performed at the Fount?” Aeuryus asked doubtfully. 


“T don’t know about the Light, but I was infuriated,” Eugene replied. 


“Sir Eugene,” Aeuryus raised his hand to grab the three-layered crown 
above his head, slowly lifted it off, and set it down in front of him. 
“Are our beliefs wrong?” 


This question wasn’t one that could be answered lightly. Eugene 
stared at the Pope of Yuras in front of him. Although only a single 
Pope was currently standing before him, the entire history of the Holy 
Empire could be seen within the light flickering in his eyes. 


So Eugene decided to answer honestly, “How should I know?” 


He hadn’t come here with a grandiose intention to argue about the 
right and wrong of their faith. What Eugene wanted, in the end, was 
just for nothing at all to have happened. For all the things he had 
done in Yuras to not become a problem and weigh him down like a 
ball tied to his ankle. So that the troublesome and grandiose 
accomplishment of turning the whole of Yuras into his enemy didn’t 
happen. 


“If you want to hear about whether your beliefs are right or wrong, 
ask her,” Eugene said as he turned his head and looked down. 


His eyes met with Kristina, whose eight wings were still outspread. 
[Kristina Rogeris,] the voice in her head spoke to her. 


The intention wasn’t to give her a push to the back. Kristina was well 
aware of what she should do in this situation. She didn’t need to 
muster up any great determination to do it. Kristina herself knew that 


she deserved to do this. 


Light scattered from her like falling feathers as Kristina spread her 
wings and flew up to stand right in front of Aeuryus. 


“Aaaah...!” Beshara closed his eyes and raised a prayer at her holy 
appearance. 


Aeuryus calmed his trembling breath and blinked his eyes once before 
speaking, “...Saint Candidate Kristina. No, it’s no longer appropriate 
to call you tha—” 


Before his words were even finished, Kristina’s right hand slapped 
Aeuryus in the ear. 


Craaaack! 


An unbelievably heavy sound of a slap echoed through the Audience 
Chamber. 


“Let’s start with getting this blow in,” Kristina’s lips parted. “I have 
discovered what I am. I know what the Saints who came before me 
were like and what became of them when they died. I know the truth 
of that false name you gave to the Fount of Light.” 


“However, it’s true that you have grown wings,” Aeuryus tried to 
argue. 


“Yes, that’s right,” Kristina conceded. “But these wings weren’t grown 
by me through the miracles and rituals designed by you. These wings 
are not the products of the false miracles you all have been seeking.” 


“Tf that’s the case, then does that mean everything we’ve done has 
been meaningless?” Aeuryus asked. “Is our faith, no, the faith of all 
the Popes and Cardinals who have existed in the past wrong?” 


“There are those...,” Kristina began hesitantly, “who have been saved 
by this country you have nurtured and by the Light and faith you have 
untiringly promoted.” 


Kristina recalled a few of her long-distant memories. Before she had 
even become the adopted daughter of Sergio Rogeris. She remembered 
living in a secluded and peaceful rural monastery. 


While she may have been under watch even then, Kristina had no 
awareness of this in her childhood. All of the children who had been 
raised in the monastery were from similar circumstances. They were 
children who had been abandoned by their parents. All from ordinary 
backgrounds, children who didn’t know anything about their families. 


The monasteries of the Church of Light regularly took in such orphans. 


Kristina didn’t have any clue whether the orphans raised by the 
monastery had grown up in the right way and eventually found their 
own happiness. However, at that time... when Kristina thought of her 
life in the monastery, she had felt that the salvation of the Light had 
come to save her abandoned self. 


“But there are also those who have been hurt by your obsessions,” 
Kristina concluded. 


Aeuryus pleaded, “Is it wrong to yearn for the Light?” 


“No, that isn’t wrong. However, you went beyond even yearning for 
the Light and wanted to own a Light created by your own hands. You 
all... were meant to serve the God of Light, but instead intruded on his 
domain,” Kristina condemned. 


“Hahaha...!” Aeuryus laughed and shook his head. “If you really know 
everything, and have indeed received a ‘real’ miracle that has given 
you the ability to spread those wings, then please, answer this 
question. A long, long time ago, when the Incarnation of the Light, the 
Son of Heaven, descended onto this land, then died and left once 
more, leaving behind the Holy Sword Altair...” 


“Yes, that’s all true,” Kristina nodded impatiently. 


“However, after the Son of Heaven left us, none of the believers of the 
Light could hold the Holy Sword. And that wasn’t the end, was it? 
Even though the believers so fervently longed for the Light, the Light 
that had returned to the heavens up above never returned. He didn’t 


even send down a new Apostle to take his place,” Aeuryus said 
bitterly, his face no longer calm. With passionate eyes, he stared at 
Kristina and continued speaking, “That was why our predecessors 
decided to bring the Light back themselves. Is that... is that really 
such a mistake?” 


“The Light...,” Kristina paused as she looked through Anise’s 
memories. 


Now Kristina no longer had any doubts about the existence of the God 
of Light. 


Kristina continued, “No matter what kind of ugly deeds they 
committed, the Light was always there for them, bestowing its 
blessings.” 


They had tried to artificially create a Saint, cloned her, and then used 
her remains as a holy relic to create the Fount of Light. 


At that time, the Church felt they had no choice but to do so. The 
current era might be peaceful, but even going back just three hundred 
years ago, the world had entered an era of war led by the Demon 
Kings. In previous eras, wars were even more frequent as nations 
collided with each other, and even faiths were contested. 


In such an era, the Saint created to serve as a divine weapon managed 
to perform admirably. In the battlefields where the Saint could 
participate, the damage to her allies was overwhelmingly lesser. In 
return, the Saint’s life was short-lived, but she was able to save the 
lives of countless soldiers in return. 


“The crimes that successive Popes and Cardinals have committed... 
the Light had no choice but to sorrowfully accept their deeds,” 
Kristina revealed. 


If the existence of the Saint was truly a mistake... 


If Yuras who had created and made use of the Saint was wrong to do 
SO... 


Then surely, shouldn’t the Light have left them immediately? 


Kristina explained, “The reason that the Light didn’t return to this 
world is that he already dwells within the hearts of the believers who 
serve him, and he shines down upon them from the heavens up 
above.” 
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Aeuryus remained silent. 


“The merciful Light can accept the entire sordid past of this country. 
However, this does not absolve your transgressions. The Light knows 
how easily zealotry can destroy someone. That is why they do not 
allow a citizen of this country to lift the Holy Sword.” 


“How... how could that be!” 


“You should recall the entire history of this country and what all of 
you have done to propagandize your faith. For example, the Stigmata 
has been passed down through successive generations of Popes and 
Cardinals. For that alone, the Popes and Cardinals have been 
considered special, and many people became followers of the Light 
because they were fascinated by the ‘symbol’ of the Stigmata,” 
Kristina pointed out. 


Aeuryus hesitated, “...That was to revitalize the church...” 


Kristina agreed, “Yes, they did manage to revitalize the church with 
their self-drawn Stigmata and self-made Saint. That is how Yuras has 
been able to reign as a Holy Empire for so long. However, the Light 
will no longer overlook your transgressions. The Light does not want 
the Holy Sword, which was forged personally from their own flesh 
and blood, to be used as a symbol for zealous proselytization.” 


“Ha... hahaha!” Aeuryus let out a dejected laugh and lowered his 
head. “...So if that is why we were not able to carry the Holy Sword... 
then why... why was the Great Vermouth able to hold the Holy 
Sword? Why is his descendant, Eugene Lionheart, currently holding 
the Holy Sword?” 


“Because the era needed a Hero,” Kristina replied in an unwavering 
voice. “The Light wanted the Holy Sword to be used purely to save the 


world, not to act as a symbol that would lead the era into an age of 
zealotry. Therefore, a person with the qualifications to do so could 
pull out the Holy Sword and become the Hero.” 


“ .. Saint Kristina, you... are you saying that Eugene Lionheart, who 
isn’t even from Yuras, is the Hero who will save this world?” Aeuryus 
asked doubtfully. 


Kristina denied this, “I am not the one who chose him to be the Hero. 
The God of Light personally chose Sir Eugene Lionheart.” 


Aeuryus was struck silent. 


“T was born as a Saint and made into a Saint. But to me, the life of a 
Saint has never felt like salvation,” Kristina admitted as she turned her 
head to look at Eugene. “Sir Eugene is the one who saved me when I 
needed it. He looked at me, not as a Saint, but as a person, and 
reached his hand out to me. Pope Aeuryus, you... have you ever 
thought about saving any of the Saint Candidates?” 


There was no way that could be the case. The Saint Candidates were 
just such an existence. Their existence was necessary for the sake of 
Yuras, the Church, and the World. It was only natural that the mission 
of a Saint was more important than any individual Saint’s personality 
or emotions. 


“Yuras couldn’t even save a single woman who was festering in agony. 
How can a person from such a country as Yuras become a Hero to 
save the world?” Kristina scoffed bitterly. 


Unable to say anything more, Aeuryus closed his eyes. Beshara shed 
tears as he recited a prayer over and over again. 


“..What shall we do?” Aeuryus finally spoke up at the end of a long 
silence. “...What do you want from us?” 


“Please don’t get involved,” Kristina replied. “Please don’t hold Sir 
Eugene accountable for any of this. Please don’t commit any more 
transgressions. Please don’t repeat any of your sins... And for the 
Saints who have been sacrificed so far as well as the candidates who 
weren’t able to become Saints... please erect a memorial in 


remembrance of them.” 
Aeuryus silently accepted these requests. 


“There will be no more need for Saints in the ages to come,” Kristina 
promised. “So please don’t try to make any more Saints. If you still 
have some of the relics stored away... please return them to where 
they need to go. Please don’t openly acknowledge me as the Saint. 
You don’t have the right to give such an acknowledgment.” 


“’,.Our faith...,” Aeuryus brought up hesitantly. 


Kristina instructed, “Just serve the Light with pure intentions. Be 
thankful for the Light that exists everywhere in this world.” 


“...Yes,” Aeuryus looked up at the Light with blank eyes. “...I promise 
I will.” 


Now, everything was over. 


Kristina tried to withdraw as she felt a slight dizziness. However, at 
that moment, Anise spoke inside Kristina’s head. 


[Kristina, may I borrow your body for a few moments? ] 
‘Sister, is there anything else you would like me to tell them?’ 


[This is my own personal business. It won’t take long, so please allow 
me to use your body for a little while. ] 


‘Ah... alright, I understand. I trust you wouldn’t really do so, but please 
don’t do anything with my body that I would be ashamed of.’ 


While feeling uneasy, Kristina focussed on Anise’s soul. 
Then a conversion took place. 


Anise was aware, as someone who had already died, it would be 
unacceptable for her to steal or monopolize Kristina’s body for herself. 


However, there were moments when she couldn’t help but do so. Now 
was one such moment for Anise. 


Bam! 


A sound heavier than the slap from earlier shook the Audience 
Chamber. 


It was only natural. Anise didn’t slap him like Kristina had but instead 
smashed Aeuryus’ nose with a tightly clenched fist. 


“Gagh?!” 


Who could have imagined that a fist would be sent flying into his face 
in such an atmosphere? Aeuryus tumbled backward in his chair. 


“Open the door to the Special Artifact Vault,” Anise ordered. 
“Ah... huh?” Aeuryus stammered painfully. 


“No, is there even any need for me to tell you to open the door? I'll 
open the door myself, so just hand me the key.” 


As she said this, Anise grabbed Aeuryus’ right hand and pulled off the 
platinum ring from his index finger. Even though she had told him to 
hand it over, she just took it herself. 


“After all, even though you’ve said all this, isn’t it possible for you lot 
to go back on your words behind the scenes?” Anise muttered to 
herself. “So, ll go to the Special Artifact Vault and check the 
remaining relics. By seeing it with my own eyes, I’ll be able to judge 
what things shouldn’t be allowed to exist and take care of them with 
the Sacred Rites.” 


ce 


...Ah... un-understood,” Aeuryus stammered once more. 


While the demand was excessive, Aeuryus couldn’t put up any 
resistance to her words. For some reason, the nature of the Light 
surrounding Kristina seemed to have changed, and it was impossible 
to even think of refusing, especially when he was being confronted 


with those eyes. 


“Tll also take out any items I need to carry from the Special Artifacts 
Vault, so just overlook them if they’re missing.” 


“Yes...” 


Upon hearing this timid reply, Anise smiled contentedly. She 
massaged her aching wrist and turned, meeting Eugene’s gaze, who 
was standing beside her with a dazed expression. 


“What are you looking at?” Anise asked cheekily. 
“Uh... um... Oh, that’s right, it is you,” Eugene nodded. 


“Let’s go,” Anise said as she spread her wings and glided down from 
the raised dais. 


Raphael, who had returned the greatsword to his back, bowed his 
head to Anise even as he inwardly tilted his head in confusion at the 
strange sense of incongruity and charisma coming from Kristina. 


Before they left the Audience Chamber, Beshara, who had been 
praying for quite some time, sobbed and called out to Anise, “Lady 
Saint.” 


“What is it?” Anise curtly responded. 


“.,.We... can we really go to heaven? Is heaven truly real?” Beshara 
pleaded. 


At this question, Anise snorted and tucked her wings back in, “Heaven 
exists, but you need to do a lot of good deeds to get in there.” 


“...Ah...!” Beshara gasped. 


“You know what that means, right? Just because you’re a Pope or a 
Cardinal doesn’t mean you necessarily get to go to heaven,” as Anise 
said this, she opened the closed doors to the Audience Chamber. “If 


you want to go to heaven, go and do good deeds.” 


1. The original Korean word used for this term has a complex 
meaning. It literally means Prosperity, but it was also used as a title 
for Emperors. Calling the Emperor the Son of Heaven refers to the 
belief that the rightful Emperor has received the Mandate of Heaven 
that gives them the authority to rule over the people. In this case, as 
the son of the God of Light, translating the term as ‘the Son of Heaven’ 
seemed to be the most appropriate option. = 


Chapter 202 
The Audience Chamber (3) 


Getting used to switching between different consciousnesses was 
easier said than done. While feeling a slight dizziness, Kristina shook 
her head. 


“’,.Are you really alright with this, Lord Raphael?” Kristina asked as 
she stared at the back of Raphael, who had taken the lead to guide 
them to the Special Relics Vault as if it was only natural for him to do 
SO. 


There wasn’t a single drop of blood still visible on the greatsword 
slung across his back. Kristina could still vividly recall how that 
viciously sharp blade had just decapitated Cardinal Pietro. 


“What do you mean by that?” Raphael asked in a tone that seemed 
genuinely confused. 


Kristina softly cleared her throat and tacked on an explanation, “Lord 
Raphael, no matter how things have turned out, there’s still the matter 
of you killing Cardinal Pietro with your sword, right? While I got the 
Vatican’s agreement to cooperate regarding the matter with Sir 
Eugene and me, but as for you...” 


“Ah, there’s no need for you to worry about that, Lady Saint,” Raphael 
assured her, no longer addressing Kristina by the title Saint Candidate. 


Raphael had seen her spread eight wings right in front of him, and he 
had also seen her send her fist flying into the side of the Pope’s head. 
So while it couldn’t be helped that Kristina didn’t really like that, 
Raphael honestly couldn’t think of a title that was acceptable to call 
her other than ‘Saint.’ 


Raphael explained, “If they dismiss me now, the Knights of the Blood 
Cross don’t currently have any talents who could replace me. 


Especially if they listen to the Saintess’ scolding immediately, they’re 
sure to lose a lot of holy relics and related miracles... Yuras’ power 
will have diminished quite a bit by the time they're done with that.” 


“Well... it can’t be helped,” Kristina hummed in understanding. 


“As such, that’s even more reason why the Pope can’t afford to 
officially discipline me. At the moment, knights from every country 
are preparing to gather at the ‘Knight March’ that’s scheduled for next 
year, but if I were to be dismissed or have to go into seclusion due to a 
sudden illness or any other unavoidable circumstances, who in the 
world would be left to lead the Knights of the Blood Cross to make a 
name for Yuras in the Knight March?” 


The Knight March was the Unity Conference the Emperor of Kiehl had 
organized to bring the various knightly orders together. The stated 
purpose was to bring together the mightiest in each country, giving 
them a stage to compare themselves and promoting camaraderie. But 
the true intention was to respond to the ‘warning’ given by the Demon 
King of Incarceration and the demonfolk of Helmuth, the warning 
intended for the whole world. 


Even if it didn’t serve as much of a message as the Emperor intended, 
by gathering the strongest from each country, the Unity Conference or 
the Knight March would serve as a large show of force. This peaceful 
era without any wars had lasted for a long time now. Many knights 
were considered to be among the best of the best, but who exactly was 
the best and the strongest had yet to be decided. 


It wasn’t just the hot-blooded younger knights who were excited. Most 
knights also felt a fire light up inside them at the thought of a place 
where they could draw their swords, swing them around, and compare 
against each other. This would be a ranking contest between the 
different countries, no, between the different knightly orders. 
Underneath the surface, headhunting should already be taking place. 
Since it was only obvious that such things would take place, Yuras 
wouldn’t just throw away their Crusader, the greatest knight in the 
Holy Empire. 


“Tve heard that the location of the Knight March has yet to be 
decided, but have you heard anything new, Lord Raphael?” Eugene 
asked. 


“TIsn’t it only natural that the Emperor of Kiehl wants to hold the 
Knight March within his country? The same goes for Yuras as well,” 
Raphael shrugged his shoulders with a smile. “However, it’s almost 
certain that the event will be set in Ruhr. That is why the Pope 
wanted to set the Beast King back, even if it meant using despicable 
tricks.” 


The Vatican’s Special Relics Vault was also located in the basement of 
the White Palace, just like the Audience Chamber. Bishops and 
archbishops were allowed to enter the other Relic Vaults as long as 
they had permission, but only the Pope and the Cardinals from 
successive generations were allowed to enter the Special Relics Vault. 


They arrived in front of the strictly-guarded Special Relics Vault, but 
there was no one there to keep them from entering. The Paladins 
responsible for guarding this floor had already bowed their heads and 
backed away on their own before Raphael could even say anything. 
Telepathy was one of the highest-leveled spells in divine magic. Even 
if his Stigmata was artificially implanted, the Pope’s holy power was 
indisputably unrivaled, so he must have telepathically sent an order to 
all of the Paladins guarding the White Palace. 


“Allow me to leave you here,” Raphael said as his steps came to a halt. 
“While I’m also curious about what is contained within the Special 
Relics Vault... it’s still not appropriate for me to accompany you 
inside and see it myself. I shall bid you farewell and return to the 
Knights of the Blood Cross.” 


“Thank you for accompanying us,” Kristina said with a quick prayer of 
thanks, only for Raphael to laugh and get down on one knee.” 


“Tt was an honor to be able to participate in this historic event with 
you, Lady Saint. Please, I will pray that the Light will shine down 
upon all of the Saint’s endeavors.” 


With these final words, Raphael turned around and left. 


They proceeded down an empty hallway, at the end of which stood a 
circular white door. Kristina moved towards the door, rubbing the 
platinum ring that she now wore on her finger. 


A complex gap spread across the door as she held the ring up. Then 
the gap split open soundlessly, forming a path wide enough for people 
to pass through. This was a high-level application of security magic, 
comparable to the Lionheart clan’s treasure vault. Eugene followed 
Kristina into the Special Relics Vault. 


“So anyways, what exactly did you come here looking for?” Eugene 
asked as he stared at Kristina’s back. 


“We’re here to check whether the remains of Sister or the other Saints 
have been left here as holy relics,” Kristina replied. 


“Sister?” Eugene repeated with a doubtful expression, only for Kristina 
to slap a hand across her lips in alarmed surprise. 


Kristina coughed, “Ah... ahem. Lady Anise, you are quite mischievous. 
It would be nice if you could at least warn me before you borrowed 
my lips to speak...” 


[I didn’t do anything, so why are you trying to push the blame on 
me?] Anise complained. 


‘Sister, please.’ 


[Kristina. I can’t help but feel very disappointed in the actions you just 
showed. It seems like you intend to use me as an excuse to cover up 
your mistakes, and you can even use me as a scapegoat when you feel 
the urge to satisfy your shady desires, isn’t that right?] 


‘Shady desires...? Just what does that even—’ 


[What I’m worried about is something like this. Kristina, won’t you be 
tempted to pretend to be me and kiss Hamel with your own li—] 


“Ahem! Cough! Ahehem!” Kristina burst into a coughing fit, pounding 
on her chest as if she had got something caught in her throat. 


At the same time, dozens of prayers were being recited in her head all 
at once. Since Kristina was going so far as to drown her out, Anise also 
backed down and stopped speaking about such things to Kristina. 


“Are you alright?” Eugene asked in concern. 


“Yes, I’m fine,” Kristina replied, smiling as if nothing was wrong. 
“Although they said that the holy relics of the previous generations 
have already been returned to the Light, if there are any other holy 
relics that shouldn’t be here, I’ll be sure to perform the sacrament to 
return them to the Light. Also...” 


Kristina raised her head and looked around the inside of the vault. 


“There is still the matter of Lady Anise’s belongings,” Kristina 
continued. “Some of them should have been stored here, so we need 
to retrieve them.” 


While returning any holy remains to the Light was also important, 
recovering Anise’s belongings was her real purpose for entering the 
Special Relics Vault. 


They weren’t just any mere belongings. The belongings of the Faithful 
Anise were, in a sense, more valuable than the remains of her or any 
other Saint. 


[Especially if it’s you,] Anise insisted. [Because my belongings stored 
here... all saw use during my travels through the Devildom three 
hundred years ago. ] 


Various relics were stored in the Special Relics Vault. Or rather, they 
used to be stored there. Most of the glass cabinets, which had once 
held relics inside of them, were now empty. 


Looking at this sight, Eugene clenched his fist firmly before relaxing it. 
These empty glass cases reminded him of the filter he had seen at the 
source of the Fount of Light. Apart from the fact that there wasn’t any 
water flowing here, there wasn’t much difference. Originally, the holy 
relics of former Saints must have been stored within these glass cases. 


As for the items that hadn’t disappeared... 


Starting from the bones, there were various other categories of items. 
The bones were the remains of ordinary saints rather than the Saints. 
In addition to those, apart from the crosses, rosary beads, rosaries, and 


other such holy items, there were several weapons, such as daggers. 


“Hoho,” Eugene let out a brief huff of admiration as he followed 
behind Kristina. “Did they also leave this here? How fortunate.” 


Instead of being kept inside one of the ordinary glass cabinets, the 
item that Eugene had noticed was erected on a pillar made out of 
gold. 


Although it looked well-worn, the mace was subtly stained with a 
black and reddish hue. While Anise was making good use of this 
weapon three hundred years ago, this vicious weapon had shattered 
the heads of countless demonfolk. 


Kristina hesitated, “I... I don’t have the confidence to wield a mace as 
well as Lady Anise, but...” 


[If you remove the head and connect it to the handle with a chain, 
you can use it as a flail,] Anise advised. 


Kristina’s hand reached out as if possessed and lifted the mace. 
It was heavy. 


Kristina had also learned how to wield a flail from a young age and 
had confidence in her strength, but Anise’s mace was too heavy for 
her to hold with one hand. 


[If it wasn’t this heavy, then it wouldn’t even be able to break a 
demonfolk’s head,] Anise said. [This artifact was prepared for me 
when I was still a child, and it was made by carving the whole thing 
out of a solid block of expensive adamantium. It accompanied me into 
the Fount of Light from the very beginning, and it was smelted using 
my Sacred Blood and the Light from the Fount. ] 


Kristina listened silently. 


[Not only that, I learned how to steadily infuse it with my Sacred 
Blood even when I wasn’t paying attention to it, and I used it asa 
catalyst for my miracles. In Helmuth, it drank the blood of countless 


demonfolk and reaped their souls, all while being baptized and 
purified with my Sacred Blood and the Light every day... I dare say 
that, in this era, this mace is probably the second-best weapon for 
killing demonfolk following the Holy Sword.] 


While Kristina looked down at the mace she was holding, she felt her 
heart pound. Knowing the true origins of it only made the mace feel 
even heavier to her. Just as Anise had said, this mace must definitely 
be the second most lethal sacred artifact for dealing with demonfolk, 
following the Holy Sword Altair. 


“Just seeing that makes my side ache for no reason,” Eugene 
grumbled. 


“Huh?” Kristina questioned in surprise. 


“When was it again?” Eugene muttered to himself. “We weren’t able 
to restock, so we had run out of liquor, but Anise had stocked up a 
few bottles from her own quota. So Sienna and I tried to steal some 
alcohol without Anise knowing about it... We got caught midway 
through. Sienna cowardly ran away by herself using space magic, and 
I was the only one to have my ribs shattered by Anise’s mace.” 


While recalling their distant past, Eugene brushed his own side and 
continued, “No matter how I think about it, Anise definitely went too 
far at that time. Those shattered ribs tore through my lungs, so I 
couldn’t breathe, and the pain was truly agonizing. Then, instead of 
treating me, Anise even broke my leg.” 


[How could they steal from their own comrade? It was that son of a 
bitch Hamel’s fault for doing so,] Anise cursed. 


“Sir Eugene, you were the one in the wrong,” Kristina dutifully 
parroted. 


Eugene retorted, “Who said that I wasn’t in the wrong? I just said she 
went too far with the punishment, tch...” 


Eugene was also very familiar with the next sacred item. It was the 
rosary that Anise had worn the whole time they were on their travels. 


[Just holding it in your hand accelerates the recovery of divine power, 
and it can amplify the power of miracles. ] 


There was also a glass bottle containing real Holy Water instead of 
alcohol. 


[Just like the mace, by entering the Fount of Light with me ever since 
I was a child, it is a sacred item that has been imbued with its own 
blessings. Without any cumbersome rituals or chores, you can make 
Holy Water just by putting ordinary water inside it. The Holy Water 
created by doing so can dissolve demonic power and even burn the 
blood and flesh of the demonfolk. If an additional miracle is cast upon 
it, it can even be used as a potion that, while not as good as an elixir, 
still has an excellent effect. ] 


Kristina hung the rosary on her neck and placed the glass bottle in a 
pocket. Then she picked up the mace with both hands and headed 
towards the final relic. 


It was a pure white robe with a red cross sewn onto it. Seeing this 
robe, Eugene smiled unconsciously. 


In Eugene’s memories, Anise was always wearing that robe. The red 
cross on her back and the white lining had never once been splattered 
with blood, but beneath that robe, Anise’s back had always been 
covered with blood. 


[Taking that with you will be very convenient,] Anise said. [During 
the many years I spent drifting around Helmuth, that robe has never 
once gotten dirty. It also has never had blood stained on it. The cross 
is always a clear red, and the white background was made to 
represent purity without any blemishes... it’s quite an ostentatious 
symbol of the Saint. ] 


‘Will that really fit me...?’ Kristina thought uncertainly. 


[It fit me, so, of course, it will fit you too. The robe itself can amplify 
miracles, and I also don’t want to leave even a single piece of my 
belongings here. So Kristina, go ahead and take all of them for 
yourself. ] 


Kristina hesitantly wrapped the robe around her body. It was 
definitely her first time wearing it, but as the robe wrapped snugly 
around her body, she felt a comfortable sensation, as if she had worn 
it for a long time. 


[Don’t pay too much attention to me,] Anise warned. 


Kristina was currently wearing Anise’s robe, with Anise’s rosary 
around her neck, Anise’s Holy Water bottle in one pocket, and she was 
even carrying Anise’s mace. 


[You can’t let yourself become me. All of these are just to help you on 
your journey. They’re not meant to transform yourself into me.] 


Without replying, Kristina reached up and rubbed the rosary. There 
was no need for her to even respond to these words. As she felt Anise’s 
care for her, Kristina smiled faintly. She wasn’t weak enough to feel 
confused about her identity just because of a slight change in the way 
she dressed. 


She was Kristina Rogeris. 


And the person who had first called her by that name was standing 
right in front of her. 


“Sir Eugene,” Kristina spoke up. “Would you please return ahead of 
me?” 


“Where should I go?” Eugene asked without any embarrassment at the 
request. 


Kristina hid the heavy mace inside her robe and laughed, “It doesn’t 
matter which one, but please stay in one of Yurasia’s inns for now.” 


“What are you going to do?” Eugene asked. 


“T... there’s a little something I still have to do.” As Kristina looked 
around the Special Relics Vault, she continued, “Among all the holy 
relics stored here, none seem to require a special sacrament to be 
returned to the Light. In the end, there are just a few holy remains 


stored here because of the miracles contained within them, instead of 
for other purposes.” 


Eugene nodded, “I see.” 


“However, there are still a few other places that I want to check out. 
There are probably a lot more of the relics that we’re concerned about 
stored within the Inquisition Headquarters or the Department of 
Divine Magic,” Kristina concluded. 


The Inquisition and the Department of Divine Magic were where the 
research on black magic and ancient magic, such as blood magic, had 
taken place. 


“Got it,” Eugene acquiesced. 
It wasn’t too hard for Eugene to offer some more help. 


However, Eugene didn’t say something like that. Because Kristina 
hadn’t asked for his help. It wasn’t like she was holding herself back 
from saying something, so this meant that Kristina clearly didn’t want 
Eugene’s help. She wanted to finish everything related to the Saints 
with her own hands and send her condolences to them along with any 
of their remains. 


“Two days later, there will be an event to celebrate Lady Anise’s 
birthday at the Plaza of the Sun.” Trying to keep her voice from 
shaking, Kristina continued, “Let’s meet there at noon when the sun is 
at its highest.” 


Chapter 203 
The Plaza of the Sun (1) 


It was now two days after Eugene had left the Vatican. 


Although Pope Aeuryus and Cardinal Beshara had begged him to stay 
in the Vatican, Eugene had no intention or desire to do so. 


As such, Eugene had reserved a room in a luxury inn near the Plaza of 
the Sun. 


In this season, with Anise’s birthday drawing nearer, no matter how 
much money one had or how high one or their family’s status was, 
finding a vacant room for was difficult. However, if the Holy See were 
to personally request a room, it was only natural that the owner of the 
accommodations would be willing to offer it up to them. 


Eugene had locked himself up in his luxurious lodgings for the past 
two days. In any case, he didn’t have anything that required him to go 
out, nor did he want to do so. Mer secretly wished to tour the city, but 
as soon as they entered their quarters, she saw Eugene sitting down in 
the middle of the living room as if it was the most natural thing for 
him to do, so she gave up her faint expectations. 


For the past two days, Eugene operated the Lionheart clan’s White 
Flame Formula and watched as the number of Stars increased to six. 
With each circulation of the White Flame Formula, the six Stars slowly 
revolved around his heart. 


When there were only five Stars, they hadn’t exhibited any signs of 
rotation around the Core. So had the operating methods of the White 
Flame Formula changed just because of the addition of one more 
Core? That was what Eugene had suspected at first, but as a result of 
having watched the rotation around his Core for the past few days, 
Eugene had come up with a few more guesses. 


‘Could it be that it changed by itself to better suit me?’ 


Although the idea seemed absurd, Eugene couldn’t think of any other 
reason apart from that. Currently, Eugene’s six Stars were spinning as 
if he had released the Ring Flame Formula, even though he hadn’t 
started operating the Ring Flame Formula. That said, it didn’t mean 
that Eugene wouldn’t be able to use the Ring Flame Formula if it came 
down to it. 


The moment Eugene focussed on it, the slow rotation of his Cores 
became quicker and more violent. The Ring Flame Formula that was 
instantaneously activated when this happened generated a much 
higher output of mana that couldn’t be compared to when he only had 
five Stars. The Lightning-Flames were also perfectly melted into this 
torrent of mana, and even though they hadn’t been easy to handle 
when he only had five Stars, the Lightning-Flames could now be 
handled as smoothly as if it was just ordinary mana. 


‘The fact that there’s no need to switch from the White Flame Formula to 
the Ring Flame Formula... means that the warming up process has 
disappeared. As a result, the output and the limits of the Cores have also 
increased.’ 


If he had to put it simply, the Six-Star White Flame Formula had Cores 
that kept rotating even if Eugene didn’t bother to operate the formula, 
so Eugene would be able to emit a high output of mana the moment 
he desired it. Also, thanks to its continuous rotation, his mana 
capacity was constantly growing. And what did this growth in his 
mana mean? It meant that his base output was also steadily 
increasing. 


High output of mana, no matter how much of it was used to 
strengthen the body, would inevitably burden the body. In order to 
keep up with this burden, Eugene wasn’t able to neglect the training 
of his body. The recoil from using Ignition was the body breaking 
down because it couldn’t endure the heightened output of mana; even 
if it wasn’t as much as Ignition, as long as one pushed their mana to 
its limit, their body would be damaged by it. 


However, there existed a ‘line’ at which the body would no longer be 
damaged by its own strength. The moment the body was completely 
united with its mana, it could be reconstructed using mana even 


without using magic. Rather than a simple rejuvenation, this was 
closer to metamorphosis, and the reconstructed body would become 
strong enough not to be damaged by its own mana output. Except for 
cases like Ignition, that is. 


‘Although I never thought I’d be able to reach that line so quickly,’ Eugene 
thought as he clenched and unclenched his fist. 


This twenty-year-old body was in such mint condition that it didn’t 
really need any reconstruction. However, it was a gratifying and 
pleasant surprise to be able to withstand the burden of his increased 
mana output. 


‘That said, I still can’t withstand the recoil of Ignition, but... I wasn’t really 
expecting to, anyway. If I use a Six-Star Ignition, with the Empty Sword on 
top of that...,’ Eugene trailed off consideringly as he pictured what he 
could do at his maximum current limit. 


When he had previously stacked two layers of the Empty Sword on 

top of his Fifth-Star White Flame Formula, the maximum output he 

had been able to produce momentarily had barely approached what 
Hamel had achieved in his heyday during his previous life. 


When Eugene had killed Sergio, he had used Ignition with a Six-Star 
White Flame Formula, and he had been able to make three stacks of 
the Empty Sword. The slash he had produced at that moment was 
about the same as when he used Ignition during the peak of his 
previous life. 


‘Ignition with the Six-Star White Flame Formula is even stronger than my 
previous life. If I can stack the Empty Sword to its maximum limit, it 
should also be similar in strength to my peak Ignition. As expected, the 
problem still lies in endurance,’ Eugene thought regretfully. 


Ignition just came with too much of a burden. On top of that, even if 
it was Eugene, his current limit with the Empty Sword was three 
stacks, and it was close to impossible for him to be able to sustain 
those stacks for a lengthy time. 


Eugene reminded himself, ‘I don’t really have to use the Empty Sword. 
Since I also have the Moonlight Sword, if I use Ignition to support the drain 


of the Moonlight Sword... ’ 
Would he be able to beat the Demon King of Incarceration? 


No, even Eugene wasn’t that arrogant. On the contrary, he was 
realistic and pessimistic enough that he was able to take a good 
critical look at himself when it came to matters like this. 


Even if Eugene used everything he had available to him and pushed 
himself to his limit, it was likely that the Demon King of Incarceration 
would still be able to make him disappear with a mere flick of his 
finger... 


He had never personally fought with the Demon King of Incarceration, 
so it was difficult to imagine how their conflict might play out, but 
that was the probable outcome. 


‘I wouldn’t be able to match Noir Giabella or Gavid Lindman either. Still, I 
should be able to somehow keep up against Iris, right? If I used the 
Moonlight Sword from the beginning...,” Eugene considered it for a 
moment before shaking his head. ‘No, that won’t work. Just like me, the 
Moonlight Sword isn’t in perfect condition either, so its light could go out in 
the middle of a battle. Instead, it would be better for me to keep it hidden 
throughout the battle, then at the critical moment... ’ 


[Sir Eugene,] a voice called out to him. 


Ignoring the interruption, Eugene continued thinking, ‘Just what is 
going on with the White Flame Formula? Does it usually transform like this 
once you’ve reached the Sixth Star?’ 


But it didn’t seem like rising to the Sixth Star should have anything to 
do with the Cores beginning to rotate. What if, as Eugene had already 
guessed, the White Flame Formula really had modified itself to better 
suit him? 


Eugene recalled all those in the Lionheart clan who had reached the 
Sixth Star of the White Flame Formula. With Doynes Lionheart dead... 
there were currently only three people in the Lionheart clan who had 
overcome the hurdle into the Sixth Star of the White Flame Formula. 


The Patriarch Gilead... 
The Captain of the Fifth Division of the Black Lion Knights, Gion... 


And the Captain of the Third Division of the Black Lion Knights, 
Carmen. 


Among these three, Carmen’s White Flame Formula had even reached 
the Seventh Star, becoming one of the few in the history of the 
Lionheart clan to have been able to leap over that infamously devilish 
hurdle. 


Eugene added another reminder, ‘When I return to the Lionheart clan 
this time, I have to make sure to ask—’ 


A voice shouted, “Sir Eugene!” 


Eugene’s thoughts halted. Mer had jumped out of his cloak and 
grabbed Eugene by the collar. Eugene blinked his eyes, stunned by her 
sudden fiery outburst. 


“Do you know just how many times I’ve called you?” Mer demanded. 


“ ,.1 almost thought you were Sienna...,” Eugene mumbled to himself 
as he shook his head and pulled himself free of Mer’s grasp on his 
collar. 


Eugene had gotten too lost in his thoughts. A moment ago, when Mer, 
who looked just like Sienna, had shoved her face into his and grabbed 
his collar like Sienna always used to, Eugene’s thoughts had frozen for 
a moment. 


“Hehehem,” Mer smiled proudly and poked Eugene’s chest a few times 
with her elbow upon hearing Eugene’s mutter. “I was going to get 
angry with you, but I’ll forgive you for now. Sir Eugene, it looks like 
you were so busy thinking of Lady Sienna that you actually got 
confused when you saw me, right?” 


“No... well... that’s right,” Eugene gave in. 


“Even so, Sir Eugene, please keep in mind that I am not Lady Sienna. 
In the end, I’m Lady Sienna’s daugh...,” Mer caught herself. “No, wait, 
I meant familiar.” 


Eugene nodded, “Fine...” 


“However! Even if I don’t get angry at you, I still have to say 
something. Do you know why? The reason for my shouting is not that 
you have been ignoring my calls! It’s because you are acting like a 
dandy, Sir Eugene,” Mer complained. 


These words only made Eugene even more confused at her 
interruption. Did she really just say that he was acting like a dandy? 
What kind of bullshit nonsense was that? 


Mer protested, “Did you really need to wash your hair and take a bath 
before heading there?” 


Eugene argued back, “So what, I shouldn’t wash up if I’m heading 
out?” 


“But you even brushed your teeth.” 
“Tf you don’t brush your teeth, you’ll have bad breath.” 


“What does that matter? You just have to ensure that her face doesn’t 
get close enough for her to smell your bad breath. No way, Sir Eugene, 
did you actually brush your teeth just in case your lips get close to 
hers?” Mer demanded. 


Eugene sighed, “Just what are you even saying...” 


“You also changed your clothes,” Mer pointed out. “Why did you have 
to change? You could have just worn the clothes that you wore the 
day before. Or else, you could wear the clothes I picked out for you!” 


“You seem to have mistaken my gender when you picked those out,” 
Eugene complained. 


“When did I do that? Of course, Sir Eugene, you are a man. Just how 


could I be mistaken about something like that?” Mer replied while 
tilting her head to the side. 


In response, Eugene just furrowed his brows and flicked Mer on the 
forehead with his fingertips. 


Eugene turned the questions back onto Mer, “Then why the fuck did 
you pick out a skirt for me, especially a skirt that’s such a gaudy red? 
Huh? And where did you even get those tacky fishnet stockings 
from?” 


“Those were a gift from Melkith,” Mer explained. “She told me I might 
want to wear them someday when I become an impressive lady.” 


“Should I just kill her?” Eugene mumbled. 
Tempest agreed immediately, [I think it might be necessary. ] 


“That’s not important. What’s truly important is that Sir Eugene, you 
have dressed up all fancy for your date with that dual-personality 
Saint,” Mer accused. 


Eugene sighed once more, “Just why do you keep saying such 
nonsense... who the hell said that it was a date?” 


“You’re not seriously saying that, are you?” Mer asked skeptically. 


“Alright, it is a date,” Eugene conceded. “I admit it. However, I didn’t 
particularly try to dress up for it. I just washed myself up since I was 
heading out and made sure to change my clothes while I was at it. 
Does it look like I put something in my hair or sprayed on any 
perfume? Or else, am I wearing anything fancy or expensive?” 


“Sir Eugene, you have good proportions, so along with that face, you 
look great no matter what you wear,” Mer pouted. 


Eugene hesitated in embarrassment, “Uh... um... thanks for the 
compliment, but, in any case, I’ve never especially dressed up for—” 


“That’s why it’s even more of a problem. Even though you haven’t 


done anything particular to dress up, you look like you have. What 
should we do if that insidious Saintess forms a strange 
misunderstanding after seeing your current appearance? Lady Sienna, 
Lady Sienna, what should I do?” Mer called out in a panic. 


“What kind of misunderstanding are you talking about?” 


Fortunately, Eugene didn’t have to keep responding to Mer’s whining. 
The voice coming from behind him felt like salvation to Eugene. With 
a grateful sigh, he turned around to look behind him. 


He saw Kristina standing there wearing a white robe. It was Anise’s 
robe that they had retrieved from the Vatican’s Special Relics Vault. 
Kristina pulled the hood of her robe down over her face as she looked 
at Eugene and Mer. 


“’..Ugh...,” Mer couldn’t help but feel slightly intimidated by 
Kristina’s appearance. 


—Please close your eyes. 

Mer could still clearly recall that voice and her blue eyes. 
“Have I kept you waiting for long?” 

“No, not really.” 

It was almost noon in the Plaza of the Sun. 


Right when they had promised to meet after parting ways a few days 
ago. There was still a little bit of time left before it fully turned noon, 
but the sun that was already high in the sky was warm and bright. 
Beneath the vibrant sun, the statue of Anise appeared to be flying with 
its wings spread wide open. 


Today was the Thirteenth of April, Anise’s birthday. Yuras’ list of 
Saints, Saintesses, and Anniversaries was as long as its storied history. 
Still, the festival of Anise’s birthday was celebrated just as grandly as 
the Anniversary of the Empire’s founding or any of the other festivals 
dedicated to things like the harvest that were celebrated in Yuras. 


Although celebrations for the festival were taking place all over Yuras, 
the most crowded location was the capital, Yurasia. During the week- 
long festival that started from this day, the Sunnyside Anise Train 
would be free to ride until late into the night, and any city carriage 
fees, as well as the prices of restaurants and most of the stores in the 
city, would be tax and tithe-free. On top of that, a parade would begin 
to march the streets of the city, and fireworks would be set off at 
night. 


The center of the festival was right here, in the Plaza of the Sun. Even 
now, the plaza was full of people waving their hands up towards the 
statue of Anise that was floating in the sky and offering up their 
prayers. 


However, even though there were so many people, the space around 
Eugene was quite vacant. Also, no one else in the Plaza seemed to 
dare to draw closer to Eugene. This was because of the mana that 
Eugene intentionally allowed to leak, as well as a complex suggestion 
spell. As such, while most of the people there recognized Eugene, 
none of them had attempted to approach him. 


“Ahem,” Kristina quietly cleared her throat and lifted her head. 


The Icon of Anise was symbolic of the Plaza of the Sun. It was 
considered one of the best among the various statues, ruins, and 
religious iconography that could be found throughout Yuras. In the 
past, whenever she saw the statue, Kristina would also feel her 
emotions stir deep within her heart and get the urge to offer up a 
prayer. 


[They screwed up their historical research. There’s no way that my 
wings were so shabby. Also, they made the face of my statue too 
benevolent and caring, like a mother who’s given birth to a child, but 
my actual face had a slightly sharper feeling to it.] 


From now on, Kristina wouldn’t be able to feel the same heightened 
emotions she had in the past. While ignoring Anise grumbling away 
inside of her head, Kristina reached into her cloak. Her eyes were 
focused on Mer, who was clinging to Eugene’s chest like a cicada. 


“Lady Mer,” Kristina called out to her. 


Mer stammered, “Wh-wh-what... is it?” 


As she was replying, Mer grew so nervous that she couldn’t help but 
lower her gaze. How humiliating...! 


While recalling Sienna, who Mer had last seen so long ago, the corners 
of her mouth drooped down. Mer had never missed Sienna, her master 
and creator, as much as she did now... 


Kristina continued in a friendly tone, “Do you know? This square is 
huge.” 


“T guess so,” Mer reluctantly mumbled. 


“Once you exit this plaza, the surrounding squares and streets are all 
called the Gourmet Streets,” Kristina informed her. 


Mer’s eyes shook. 


“Being able to survive the strict management and all of the 
competition, the delicacies found in the Gourmet Streets are so 
delicious that it’s hard to believe they’re just food stalls... especially 
during a festival like this when both local and foreign businesses are 
allowed to open stalls as long as they apply for a permit in advance. 
Do you get what I’m trying to say?” Kristina asked. 


“T... [don’t know,” Mer resolutely shook her head. 


“This is a chance to enjoy flavors from all across the continent,” 
Kristina explained as she pulled out a wooden rosary that could be 
worn on the wrist from inside her pocket. “This rosary is only issued 
to high-ranking priests above the rank of a bishop. In a place like 
Yuras, the welfare shown to priests is quite exceptional. Especially in 
Yurasia, where you can receive the best service provided in any store 
just by wearing this bracelet on your wrist.” 


Mer silently stared at the rosary. 


“That goes for the stalls as well,” Kristina added. “No matter how long 
the lines are, if you show them this bracelet, you can place the next 


order immediately without having to line up. And of course, with this 
bracelet, you won’t need to pay for it.” 


Mer’s eyes wavered in temptation. 


Kristina continued to tempt her, “It’s not just the stalls. You can use 
this bracelet in any of the restaurants or stores. While ordinary people 
would have a hard time even getting into just ten of the stores during 
this whole week-long festival, with this bracelet... if you wear it, you 
can partake in all of the stalls and shops in just half a day, assuming 
that your stomach allows for it.” 


As long as her stomach allows for it? Mer didn’t even have a stomach 
to ask for its permission. These festival street stalls, could they really 
be as exciting as Kristina was making them sound? 


“However, it’s a pity,” Kristina sighed. “Even though I'll be staying in 
the plaza all day because I don’t have any appetite, I won’t be able to 
visit any of the street stalls or restaurants.” 


Mer stammered in outrage, “Th-that’s...!” 


Kristina reeled her in, “But Lady Mer, if you really wish, I can lend 
you this rosary just for today, but...” 


At these words, Mer couldn’t help but fall into a long silence as she 
pondered her choice. Even as Mer kept her mouth shut, she could feel 
that time continued to pass. 


Dong, dong, dong... 
From a clocktower nearby, Mer heard the sound of a bell tolling noon. 
“Ooooh!” 


Gasps erupted from the crowd as a gimmick that was built into Anise’s 
statue and only revealed at noon on holidays was activated. A 
sophisticated mechanical device that borrowed the power of magitech 
sprung into motion and changed the posture of the statue. 


Anise’s statue, which had been flying in the sky while looking down at 
the ground, knelt down while still floating in the air and took on a 
praying posture. After that, her outspread wings flapped once, and 
feathers of light were scattered into the sky. 


Mer silently gazed up at this scene. The sunlight hit the wings of the 
statue at just the right time, creating a dazzling array of beautiful 
colors. 


é 


At this sight, Mer put her hands together and offered up a prayer, “ 
I’m sorry, Lady Sienna.’ 


Shouldn’t it be okay if it was just a day or so? Since this was also the 
birthday of her comrade from three hundred years ago, and if it was 
to commemorate her... 


In no way was Mer being blinded by the allure of the festival stalls. 


Come to think of it, she had promised Ancilla and Gerhard that she 
would buy souvenirs for them before she returned from Yuras. Since 
she had received such love and care from them thus far, Mer felt she 
should at least buy them some souvenirs. 


Mer thought to herself, ‘There’s no way Sir Eugene will take the time to 
go and buy souvenirs. So apart from today, there won’t be any better 
opportunity for me to buy some.’ 


As such, Mer decided that it couldn’t be helped. 


‘Lady Sienna did tell me that if someone did me a favor, I should always 
repay it,’ Mer convinced herself. 


In other words, this wasn’t Mer succumbing to the temptation of food, 
but instead just practicing Lady Sienna’s teachings. She might get 
something to eat if she got hungry along the way, but her primary 
purpose today was to go and buy souvenirs. Mer calmly let go of 
Eugene’s chest and walked out of the cloak. 


No further conversation was necessary. Kristina tied the rosary 
bracelet around Mer’s wrist with a benevolent smile. Once she 
received this bracelet, Mer slowly turned to leave. 


Mer shot a glance at Eugene. 

She took a step forward, then stopped and looked back. 
“Can I just ask you something?” Mer requested. 
Kristina agreed, “Yes, whatever you like.” 


“ ,.Right now, are you... Lady Kristina or Lady Anise?” Mer asked 
hesitantly. 


At these words, Kristina just smiled and tilted her head to the side. 
“Which one could it be?” Kristina teased. 


Mer didn’t really want to think up a reply to this question. However, if 
possible, she hoped that this was currently Anise. If that was the case, 
then it meant this really couldn’t be helped. 


After Mer bowed her head, she turned around once more. 


Eugene finally spoke up, “Be careful. Don’t follow any strange people, 
and even if they tell you they’re going to give you candy, just ignore 
them...” 


Instead of replying, Mer just raised a fist with the rosary dangling 
from it to remind Eugene. 


“Let’s go as well,” Kristina said as she walked over, pulling her hood 
down over her face a little more securely. 


The plaza today was the most crowded that it would be all year, and 
Anise’s statue was right above them. As such, Kristina didn’t dare to 
reveal her face, which so closely resembled Anise’s. 


“But where are we going?” Eugene asked. 


“T haven't quite decided that yet, but... since I finally have the 
opportunity to come out like this, wouldn’t it be fun to just stroll 


around the festival together?” Kristina replied as she took the lead and 
walked forward for a few steps. Then she suddenly recalled something 
and turned to look at Eugene, “Hamel, do you recognize who I am?” 


Eugene snorted, “Have you decided that you’re going to call me 
Hamel as well?” 


Kristina just blinked for a few moments at this question before 
breaking into a smile. 


“T thought that my acting was pretty good, but it seems that I failed to 
act like Lady Anise,” Kristina said with some relief. 


“Do you really need to keep acting?” Eugene muttered as he lifted a 
finger. 


He knew why Kristina was wearing a hood. He could also understand 
her reasons for doing so. 


However, Eugene didn’t really like the fact that she was. 


A gentle breeze blew Kristina’s hood back. Kristina was startled and 
tried to grab her hood, but the cheeky breeze kept forcing her hood 
back even as her hair was sent flying. 


“Kristina Rogeris,” Eugene addressed her by her full name. “Since 
you're not guilty of any crime, why do you keep hiding your face?” 


“But... someone might recognize me...,” Kristina weakly protested. 


“So what? Do you think that something troublesome will occur if 
someone does recognize you? It might. But you still shouldn’t hide 
your face. You are you, and Anise is Anise. If someone sees your face 
and tries to act all pushy, I’ll tell them to get lost,” Eugene grumbled 
in promise as he walked past Kristina. “It’s almost noon, and ’m 
feeling hungry, so I’d like to get something to eat. But is that still 
possible? You gave your bracelet to Mer, after all.” 


“ ,.Haha,” Kristina, who had been just standing there blankly, let out a 
short laugh and walked over to Eugene. “I have more than one rosary, 


so please don’t worry about it.” 


Having her face exposed felt unfamiliar to her for some reason. 
Kristina needlessly rubbed her own cheeks as she followed behind 
Eugene. 


[Kristina,] Anise called out to her. 
‘Yes, Sister,’ Kristina meekly responded. 


[Do you understand my feelings now?] Anise whispered fondly. [I 
really liked how Hamel was so nonchalantly considerate. ] 


What if those words somehow leaked out of her own mouth? 


Afraid and embarrassed by the mere possibility, Kristina slapped her 
hands over her two lips. 


Chapter 204 
The Plaza of the Sun (2) 


‘Sister,’ Kristina silently called out Anise’s name while still walking 
with Eugene. 


Though, in fact, there was no need for her to call out like this. Anise 
was already reading Kristina’s inner thoughts. 


[I don’t want to,] Anise responded without any hesitation. 


This was because Anise felt that, as someone in her position, such a 
response was only natural. Kristina felt Anise’s resolve in her reply 
and a refusal to back down. 


[I also admit that I do have quite a lot of regrets left over from my 
life. From now on, there will be a few times when I will need to 
borrow your body, but not in a situation like this,] Anise sternly 
refused. 


‘Why not?’ Kristina asked. 


Anise responded sarcastically, [Why ask such an obvious question? It’s 
because my lingering regrets might transform into greed for your 
body. While I’m familiar with enduring my desires, what if I’m unable 
to continue enduring them? It would be better for both you and me to 
not do something like this. ] 


‘We deserve to be happy. You’re the one who told me that, Sister,’ Kristina 
reminded her. 


Anise faltered, [... Something like this... isn’t true happiness. It might 
even turn out to be a curse. Kristina, I really do like you. I don’t know 
how much longer I can remain in this world in this form, but as long 
as I’m here, I want to be like a caring sister to you. ] 


Anise fell silent for a few moments. Kristina didn’t rush Anise into 
concluding her decision, but the pace at which she had been walking 
with Eugene naturally slowed down a bit. Eugene glanced at Kristina, 
who was walking without saying anything, but he didn’t inquire into 
the reason for her continued silence. 


[...If my lingering regrets do transform into greed, then I might 
gradually want even more and more of your time,] Anise eventually 
warned Kristina. 


Kristina promised, ‘ll do my best to give you what you want, Sister.’ 


[What if I end up wanting to take your body for myself completely? 
What if I end up regretting my death and want to fulfill my desire for 
life by gaining total possession of your body?] 


‘If that is what Sister wants, I will gladly yield my body. You deserve 
happiness more than I do, Sister.’ 


Anise sighed, [You really are such a sinister person. You can say 
something like that while believing I would never do such a thing.] 


Kristina thought innocently, ‘It would be sinister of me to doubt you in 
the first place, Sister.’ 


Anise chuckled at Kristina’s response and said, [You... if you’re really 
okay with it, then fine, Kristina. I will gladly accept your offer. 
However... ] 


‘However?’ Kristina repeated curiously. 


[Until... the sun is about to set, just let me use your body until then. 
While that brilliant Light from the heavens still illuminates the earth, 
so that I won’t dare to harbor any sinful desires...] 


‘Alright.’ 


Kristina smiled faintly at getting her desired answer. She then took a 
deep breath and closed her eyes. 


‘Sister.’ 

[Yes?] 

‘Happy Birthday.’ 

Their consciousness switched. 


Anise unconsciously burst into laughter at Krisitina’s last words. To 
think that she would still be able to receive such congratulations. It 
had already been two hundred years since Anise had died. 


On this day, three hundred years ago, Anise Slywood was born into 
the world. Her birth was rather miraculous. The imitation of the 
Incarnation of Light who conceived her was unable to endure the 
rigors of childbirth and died prematurely, so in the end, Anise could 
only emerge into the world after her dead mother’s stomach was 
sliced open. 


Naturally, Anise didn’t remember that moment. She didn’t even know 
what the mother who had given birth to her even looked like. Her 
mother’s name was also kept a secret. However, ever since she was 
young, there was one thing that she knew for sure. 


She was never going to give birth to her own children. 


Likewise, another thing Anise was sure about was that she wished she 
hadn’t been born into this world. 


For the young Anise, her birthday was never a happy occasion. On her 
third birthday, Anise was forced to go to the Fount of Light for the 
first time and perform the ritual. From that point onwards, her cyclic 
visits to the Fount grew ever more frequent, but no matter how short 
the gap in the cycle was, she would be forced to perform the ritual at 
the fountain on her birthday. 


Anise was also well aware that one’s birthday was supposed to be a 
very special day. But while the other kids received something on their 
birthday, Anise never received a single present. She wasn’t even given 
a chance to ask for one. 


However, there was one time... though when exactly was it again? 
One of the nuns who took care of Anise once gave her a small stuffed 
toy on her birthday. 


‘Though rather than a shabby doll like this, the Light that surges within you 
on your birthday is a much more gracious gift for the Saintess.’ 


Had those words been meant as a consolation for the expressionless 
young girl? Anise smiled wryly and shook her head. 


So every birthday, she would need to go to the Fount of Light and 
perform the ritual, absorbing more of the Light into her own body. 
However, she had never once considered it to be a gift. That stuffed 
toy was the first and last birthday present that Anise had ever received 
in her childhood. 


Then, after meeting Vermouth and leaving Yuras— 


“Anise,” Eugene suddenly spoke up, interrupting Anise’s train of 
thought. While openly staring at Anise, who had a faint smile on her 
face, he tilted his head to the side and asked, “What shall we do for 
lunch?” 


Although Eugene’s voice was as nonchalant as ever, Anise was well 
aware of the consideration laced into his words. So, with a broad 
smile, Anise skipped past Eugene. 


“Let’s go to a place with some great beer,” Anise decided. 


The golden beverage made from fermented barley was one of Yuras’ 
most famous specialty products. Among the many monasteries 
scattered throughout Yuras, there were several that specialized in 
brewing beer, and those whose brews were particularly good would 
export their beer abroad with labels bearing the name of their 
monastery. 


Anise was especially fond of the beer from Corradict Monastery. When 
she was in Helmuth, she rarely drank any beer, but after returning 
from Helmuth, she would drink beer every day while living at the 
Corradict Monastery. 


Thanks to such a connection, many shops purchased and sold specialty 
beer from the Corradict Monastery during the festival for Anise’s 
birthday. Anise walked out into the street and quickly wove her way 
past all the waiters offering beer mugs. She didn’t even need to try 
and take a sip from any of them. The aroma of the beer she had drank 
every day for decades had already permeated her soul. 


“The quality of those mugs is all bad. It seems like they’ve even 
watered the beer down a bit. Some of the stores are even selling a 
completely different beer under the Corradict label. If I had my way, 
I’d like to crack their skulls a bit, but there isn’t really any need to. 
People like them will all die and fall to hell anyway,” Anise said 
gloatingly. 


The place that she eventually selected with care was an old pub whose 
sign hung up in an alleyway. However, the inside of the pub didn’t 
look aged. Anise immediately liked the orange light coming from the 
large fireplace as well as the familiar din found in all pubs. As soon as 
she took her seat, she ordered two beers along with their meals. 


Anise began, “Although I’m only saying this now, I never imagined 
that a day would come when we’d be able to drink at a store like this 
with just the two of us.” 


Eugene hummed, “I feel like we’ve been to quite a few pubs even 
livelier than this one.” 


Anise frowned, “Hamel, I made it obvious, so why are you pretending 
not to notice? Didn’t you hear me say, ‘just the two of us’?” 


With a wry smile, Eugene lifted his beer mug. Indeed, this was the 
first time he and Anise had gone out to drink all by themselves. 


“Well, if I have to be honest, rather than just the two of us... I’d rather 
have more people sitting with us like in the past,” Eugene confessed. 


Vermouth, Sienna, and Molon — Eugene and Anise recalled the three 
missing members of their party. 


“We'll be able to come here someday with Sienna,” Anise said 
optimistically. 


Their beer mugs were clinked together. 


“We might be able to bring Molon with us as well,” Eugene reminded 
her. “No matter how much I think about it, I don’t believe that bastard 
is dead just yet.” 


“Don’t be too sure of that. If you get your hopes up like that, and it 
turns out Molon really is dead, you’ll end up very disappointed,” Anise 
warned Eugene. 


Eugene denied this, “Not really. If he’s dead, then he’s dead. Even ’m 
aware of how long three hundred years is.” 


“As for Sir Vermouth... even I’m not too sure about him. But is there 
any point in talking about this sort of thing now?” Anise asked with a 
smile as she brought her beer mug to her mouth. 


The glass mug was as large as her head, but the beer that filled it to its 
brim was poured down Anise’s throat in one gulp. 


“Aaaah!” Anise trembled with ecstasy as she set down her empty glass 
and continued speaking, “What’s important right now is that you and I 
are here drinking our beers.” 


While they waited for their food to be served, they talked about 
various topics. While Eugene was examining the White Flame Formula 
while staying at the inn, Anise — no, Kristina had gone to the 
Department of the Inquisition and the Department of Divine Magic 
Research. The Pope and Cardinal Beshara, who had become the sole 
remaining Cardinal, didn’t dare to stand in Kristina’s way, and 
Raphael, the leader of the Knights of the Blood Cross, had personally 
drawn his sword and accompanied Kristina. 


“The two organizations are really quite similar. They’ve grown a lot 
from what they were like when I was still alive. The Department of 
Divine Magic was trying to create new sanctuaries and holy relics 
through the use of Light and miracles,” Anise said without feeling the 
need to go into detail about what methods they might have 
experimented with. 


Although their food wasn’t out yet, it was clear that she would lose 


her appetite if such topics were to leave her lips. 


Anise continued, “As for the Inquisition... it seems that they might 
have gained some kind of inspiration from a Saintess who lived quite 
a long time ago. Apparently, they’ve been trying something for quite a 
long time, and it seems that Sergio Rogeris, who was once a member 
of the Inquisition, had been providing them with steady support.” 


“What are you talking about?” Eugene asked with a frown. 


Anise explained, “To put it in simple terms, the Inquisition was trying 
to make its own divine weapon. Rather than a biological weapon that 
focuses on the use of miracles and the Light like a Saintess, their 
version was more specialized for combat. Well, in my eyes, it looked 
no different from a Chimera’s nest...” 


A Chimera’s nest. 


Eugene knew that such a term was, in fact, an oxymoron. Chimeras 
didn’t lay eggs or give birth to young, let alone build nests. Chimeras 
were just creatures made by mixing the body parts of different 
monsters or even humans. 


“They must be crazy,” Eugene cursed. 


“They really are,” Anise agreed. “Thanks to that, the Crusader had to 
cut the throats of quite a few of them. I’m only saying this now, but I 
think I quite like that paladin.” 


“Don’t you think he’s a bit too insane?” 


“Hamel, do you really think you’re in a position to call someone else 
insane?” 


“What about me?” Eugene protested defensively. “I’m also only saying 
this now, but I think that of all of us, I was the most normal.” 


“Now that’s insane,” Anise said with a laugh as she shook her 
umpteenth beer mug. “In any case, since we cleanly wiped them out 
and smashed and burned their research, I feel really relieved. The 


remains that hadn’t already disappeared were also returned to the 
Light with a sacrament...” 


Anise lifted her white robe slightly. Then, with a bright smile, Anise 
showed the flail she was wearing at her waist. 


“The mace that I once used was also modified to make it easier for 
Kristina to use,” Anise revealed. “Though to be honest, I think her 
skills are still quite immature... Haha, in fact, it should be because my 
standards are just too high.” 


“Tt can’t be helped. After all, three hundred years ago, we were the 
best,” Eugene said with an identical smile to Anise’s. 


At these words, Anise pounded her beer mug on the table and burst 
into giggles. 


“Aha, ahahaha! Ahahaha! Ye-yes, that’s right. We... ahaha! We were 
the best. Though Hamel, I think you were still a bit lacking,” Anise 
insisted. 


Eugene scoffed, “Are you being serious?” 


“Hey now, did I touch your ego? Don’t take it too seriously. I’m 
talking about you from when we first met,” Anise calmly clarified. 


Their food finally came out. 


As she skewered a sausage on a large fork, Anise chuckled and said, “I 
can say this with all certainty, we were definitely the best. However, 
Hamel, when you first met with us, you weren’t all that great. Even 
now, my memories of that day are still clear. Sienna, Molon, and I 
were all unable to understand just why Sir Vermouth wanted to accept 
you as one of his comrades.” 


“Do you think I understood that?” Eugene grumbled as he sliced his 
meat. 


Eugene was also very familiar with this story. In that port, three 
hundred years ago, Vermouth had single-handedly tried to recruit 


Hamel into his party without even receiving the understanding and 
consent of his other party members. In the end, the other party 
members also acknowledged Hamel’s potential through his challenge 
to Vermouth and accepted him as a party member. But the Hamel that 
they had first met definitely did not fit the image of a ‘Hero’s 
Companion.’ 


“In the end, Sir Vermouth was right,” Anise sighed. 


It had been a long time since she last had a drink, and more 
importantly, Kristina’s body had never partaken in alcohol, so it 
quickly grew intoxicated. Anise enjoyed this languid state of 
drunkenness. If she wanted to, she could easily shake it off like a 
cloud of dust, but Anise didn’t bother to do so. She slightly tilted her 
ruddy face as she stared at Eugene. 


Anise hesitated, “We were... perfect together. It was because there 
were all five of us that the party was perfect. So the absence of one of 
us proved fatal.” 


“Are you also trying to reprimand me for dying first?” Eugene 
complained. 


“T guess that means Sienna already reprimanded you?” 


“She’s too weak-minded. She couldn’t even muster up a reprimand. 
Instead, after talking about something like that, she just started crying 
by herself and begging for my forgiveness.” 


“Aha... I think I know what you mean,” Anise nodded. “Sienna 
couldn’t get over her petulance and said something like this to you, 
right? That you went and died on your own or something of that.” 


“Something similar,” Eugene confirmed. 


“Tt seems that Sienna also hasn’t changed,” Anise noted fondly. “Even 
though she couldn’t bear to say such a thing, she still said it and then 
burst into tears on her own. Ah... Hamel, do you remember the dream 
that I showed you? What did you think?” 


“What do you mean?” Eugene demanded. 


“Didn’t it make you sad? Did you feel heartache or longing?” Anise 
asked with a mischievous smile. 


This smile that made Anise look so cunning was why Eugene and 
Sienna had called her a ‘snake’ behind her back during his previous 
life. 


“Wouldn’t you?” Eugene admitted reluctantly. 


“Tt still feels a little unfair,” Anise pouted. “At that time, Sienna, 
Molon, I, and even Sir Vermouth were shedding tears, but I’ve never 
seen you cry.” 


“It’s better if you don’t see it. My crying face is really fucking ugly.” 


“Ahaha! Is it even possible for you to make an ugly expression with 
your current face?” 


“Why can’t it be done?” Eugene grumbled as he reached out for his 
beer mug. 


At that moment, Anise leaped up from her seat. She leaned forward as 
if she was collapsing over the table, then her hands grabbed onto 
Eugene’s cheeks. Anise’s face suddenly drew closer. 


“ ..Fufu,” Anise chuckled to herself. 


Their lips weren’t touching. With only a slight distance between them, 
Anise stared at Eugene with a smile on her ruddy face. 


“T really have to hold myself back,” Anise whispered. 


Her hands pressed down on Eugene’s cheeks. Eugene’s face 
transformed into that of a goldfish as his lips were foolishly pushed 
forward into a pucker. Anise chucked at this appearance before letting 
go of Eugene’s face. 


“If I act on my urges once more, Sienna might really go crazy and try 
to get rid of me. It would be fine if I intended to stay here, but once I 
finally ascend... won’t that leave poor Kristina to be harassed by 


Sienna?” Anise reluctantly murmured. 
“ ..Really now,” Eugene coughed. 


“Stupid Hamel, what are you going to do now?” Anise asked 
challengingly. “Now that I’ve made it so assertively clear that even a 
fool like you should be able to understand it, and Sienna must also 
have conveyed her feelings to you, even if she wasn’t quite 
straightforward as I was.” 


“She definitely didn’t do what you did. In fact, she didn’t even try to 
say something directly. Sienna is really the exact same as she was 
three hundred years ago,” Eugene let out a deep sigh and pulled his 
beer mug over. “Truthfully speaking, I’m flustered and... um... 
surprised. I never really thought of you two that way—” 


“Are you a eunuch?” 
“Cough!” 


Eugene spat out the beer that had just flowed down his throat. Anise 
quickly pulled herself back to avoid the spray of beer. 


Eugene yelped, “H-hey! How could you say something like that...! No, 
wasn’t it only natural? Where did you find the time to think about 
such things three hundred years ago...?” 


“Who wouldn’t think about such things when there was an 
opportunity to relax? Sienna and I only started thinking about what 
happened between us after the war had ended. Unfortunately, the war 
ended in such a way, and you had already died,” Anise said with a 
wry smile as she drank more beer. “Well... at the time, I had no 
intention of revealing my feelings for you throughout the rest of my 
life. I was disillusioned with many things, and I knew that my 
existence wasn’t one that could afford to pursue such happiness. 
However, since I’ve already died like that, I just want to know if it’s 
alright for me to pursue it now.” 


“Ahem,” Eugene cleared his throat instead of answering. 


“T already know. You’ve never held such feelings for me, right? 


Hamel, your feelings for me were that of friendship towards a fellow 
comrade and... sympathy. Isn’t that right?” Anise asked resolutely. 


“Mhm,” Eugene didn’t avoid answering this time. “I felt sorry for you. 
You never once let out a scream of pain, even though your back was 
drenched in blood. You drank alcohol every day to endure the agony, 
and you still stubbornly tried to save those bastards who just wanted 
to die without taking care of your own body, so I did feel sorry for 
you.” 


“T really liked the way you cared for me,” Anise said as she rested her 
chin in her hand and stared at Eugene. “I liked the way you treated 
me like a fragile piece of glass. Hamel, you’re usually incredibly rough 
and violent, but I... Whenever blood was pouring from my Stigmata, 
and I exposed my back in front of you, your rough hands that were 
covered in calluses and had slaughtered countless demons... they felt 
very soft and delicate.” 


“In that case, should I dig out a few more wounds for you?” Eugene 
asked sarcastically. 


Anise immediately exposed him, “You’re embarrassed. I also like that 
side of you. No matter what you might think of me, it doesn’t really 
matter. Fortunately, thanks to the help of the Light, I am able to 
remain in the world like this, and Kristina was considerate of me and 
even gave me this chance to resolve some of my lingering regrets.” 


“Well, about that... I still don’t really know what I feel. You like me? 
And Sienna... she also likes me?” Eugene asked with some disbelief. 


“In Sienna’s case, you already had a few guesses, right?” 
“Well... maybe a little...” 


“Tt seems like you also at least feel something towards Sienna,” Anise 
observed. “You probably have more feelings for Sienna than you do 
for me, right?” 


Eugene complained, “Can we just drink our beers...?” 


“T’m not going to rush an answer from you.” 


The waiter brought them new beer mugs. Anise raised her glass first, 
and Eugene responded by raising his beer mug to meet hers. 
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“Tl do my best to make you love ‘us,”” Anise promised while still 
conscious of Kristina, who was listening from the other side of their 
shared consciousness. 


Their beer mugs clinked together. While Anise was draining her beer 
mug in large gulps, Eugene just tilted his head to the side without 
drinking any of his beer. 


“_,.Us? Are you talking about Sienna and yourself?” Eugene asked 
inquisitively. 


“Stupid bastard,” Anise said with a sincere tone of voice. 


Why did she feel the need to curse at him...? Eugene just clicked his 
tongue instead of asking and reached his hand into his cloak. 


“Happy Birthday,” Eugene said, even as he felt strange for saying 
those words to Anise, and placed a gift-wrapped package on their 
table. 


Anise hesitated, “This... what on earth is this...?” 

“Today’s your birthday, isn’t it?” Eugene pointed out awkwardly. 
“Hamel...! Did you really prepare a present for me?” 

“Tt’s nothing that impressive—” 


“Hold on, don’t tell me what it is. I want to confirm it personally with 
my eyes,” Anise said as she quickly tore the wrapping paper off of her 
gift. 


Could there be a letter inside the wrapping along with the present? 
Anise thought about it for a moment, and Kristina, who was still 
watching from the other side of their shared consciousness, was also 
full of expectation, so she also looked into the gift box through Anise’s 
eyes. 


a elsk.” 


There wasn’t any letter. Anise clicked her tongue at having her 
expectations betrayed. 


Hamel complained, “No matter how much you dislike it, isn’t it a bit 
too rude to click your tongue like that...?” 


“Hamel! I wasn’t clicking my tongue because of that! I was just hoping 
that you might have included a letter along with the present—” 
Anise’s expression abruptly changed. 


She smiled sincerely as she clasped her trembling hands in front of her 
chest. Inside the gift box lay a beautifully crafted necklace. There was 
only a string, without any decorations, so it was for Anise to recognize 
what this necklace was meant for. 


“Your rosary—” Eugene began. 


Anise currently had a rosary hanging from her neck. It was the rosary 
that Anise had used in her previous life and that they had since 
retrieved from the Vatican’s Special Relics Vault. The handcrafted 
cross still gleamed beautifully, but the necklace’s string was only made 
of leather, so it had since become faded and worn out. 


“Its string has gone bad,” Eugene finished. 
natu” 


Anise took off her rosary with a laugh. She changed the string for the 
one she had just received as a gift and then pulled back her hair so it 
would be easier to put the rosary back around her neck. Seeing this 
sight, Eugene got up without thinking much about it and hung the 
rosary around Anise’s neck. 


Looking up at Eugene’s face that was titled towards her, Anise felt a 
strong urge to raise her head to meet his. Should she just lean a little 
more forward? It is often said that the first time is the hardest and the 
second time is the easiest, and hadn’t Anise already overcome the 
challenge of the first kiss? 


[Sister...!] Kristina screamed inside of their head. 


If Anise had really decided on doing this, it couldn’t be helped, but 
Kristina felt far too embarrassed watching it happen from here... 


Tl be patient,’ Anise assured her. 


Sure, she really did want to go through with it, but Anise still held 
herself back. It was for the sake of Sienna and Kristina. 


“What are you looking at?” Eugene eventually asked. 
“Tm looking at you,” Anise replied with a smile. 


Eugene just grinned and sat down again. “We’ve finished eating, so is 
there anywhere else you want to go from here?” 


“T still haven’t finished yet. I want to drink some more beer,” Anise 
answered as she caressed the necklace around her neck. 


Three hundred years ago, even after leaving Yuras, she had never 
really celebrated her birthday. That went for Vermouth, Molon, 
Sienna, and Hamel as well. When it was someone’s birthday, they 
would at least give their congratulations, but they never exchanged 
presents. 


This was because they all didn’t have the sort of personality to care 
about such a thing. However, even if they didn’t exchange gifts... 
having other people recognize that it was your birthday still made the 
day quite enjoyable. Even in the terrible Devildom, when the time 
came for someone’s birthday, they would set up camp early and open 
up their carefully preserved stores of liquor. 


Anise had felt that each and every day of her travels with her friends 
was a gift to her. 


“Just a little more,” Anise muttered to herself. 


That went for a moment like this as well. 


Anise smiled as she felt a pleasant drowsiness settle over her. 
The hustle and bustle of the pub. 

The sound of firewood burning in the fireplace. 

The noise of beer mugs clinking. 

And with Hamel sitting in front of her. 

All of these made Anise feel grateful that she was alive. 


“I want to stay here with you until the sun goes down,” Anise said 
with a smile as she raised her beer mug once more. 


Chapter 205 
The Plaza of the Sun (3) 


The sun was setting. 


Anise looked out the window, still holding a half-finished mug of beer. 
The pub was located deep within an alley, but even here, the light of 
the sunset was flowing in, albeit dimly. 


“Well then,” Anise sighed. 
She had drunk a lot of beer today. 


Though considering that she hadn’t been able to drink for the 
hundreds of years following her death, no matter how much Anise 
drank, she still felt like it wouldn’t be enough. Even so, Anise had 
drunk so much that she didn’t feel like drinking anymore right now. 


She had also received a gift. 


As such, Anise didn’t have any lingering regrets for the time being. If 
Kristina’s body wasn’t so special, and if Anise didn’t have a role to 
play in the future, then she was confident that she would have been 
able to fully satisfy her desires with what she had just experienced 
today. 


“Tl just head in now,” Anise informed Eugene. 


“Mm,” Eugene hummed as he scanned the area around Anise with 
tired eyes. 


The floor was filled with the glasses of the beers she had drunk, and a 
large keg of beer had even been placed beside her. 


It would have been physically impossible for a normal person — no, 


for any human to have drunk that much beer in such a short period of 
time. It was only made possible because Anise had used divine magic 
on her own body to enable her to drink a lot of alcohol. 


“See you later,” Eugene said gruffly. 
He almost subconsciously said, ‘take care on your way back.’ 


But since her body was staying still and only the consciousness in 
charge of the body was changing, wouldn’t it be funny to be told to 
take care on your way back? 


After a few moments, Anise’s body froze. Then the eyelashes of her 
closed eyes began to tremble. 


“.,.Urrrp...,” Kristina covered her mouth and released a painful moan. 


Kristina didn’t really enjoy drinking. If she had to drink, then she 
preferred a dry wine. As for a mug of beer cold enough to make your 
head spin? She had never once thought that something like that could 
taste good. 


Now, she had ended up drinking more of that beer than was even 
humanly possible... Although Anise had evaporated most of the beer 
she had drunk using divine magic, Kristina was still left bothered by a 
throbbing headache and the smell of alcohol that overwhelmed her 
senses with each breath. 


“Are you alright?” Eugene asked as he approached her. 


In response, Kristina rose from her seat in a panic and tried to step 
back. As her body still hadn’t recovered from its drunkenness, her legs 
twisted a little as she retreated. Because of this, Kristina was about to 
fall, only for Eugene to reach out to her without delay, grab her by the 
arm and support her waist. 


Eugene frowned, “It seems like you aren’t feeling so good, right?” 


“N-n-no, you can’t,” Kristina stammered as she covered her face, 
which was still reddened from intoxication. 


“What do you mean you can’t?” Eugene asked in confusion. 


Kristina stammered, “I-I smell of alcohol. It’s not a pleasant scent, 
so...” 


“Really now,” Eugene scoffed. 


After wandering around for over a dozen years with a group of 
comrades who would lose all restraint when it came to alcohol, there 
was no way that Eugene would feel disgusted by the smell of beer at 
this point. 


Or at least that’s what Eugene thought, but he didn’t feel any need to 
embarrass Kristina any further by spitting such words out of his 
mouth. Instead, he drew up a spell formula inside his head and cast 
some magic. 


“Ah...,” Kristina gasped as she felt the spell wrap around her. 


The throbbing headache and the smell of alcohol that permeated her 
body completely disappeared. 


[Tch,] Anise clicked her tongue from inside Kristina’s head. 


Anise was obviously capable of erasing Kristina’s intoxication, as well 
as the headache and the smell of beer, yet she hadn’t bothered to do 
so. She had left just enough intoxication so that Kristina’s head would 
be left clouded to a certain extent, and her emotions would be slightly 
intensified... On top of that, Anise had even carefully adjusted the 
state of her body so that Kristina would stagger a little when she got 


up. 


Why did she do all this? She was thinking of watching the fun that 
might result from this exquisitely balanced state of intoxication... 


So Anise was genuinely annoyed that Eugene had mastered such a 
spell. 


[It really did come as a surprise that he would learn to use magic... he 
could have just relied on his body like he did in his previous life, ] 


Anise whined. 


Kristina pretended to not hear Anise’s murmur as she hurriedly 
corrected her posture. 


She ran a hand through her disheveled hair and coughed, “...My 
apologies for showing such a shameful appearance. U-unlike Lady 
Anise, I’m not that used to drinking, so—” 


“Tt’s not that she’s used to drinking; she’s just a monster,” Eugene 
grumbled as he pointed at the closed door of the pub. “So what are 
you going to do? Would you like to stay here as well? Or else, shall we 
head out?” 


Kristina hesitated, “Let’s... go out. That’s right. I’ve already eaten far 
too much, so I want to take a bit of a walk.” 


It wasn’t like Kristina had any plans. In the first place, Kristina had 
intended to yield the entire day to Anise. It was Anise who had placed 
the limit on her time in Kristina’s body till sunset. 


Most festivals were more fun at night than they were during the day. 
The same went for Anise’s birthday festivities. 


While the parade had started during the day, the parade at night was 
especially splendid. Entertainers would march along while dancing 
and wearing fancy clothes and accessories, and an orchestra would 
follow behind them, singing hymns with cheerful lyrics. 


Kristina wasn’t able to lead the way out of the alley where the pub 
was located because the night parade was passing through the main 
street in front of the alleyway. While there had already been a lot of 
people attending the festival, the street in front of them was so full 
that it wasn’t an exaggeration to say that there was no space left to 
take a single step. 


“It seems that it would be better to head back in,” Kristina said in a 
resigned tone. 


“Really?” Eugene questioned. 


Kristina remained silent. 
“T want to stay and watch,” Eugene admitted. “Don’t you?” 


There probably wasn’t any hidden meaning to his words. However, 
Kristina couldn’t come up with a light-hearted response to his casual 
question. This was because the question that had been asked so off- 
handedly had set off ripples in the depths of her heart. 


There was silence for a few moments as Kristina couldn’t think of 
what to say. 


Eugene asked another question without waiting for a response, “Have 
you ever watched it before?” 


That question also shook Kristina’s heart. 

She had seen something like this once. 

There had also... been a time when she had wanted to watch. 

When they were young, almost everyone would have done the same. 


There were many orphans in the monastery where Kristina spent her 
childhood. That meant that there were many children who all needed 
a lot to eat, which also meant that they needed to keep just as many 
ingredients in storage. As a result, there were many rats and various 
other pests in the monastery. 


If they were left alone, such harmful pests would increase in number 
to an extent where nothing more could be done about it, so periodic 
fumigation was required. Once a month, the monastery’s clergy would 
gather the children in the playground and cover their mouths and 
noses with cloths. Then the priests would carry in small stovepipes 
that would produce thick smoke and disinfect the entire facility. 


They would be told to stay where they were, but the children wouldn’t 
listen to such an order. Where was the fun and excitement in that...? 


Although it was hard for her to remember at this point what kind of 


feelings she had felt at that time, when she was young, before she was 
adopted, Kristina had also chased the smoke coming from the 
stovepipes. 


That was Kristina's closest memory of participating in a parade. 
Presently, there were a lot of children in the street in front of them. 
The children, ignorant of the unpleasant truths behind the Yuras’ 
religion, were chasing after the parade while giggling in the way that 
children do. 


As for Kristina, she had never really experienced anything like a 
festival. 


Even when she was living in the monastery, she had never been 
allowed outside. Thinking back on it now, all those restrictions were 
probably part of the attempt to monitor and control the carefully 
constructed Saint Candidate, the Imitation Incarnation. For Kristina, 
the festivals were just days when meat pies or large hunks of meats 
were served during the shared lunches from time to time, and the 
closest thing to a parade was chasing the smoke coming from the 
fumigation stovepipes. 


Even after she was adopted by Sergio, her situation hadn’t improved. 
Instead, it had become even crueler. While the meals were 
incomparably better than her days in the monastery, no matter how 
delicious the food she ate was, she just couldn’t feel like those days 
were anything to celebrate. 


In Sergio’s mansion and Tressia Cathedral, there wasn’t anything like 
the smoke which Kristina and the other children would chase after 
while laughing. 


Kristina’s childhood was crushed and torn apart by despair and hatred 
before being covered up by a slim pretense of normalcy. 


It was only after her childhood had ended that she was finally allowed 
to go to the festival, but by then, Kristina was no longer a child. She 
stood at the forefront of the Tressia Festival as a Saint Candidate, but 
to Krstina, the festival was just a propaganda platform for the Saint 
Candidate, while the person known as ‘her’ was executed. 


“Yes,” Kristina eventually muttered. 

“So you don’t want to watch this?” Eugene asked in confirmation. 
“.,.’m not sure,” Kristina responded weakly. 

But this was a lie. 


She wasn’t unsure. She truly didn’t want to continue watching. 
Wouldn’t her memories of the past, where she suffered such despair 
and hatred while hiding under a thin veil of normalcy, overlap with 
today’s happy memories if she needlessly watched the festival? While 
Kristina had already received the salvation she needed, she was afraid 
that the girl she used to be would be fueled by the despair from her 
past, which had already passed but could never be forgotten. 


“Do you really need to consider the question of whether or not to 
watch something like a parade so seriously?” Eugene muttered as he 
scratched at his head in confusion. 


Without replying, Kristina just turned to stare at all the people filling 
the street in front of them. Eugene suddenly reached out and grabbed 
Kristina’s wrist as she stood there blankly. 


Kristina gasped, “Ah—!” 
“Kristina Rogeris,” Eugene called out her name. 


Eugene didn’t know what Kristina was thinking. However, he did 
know that most of her life had been full of misery. She was stuck here, 
hesitating at a time like this, probably because the painful memories 
of her childhood had overlapped with the colorful and joyful festival 
taking place in front of them. 


“T’ve already saved you,” Eugene said as he pulled on Kristina’s wrist 
and slowly strode forward. 


Kristina couldn’t think of what to say, nor could she find the will to 
resist. Not knowing what to do, she just allowed herself to be dragged 
along by Eugene. 


“Since I’ve saved you, I won’t ask you to do something like repay the 
favor. I was the one who decided to save you on my own, and it was 
my choice to do so. As such, all you need to do is to make your own 

decision,” Eugene said as he walked. 


“What are you talking about?” Kristina asked in confusion. 
“Whether or not you want to keep following me,” Eugene clarified. 


Kristina was honestly dumbfounded. Was there even a need to make a 
choice? Kristina’s intentions were clear. She had no thoughts of 
remaining in Yuras. Even if Eugene said that he hated her and wanted 
her to get lost, Kristina would still follow behind Eugene. Was it in 
order to repay the favor of saving her? No, Krstina was well aware 
that Eugene would despise such a reason. 


It was just... 


Kristina wanted to follow him. Eugene was the Hero, and the truth 
was, he was also the Stupid Hamel from three hundred years ago. But 
those sorts of things weren’t important to the current Kristina. 


Eugene hadn’t saved the Saintess; he had saved Kristina Rogeris. 


As such, Kristina just wanted to accompany him, not as the Hero or as 
Hamel, but simply as Eugene Lionheart. 


“T will follow you,” Kristina stated firmly. 


“Tf that’s the case, you can’t be afraid or hesitant when it comes to just 
watching something like this,” Eugene scolded. 


There were a lot of people on this street. 


However, wherever Eugene walked, the people would move slightly to 
open up a path. They weren’t even conscious of why they were 
moving the way they did, nor of their stuttering steps backward and 
the way that their bodies secretly trembled. All of this was the 
unavoidable result of their instinctive behavior. 


Having opened up a path, Eugene dragged Kristina behind him. 


Eugene continued, “Because from now on, this kind of thing should 
just be an insignificant part of the scenery to you.” 


Kristina stayed silent. 


“Aren’t you here now?” Eugene reminded her. “I don’t know what you 
were thinking of, what you were focussed on, or what you might have 
remembered. I don’t even want to know, and I won’t even bother 
asking.” 


Eugene's steps suddenly came to a halt. 


He let go of Kristina’s hand and pointed to what lay in front of them. 
It was sparkling, colorful, fun, and noisy. The festival parade Kristina 
had imagined as a child was marching past right in front of her. 


Eugene instructed her, “So no matter what, just keep looking.” 


Kristina stood there dumbfounded as she stared straight ahead of her. 
She hadn’t spent all her time imagining watching this parade. Once 
she became a Saint Candidate, there were many times when she saw 
the parade in person. She had even stood at the head of the parade 
herself on many occasions. However, her feelings now were 
completely different from what she had felt at those times. 


The agony, hatred, and rage that she had felt in the past, the sense of 
ridicule she felt for those who praised and admired her as the Saint 
Candidate without knowing anything about her, and the sense of 
shame that she had felt for herself and the unnatural nature of the 
Saint Candidate — she wasn’t feeling any of those complex feelings at 
this moment. 


Just like Eugene had said, the memories and emotions of back then, as 
well as the scenery in front of her, all looked insignificant. Kristina felt 
a huge divide between how she was feeling now and the view she was 
looking at. There was upbeat music, colorful costumes and 
decorations, the laughter of children, and the admiration of the 
spectators. All of it felt a little far away from her, but at the same 
time, Eugene, who was right in front of her, felt a little too close. 


“See, it’s really nothing,” Eugene said with life as he turned his head 
to look at her. 


Even though she should have already shaken off the remaining 
intoxication... Kristina’s face felt strangely hot. 


Kristina’s lips moved soundlessly for a moment before she stopped and 
ducked her head. She stepped back as if to run away, but Eugene 
wouldn’t allow Kristina to run from him. 


“Tsn’t that so?” Eugene pressed her. 


Kristina stammered, “I-It’s different. This is... really something 
different. I just...” 


At this moment, Kristina couldn’t help but feel like she was facing a 
huge dilemma. Her heart wanted to turn around and run away. It 
wasn’t because the trivial sights in front of her had made her feel 
emotions that she didn’t want to recall, but in fact, it was simply 
because she felt too embarrassed to keep looking at Eugene’s high- 
spirited face. 


However, Kristina absolutely, definitely, couldn’t confide such a 
feeling to Eugene. She would much rather leave everything to Anise 
and hide by switching their consciousness, but her mischievous Sister 
had no intention of giving her even a word of advice even though she 
was listening to everything that they were saying right now. 


What if she really did run away? Unless Kristina explained things 
properly, then Eugene would definitely come to a misunderstanding. 
Kristina would rather die than allow Eugene to have such a 
misunderstanding of her. If she ran away after he had dragged her all 
the way here and said such things to her, wouldn’t Eugene feel like 
everything he had done had been in vain? Kristina was afraid that, in 
such a case, Eugene would feel disappointed in himself. 


“,..Although there’s no reason for him to feel that way, but...,’ Kristina 
was stuck in turmoil. 


“What’s with you?” Eugene asked. 


It was time for her to reach a decision on her dilemma. Kristina took a 
deep breath, then undoing her step backward, she took a step forward. 


“L-let’s follow it,” Kristina nervously proposed. 
Eugene was taken aback, “What?” 


“That’s... w-wouldn’t it be fun to follow the parade?” Kristina quickly 
stammered out before pushing herself into the procession following 
the parade. 


After staring at Kristina for a few moments, Eugene smirked and 
began walking beside her. 


Why can’t this night be as dark as it should be? 


That was Kristina’s sincere desire. Merciful Light, please don’t 
illuminate this night. That was what she prayed for, but it was 
hopeless. Nighttime in the Capital City, Yurasia, was always 
illuminated by soft lights, and at this moment, in particular, their 
surroundings were overly brightened by the shining parade. 


Kristina felt like these bright lights were clearly illuminating her face, 
so she couldn’t help but feel embarrassed. She didn’t want to show 
such a heavy blush to Eugene. At the same time, she also didn’t want 
the crowd to notice that her face so closely resembled Anise. 


Right now... there were too many people surrounding them. Was it 
because of the mood? It felt as if their eyes were getting drawn to her 
face. 


‘Ah,’ Kristina belatedly realized something. 


She was currently wearing a robe with her hood pulled down behind 
her. Kristina quickly pulled the hood up deep over her head, covering 
her face. 


“What are you doing?” Eugene asked from beside her. 


“Tm afraid that someone might recognize me,” Kristina admitted. 


Eugene sighed, “You’re doing that again.” 


“Please understand my concerns,” Kristina pleaded. “There were 
already a lot of people in the plaza earlier, but unlike then, we are 
actually taking part in a procession now. If anyone finds out I’m here, 
it might end up ruining the parade.” 


Eugene glanced at Kristina through narrowed eyes. He still wasn’t 
really satisfied with her excuse, but unlike before, he didn’t forcefully 
remove Kristina’s hood. 


They continued walking together like this for quite some time. 


Even with all the cheerful music, Kristina could clearly hear the 
beating of her own heart. Even though she continued walking along 
with the procession while pretending nothing was wrong, her face was 
still steaming. 


? 


“...Holy Light, please... 


Even with her hood pulled down low, their surroundings were so 
bright it felt like a spotlight was shining on her face. So Kristina tried 
praying once more. 


Had her earnest prayer managed to reach its target? 


All of the lights that had been brightening up the parade went out at 
the same moment. The same went for all the lights that had been 
illuminating the street. The parade came to a stop with the sudden 
arrival of the darkness. The procession that had been following the 
parade looked around their darkened surroundings and murmured to 
themselves. 


Boooom! 


The darkness was lifted. Fireworks shot up from a tall clock tower 
nearby and lit up the sky. These fireworks were launched to mark the 
end of the festival. The muttering of the crowd turned into cheers. 
Everyone lifted their heads to watch as flowers bloomed and lights 
fluttered in the sky. 


Only Kristina didn’t. She pulled her hood further down with both 
hands and kept her head bowed. 


“Kristina Rogeris,” Eugene called out her name. 

Kristina’s shoulders trembled at his call. 

His hands slowly approached her and covered both of Kristina’s hands. 
Eugene told her, “Right now, the only one looking at you is me.” 


His rough hands, which were covered in calluses, pulled off Kristina’s 
hood. 


1” 


Kristina quietly gasped, “...Ah...! 


High up in the sky, the fireworks exploded. Kristina looked up to see 
Eugene staring down at her and the fireworks shooting up from 
behind him. 


“Because of that, you shouldn’t hide yourself,” Eugene insisted. 


Kristina was well aware that these words weren’t addressed to her as 
the Saintess. Instead, they were addressed to ‘Kristina Rogeris.’ 


Eugene continued, “If you have decided to follow me, then you need 
to be looking at the same things as me.” 


Without being too conscious of her role as the Saint... 


Without hiding herself from the gazes and mutters of her 
surroundings... 


...NOo. 


All of that simply felt insignificant and distant now, just like she had 
felt before. Everything around her was insignificant and distant, but 
only Eugene felt close. Was what she currently feeling admiration or 
worship? Or else... Kristina tried not to think too deeply about it. 


Everything just, it just felt beautiful. Fireworks soared up into the sky, 
and below them stood Eugene. Eugene, who had stretched out his 
hand to her while she was trapped in her fate as the Saint, which was 
more like a curse. It was Eugene Lionheart, not the Hero, who had 
saved not the Saint but Kristina Rogeris. 


It felt like there was a miracle so close to her that all she needed to do 
was to stretch out one hand to touch it. 


It was so beautiful and lovely that her eyes were dazzled by it. 
“...Yes,” Kristina swallowed a trembling breath as she closed her eyes. 


Her eyes were so dazzled that it felt like she would go blind if she kept 
looking. For Kristina, all of this was a miracle. 


As such, Kristina burst into laughter. Without opening her closed eyes, 
without putting off any sort of pretense to mask her true feelings, she 
just focussed on this miracle that was so close, so bright, and so 
beautiful. 


“Yes, Sir Eugene,” Kristina repeated with a smile. 


Chapter 206 
Babel (1) 


(74 ” 
Ree a basen 


On the day he was preparing to leave the inn where he had been 
staying for the past three days, Eugene had to blink for a few moments 
when he saw how Kristina had arrived at his door. 


It wasn’t an unannounced visit. Since Eugene had decided to leave 
Yuras and return to the Lionheart estate today, he had told Kristina to 
come to his lodgings before noon. 


“But don’t you have a little too much luggage?” 


After pondering what he should say for a few moments, Eugene 
eventually spat out these words. 


He wasn’t just saying this for no reason. Kristina’s luggage really was 
quite a lot. She had one, two, three... four travel suitcases as large as 
her. 


Eugene let out a sigh and shook his head, “Why have you packed so 
much junk?” 


“They’re all things that I need,” Kristina responded seriously. 


Eugene glanced at an open slit in one of her suitcases. Through the 
gap, he saw clerical robes and miscellaneous items that seemed to 
have been crammed in randomly. It didn’t look like she had bought 
anything new; instead, she seemed to have packed everything that she 
had already been using. 


“When did you even get the time to pack them all?” Eugene asked in 
disbelief. 


“Two days ago, I hired someone to go to Tressia Cathedral, pack all 
my personal belongings, and retrieve them for me,” Kristina revealed. 


Eugene argued, “Was there really a need for you to take all the items 
you had used there with you? You could just buy new items when we 
get there—” 


“T don’t want to have to owe any more favors to you, Sir Eugene,” 
Kristina responded with a determined face. “As of today, I will be 
completely independent of Yuras. Previously, I used the Bishop’s card 
issued by the Holy See and Sergio Rogeris’ card, but from now on, I 
will no longer make use of them.” 


“Oh... why not?” 


“Because if I continue to be financially dependent on them, that 
wouldn’t be true independence. In other words, I am currently 
penniless and jobless.” 


“Well, fine... both the Lionheart clan and I have a lot of money, so if 
you need anything—” 


“Sir Eugene,” Kristina interrupted him once more as she stared at 
Eugene through narrowed eyes. “Didn’t I say it just now? I don’t want 
to be in any further debt to you, Sir Eugene. As such, I need to take all 
of this luggage with me.” 


“In that case, does that mean you don’t want a room in the Lionheart 
mansion?” Eugene teased. 


“Sir Eugene, if you want me to camp out in the garden and be covered 
by the cold morning dew, then I will gladly do so,” Kristina stated 
confidently. 


In the end, doesn’t that mean that she did want a room? 


“TIsn’t all this luggage you brought with you things that were 
purchased with the Bishop’s and Rogeris' cards?” Eugene pointed out. 


Kristina argued back, “Strictly speaking, rather than being purchased 


by me, most of these items were handed over to me. And judging from 
what I’ve been through in the past, I’ve more than paid what these are 
worth.” 


“Fine, fine,” Eugene casually conceded as he opened his cloak. 


Mer, who was sitting within the opening, pouted as she saw Krisitna’s 
luggage. 


Since it couldn’t be helped, Mer had decided to accept it. However, 

when she considered that this sinister dual-personality Saintess would 
be entering the Lionheart mansion and hovering by Eugene’s side, Mer 
felt as if black clouds of ash were erupting from deep within her heart. 


Mer sighed, “Haaah, you really are a two-faced person!1], Why even 
say that you don’t want to be further indebted when you’re showing 
up at his mansion penniless and looking for a place to live?” 


“T don’t have any money on me right now, but if I use my abilities, I 
can make as much money as I want, no?” Kristina said challengingly 
as she stared back at Mer, her eyes slightly parted in amusement. “I’m 
aware that there aren’t any priests staying at the Lionheart clan’s 
estate. While you do have excellent healers and a good supply of 
potions to replace them, a High Priest’s healing magic is a miracle that 
goes beyond the limits of medicine and ordinary magic.” 


“That’s...,” Mer trailed off, unable to deny this. 


“I dare say that there is no other priest in this current era who is more 
skilled in healing magic than I am. If someone like me is willing to 
entrust myself to the Lionheart clan in exchange for my abilities, then 
the Lionheart’s Patriarch would definitely be willing to pay the price,” 
Kristina stated confidently. 


Mer groaned in dismay, “Ughhh...” 


Kristina sniffed, “Although it’s true that Iam penniless at the moment, 
I have no intention of acting like a certain someone who uses their 
small body as a weapon to brazenly beg for food and sweets.” 


“Wh-what did you say?” Mer stammered as twin flames lit up in her 


eyes. “I-I’ve never done something like that. In fact, I’ve always been 
helpful. Although it seems that Lady Kristina doesn’t know me very 
well, I’ve always been assisting Sir Eugene’s magic—” 


Kristina interrupted her, “I’ve never said that you were the one who 
performed such shameless behavior, so why are you reacting so 
violently?” 


“Sir Eugene...! I really hate this woman!” Mer cried out as she 
climbed onto Eugene’s chest with a tearful expression. 


Eugene took a few deep breaths as he thought about what might lie 
ahead in his future. 


He sighed, “Don’t fight...” 


Kristina acted innocent, “Oh my, what fight? I was just answering 
Lady Mer’s questions.” 


Mer quickly tattled on her, “That woman looked at me and called me 
a shameless parasite!” 


“Just try to get along...,” Eugene absentmindedly persuaded as he 
patted Mer on the back and stored Kristina’s luggage inside his cloak. 
“What about Lord Raphael? Isn’t he coming to see you off?” 


“T begged him not to do that. Because useless rumors are already 
floating around, nothing good would come of it if he did,” Kristina 
revealed. 


So it was happening already. 


“Well, rumors would start flying in any case,” Eugene said with a 
shrug. 


Initially, on Anise’s feast day, it was meant to be announced that 
Kristina had graduated from being the Saint Candidate to becoming a 
full Saint. 


However, Kristina had rejected any papal recognition, and the Pope 


and Cardinal Beshara had accepted this. So, in the end, Kristina 
Rogeris was still a ‘Saint Candidate’ as far as the world was concerned. 


However... 


In this current era, Kristina was the only Saint Candidate in Yuras. 
Even if she had yet to be officially declared a Saint, all of the citizens 
of Yuras considered Kristina to be the Saint. 


So for Kristina to even be suspected of leaving Yuras and swearing 
herself to the Lionheart clan of Kiehl, a foreign country, would result 
in hugely impactful rumors that would be impossible to hide. 


“Yes, that’s certainly true,” Kristina slowly nodded. 


A carriage they had booked in advance was waiting for them outside 
the inn. Their next destination was the warp-gate on the outskirts of 
Yurasia. They should be able to arrive at the Lionheart mansion by 
this evening at the very latest. 


“[ve prepared a pretext,” Kristina reported. 
“What kind of pretext?” Eugene asked. 


“T can claim that I’m accompanying you to treat the elves who are 
under the Lionheart’s protection,” Kristina explained. “Aren’t many of 
them suffering from the Demonic Disease?” 


That would only serve as a pretext to a certain extent. Eugene was 
also well aware that the elves’ Demonic Disease was incurable. Even 
Saint Anise was unable to purify the elves of the Demonic Disease. The 
only thing that could halt and alleviate the Demonic Disease was the 
spiritual influence of the World Tree. 


All kinds of concerns began popping up in Eugene’s mind. 


Although this might seem obvious, Eugene had yet to inform the 
Lionhearts that he would be bringing Kristina with him. Trying to 
explain things through a letter would be difficult and awkward, so he 
was just planning to bring her with him and set her up in an empty 


room. 
‘I don’t think the Patriarch will have any complaints, but... ’ 

Kristina had even come up with a plausible reason for her presence. 
The problem was that this hadn’t happened just once or twice. 

He had brought Laman Schulhov with him from Nahama. 

He had brought over a hundred elves back with him from Samar. 
Then he had brought Mer back with him from Aroth. 


And now he had ended up bringing Kristina back with him from 
Yuras... 


Gilead might not say anything much about it, but Ancilla might just 
try to grab him by the collar. 


‘No... on second thought, she might just overlook it without any protest.’ 


Eugene was well aware that Ancilla was surprisingly humane and soft- 
hearted. 


When Eugene had brought a hundred elves back with him from Samar 
without giving them any prior warning, Ancilla had been furious 
enough to crush her own fan in her hands. However, in the end, she 
had still offered up the estate’s forest out of pity for the elves. 


After a few months of this, thanks to the saplings of the World Tree 
that Eugene had transplanted, rather than worsening, their Demonic 
Disease was showing signs of improvement. Still, Ancilla, who was 
unaware of this fact, sometimes used her walks as an excuse to stop by 
the elves’ village and ask Signard about the state of their illness. 


‘If we tell her that Kristina had come to help treat the elves... ’ 


Although healing was healing, this wasn’t just anyone they were 


talking about; this was the Saintess of the Holy Empire, who Ancilla 
would entrust with the treatment of her family. How could Ancilla, 
who was obsessed with raising the Lionheart name to greater heights, 
refuse such an offer? 


Or at least, that was what Eugene had thought up so far. 


The Devildom|2]... 


That was what the land to the north had been called since ancient 
times. Even now, most people on this continent still called it the 
Devildom. 


Even the people who lived on this land did not deny the fact that this 
place was the Devildom. As the meaning of the name suggests, this 
was where the countless demonfolk and Demon Kings resided. 
However, that meaning had undergone significant changes from what 
it was hundreds of years ago. 


For the human citizens of the Devildom of Helmuth, the demonfolk 
were their friendly neighbors. They didn’t hunt and eat humans 
indiscriminately like they were said to in the old stories, nor did they 
place chains on their souls. 


The Demon King wasn’t a war criminal who sought to trample the 
entire world beneath their feet and cause mass slaughter, but instead a 
gentleman who was kinder and wiser than the king of any ordinary 
country. The Demon King listened to the requests of his human 
citizens, protected them, and made their lives richer and happier. 


This was the new Devildom, a land of opportunity. Although the cost 
of purchasing citizenship was quite high, if one earnestly desired it, it 
wasn’t completely unaffordable. In addition to that, Helmuth’s 
immigration support system was very humane, and depending on the 
number of years of labor you agreed to upon your death, the cost 
could be significantly reduced. 


Thanks to this, people living in the poorer countries of the north 
would often knock on the door of Helmuth’s Ministry of Foreign 


Affairs, caught up in the Helmuth Dream|3], 


The City of Skyscrapers, the Land of Opportunity, the Capital of the 
Helmuth Empire, Pandemonium. 


The buildings in this city were taller than any other city on this 
continent. Rather than castle towers, the city was full of high-rise 
buildings with dozens of floors. These tall skyscrapers that couldn’t 
have been raised by any human strength were proof of the greatness 
of the Demon King. 


Amongst these skyscrapers was a sleek, black building standing tall at 
the very center of Pandemonium. 


This was Babel. 


At ninety-nine floors, this building wasn’t just the tallest in 
Pandemonium but also the tallest in all of Helmuth. Without anything 
to hide, Babel was the Demon King’s Castle, where the Demon King of 
Incarceration, who ruled over all of Helmuth personally resided. 


“Ts the master of the Demon Dragon Castle absent this time as well?” 


On the ninetieth floor of Babel, the Blade of Incarceration, Gavid 
Lindman, stood with his hands behind his back as he looked down 
through the glass walls of the building. Far below, he could see the 
forest of buildings that, while incomparable to Babel, were still tall 
enough to be called high-rises. Dozens of fish, large and small, were 
floating between the buildings. 


These were the Air-Fish. 


The Air-Fish that swam through the skies of Pandemonium were part 
of the security system that kept the crime rate of Pandemonium under 
perfect control. The Air-Fishes were able to monitor this entire city of 
skyscrapers without any blindspots while transmitting all that they 
observed to Babel’s Control Centre. 


Even at this very moment, in the Control Center dozens of floors 
below, thousands of souls that had contracted themselves into post- 
mortem labor, and the hundreds of demonfolk, who controlled these 


souls, were working hard to protect the city’s security by digging 
through the monitoring images sent by the Air-Fish. 


The door of the spacious conference room opened as a middle-aged 
man walked in and answered Gavid’s question with a smile, “It looks 
to be that way. I wish he would have at least sent a message...” 


The man took the top hat he was wearing off his head, placed it on 
the table, and then rested the staff he was holding across his lap. 


This staff had a color similar to that of congealed blood, and the veins 
that covered it writhed as if they were alive. 


This staff was called Vladmir, and along with the Wise Sienna’s 
Akasha, it was one of the only two staves on this continent that had 
been made with a Dragonheart. 


This man was the only one of the Three Mages of Incarceration who 
resided in Helmuth, a black wizard with the title of a Count, Edmond 
Codreth. He stroked his mustache as he smiled. 


“Your Grace, are we the only two members of Loyalty attending this 
meeting this time as well? If it’s like this, we can’t even call it a proper 
meeting,” Edmond sighed. 


“In fact, there’s no real need to call it a meeting,” Gavid corrected 
him. “My only intention was to casually discuss our opinions on the 
current situation. Demonfolk and humans have very different senses of 
time, so if we don’t have appointments like this, it might be decades 
before we all see each other again.” 


Edmond shrugged, “If it’s just a few decades, that would be fine with 
me as well. Perhaps even longer than that might still be acceptable.” 


Gavid asked, “Are you still searching for eternal life? You should 
already be close to it.” 


“Haha... the eternal life that I have currently obtained is nothing more 
than extending my own human lifespan,” Edmond said dismissively. 
“Can that really be compared to the demonfolk, who are truly eternal 
beings?” 


“Tt’s not that different even for us. Just as strong humans can live for a 
long time, strong demonfolk live longer than the rest,” Gavid muttered 
softly, but Edmond just smiled broadly without saying anything in 
response. 


Gavid was well aware of his reasons for this. The Three Mages of 
Incarceration, the three black wizards who had signed a personal 
contract with the Demon King, were all eccentrics... No, they were all 
people who, while human, possessed an insanity that was inhuman. 


The Tower Master of Aroth’s Black Tower of Magic, Balzac Ludbeth, 
wanted to see the very peak of all magic. He wanted to go far beyond 
the limits of what humans had managed to reach and was obsessed 
with the peak of magic that any human should surely be unable to 
touch — no, the question was whether such a peak even existed in the 
first place. 


Vladmir’s owner, Edmond Codreth, wanted to improve his genus as a 
human and become an entirely new species. He aspired to become a 
new breed of human by abandoning everything that made him 
humanlike, such as his thoughts and behaviors. By refining his 
demonic power to the extreme limits of what mana could reach, he 
planned on undergoing metamorphosis and becoming a new breed of 
human. 


As for the Dungeon Master of the Desert, Amelia Merwin... 


“Hm,” Gavid’s eyes, which had been completely still, suddenly 
trembled. 


He stared at an object in the night sky that was flying toward them 
from a distance. 


For a moment, Gavid wondered if he was hallucinating. He even 
suspected whether or not he might be dreaming right now. This was 
the first time he had been so astonished since he was last pushed back 
by the Stupid Hamel’s rampage three hundred years ago. 


“Edmond,” Gavid called out. 


“Yes, Your Grace?” Edmond responded. 


“Come here... and take a look at that,” Gavid instructed. “Just what 
on earth does that look like to you?” 


Edmond tilted his head to the side in curiosity at the sudden 
summons. He got up from his chair and walked over to Gavid’s side. 
He then stood there with his face pressed against the glass wall as he 
looked up into the distant night sky. 


Whatever it was, it was fast. Even at this very moment, the flying 
object was quickly drawing closer to them. The closer it got, the better 
the view they had of the flying object’s appearance. 


Edmond gasped in surprise and took a few steps backward. Had he 
made a mistake with the spell? No, it couldn’t be. Edmond shook his 
head, rubbed his eyes, and then gazed out the window once more. 
Now the flying object was so close that he didn’t even need to use a 
spell to see it very clearly. 


But that... 
It was a gigantic head. 


How else to describe it? Made from expensive and rare metals such as 
Orihalcum, Mithril, and Adamanitum, a marvel of magical engineering 
that had been made into a flying airship... no, a flying head. With that 
head alone, you would have enough money to buy ten of the buildings 
in Helmuth and still have some left over. 


“Tt appears... to be a head,” Edmond choked out in disbelief. 


It wasn’t just a simple head. Curly hair sprouted from the head, 
writhing like tentacles and flapping like wings. A red horn also 
sprouted from the top of the head. 


The huge eyes were just as large as the head they were set in and 
twinkled as if stars had been embedded within them. 


“Ahahaha!” 


The forehead split open. 


The Queen of the Night Demons, Noir Giabella, raised her arms in glee 
from where she sat on her velvet throne. 


Noir cried out, “What do you think of my Giabella Face?!” 
Her cry was met with silence. 


“Tt was originally planned to be shown during the completion 
ceremony of Giabella Park! But it was completed much sooner than I 
expected, so what else could I do? That’s why I’ve decided to show it 
to you first. Isn’t it amazing?” Noir asked excitedly. 


Edmond and Gavid stayed dumbstruck. 


Unimpeded by their silence, Noir continued, “The Giabella Face will 
be the mascot of the Giabella Park! The Giabella Face will float above 
in the skies during the mornings, noons, evenings, and nights... at all 
times, the guests of Giabella Park will be able to look up at this face 
and be filled with love and awe. Tormented by their lust for me, they 
will squander their savings at the casino and even spend their life- 
force...” 


“T’m ashamed just looking at it,” Gavid muttered to himself with a 
shake of his head. 


Edmond, who was keeping to the rear, also looked like he felt the urge 
to say some things that he really couldn’t afford to be saying. 


But Noir didn’t feel the slightest offense at their dry reactions. 
Click. 


With a snap of her fingers, the metallic expression of the Giabella Face 
slowly began to change. 


Gavid and Edmond kept their silence as they watched the Giabella 
Face smile. 


Gavid was slightly afraid that the citizens of Pandemonium, who lived 
far below, might still be able to see this shameful display. 


“Smile,” Noir sang cheerfully as she lifted the corners of her lips with 
both index fingers in a smile of her own. 


Then she stood up from her velvet throne and walked out of the 
cockpit. 


Claclack clack clack! 


The carpet on the floor of the cockpit extended forward on its own. 
Noir walked gracefully down the red carpet and approached the glass 
wall. 


Then she casually passed through the glass and entered the inside of 
the room. Noticing the empty seats, the corners of Noir’s lips curled 
upwards in a sneer. 


“So the master of the Dragon Demon Castle is absent this time as 
well?” Noir unknowingly repeated. 


“Tt can’t be helped,” Gavid replied. 


“Humph, I’m really, really curious. Just how much longer are you 
going to allow the problem of the Dragon Demon Castle to fester? Isn’t 
it enough that you overlooked them for the past two hundred years?” 
Noir demanded. 


“Two hundred years might be considered a long time, but it isn’t that 
long for a dragon,” Gavid argued. “Even if the young master of the 
Dragon Demon Castle is unsuitable for his position, we still need to 
wait another hundred years.” 


“And why exactly should we wait any longer?” Noir insisted. “Because 
of how rare Demonic Dragons are? See here, Gavid, three hundred 
years ago, fallen dragons were rare and worthy of being used as a 
symbol of our strength. But aren’t things a bit different now?” 


Gavid reminded her, “No matter what the era, dragons have always 
been seen as great and noble existences. It’s difficult to give up on the 
symbolic importance that comes from having had such an existence 
fall and be bestowed a title from the Demon King of Incarceration.” 


“Three hundred years ago, dragons were indeed such an existence,” 
Noir readily agreed. “But now? It has been three hundred years since 
the dragons disappeared into hiding. Are there even any dragons still 
active in modern times? In any case, dragons are like beings from 
their distant myths to the people of this era. Don’t you think that, 
instead of such an obsolete symbol, it would be a better symbol to 
have someone who has successfully become a Duke while still being a 
human?” 


As Noir said this, she turned to Edmond and addressed him, “What do 
you think, Edmond? If you so wish, I will gladly lend you my strength. 
You understand what I'm trying to say, right? I’m telling you that I 
will gladly rip apart the young dragon of the Dragon Demon Castle 
with my own hands.” 


Edmond awkwardly laughed, “Haha... I’m quite grateful for the offer, 
but...” 


“Hmph, why are you acting so innocent,” Noir said poutily. “I like you 
so much because you're a freak. What if the master of the Dragon 
Demon Castle does end up being defeated, and we need to choose a 
new Duke? Rather than one of those fucking marquises who snoop 
around me, trying to keep me in check even as they dream above their 
station, I think it would be better to raise a Count like you in to 
become a Duke.” 


“T didn’t know that you thought of me so highly,” Edmond humbly 
prevaricated. 


“Tf you didn’t know it before, then keep it in mind from now on,” Noir 
insisted. “If you want, I can personally send a message to the Demon 
King of Incarceration. In exchange for my help, I’ll take the corpse of 
the young dragon for myself. After all, you already have Vladmir, 
right?” 


Gavid, who had been silently listening to this conversation take place, 
sighed and waved his hand in dismissal, “Don’t bring up such things 
to our Demon King of Incarceration when he’s sure to disallow it. 
Also, Noir, just what would you even do with a dragon’s corpse that 
makes you want it so?” 


“Every piece of a dragon has its uses, no? First of all, I plan to process 


its scales, leather, and bones to make weapons and put them on 
display as prizes for the Giabella Park Casino,” Noir revealed, her 
reply exceeding all imagination. 


Gavid stared at Noir, unable to think of what to even say to this. Noir 
just smiled happily in the face of his surprise. 


“The Giabella Park’s Casino will be the best casino in all of the past, 
present, and future,” Noir proudly declared. “There is surely no other 
place in the world where weapons made from a dragon can be 
exchanged for casino tokens.” 


“Tt’s sure to be a shocking facility in many ways,” Gavid eventually 
said drily. 


“Also, the Dragonheart will be transplanted into the Giabella Face. 
The magic generator I currently have installed in it is great, but if I 
can transplant a Dragonheart into it, wouldn’t it be even more 
amazing?” Noir said with greed in her eyes. 


Edmond stared at the Giabella Face floating outside the window with 
narrowed eyes. At first glance, that flying object practically drowning 
in narcissism looked ridiculous, but as an Archiwizard, Edmond 
realized that it wasn’t simply a head given the ability to fly. 


‘For her to have even thought up the idea of linking the eyes of her flying 
vehicle to her own Demon-Eyes, regardless of whether it is even magically 
possible, I’m forced to acknowledge just how absurd Duke Giabella’s mana 
truly is,’ Edmond thought. 


Demon-Eyes, which could be activated with just a glance, all 
consumed large amounts of mana. The Demon-Eye of Fantasy 
possessed by Noir Giabella was one of the strongest among all the 
Demon-Eyes that were said to have existed in the world. Her Demon- 
Eye, as its name suggested, had the power to turn reality into fantasy 
and fantasy into reality. 


Noir was planning for this gigantic Giabella Face to float in the skies 

above the facility that also bore her name, Giabella Park. When it was 
eventually completed, numerous tourists would be coming to Giabella 
Park every day. If a floating object as bizarre as the Giabella Face was 


hovering around in the sky, one would have no choice but to look at it 
at least once, even if one didn’t want to see it. 


At that moment, the tourists would be captured by the Demon-Eye of 
Fantasy and fall into the illusion crafted by Noir Giabella. 


“T know that I am repeating myself, but the Demon King of 
Incarceration will not rescind the title of the young master of the 
Dragon Demon Castle,” Gavid reminded Noir. 


“Then what about a hunt? I don’t like that young dragon, so if it’s for 
my desires, then the Demon King of Incarceration won’t stop me from 
hunting it, will he?” Noir asked. 


“If you do that, I will be the one to stop you,” Gavid said in a calm 
tone. 


However, deep within his eyes, a red light was shimmering. It was the 
light emitted by Gavid’s Demon-Eye of Divine Glory, a Demon-Eye on 
the same level as Iris’s Demon-Eye of Darkness and Noir’s Demon-Eye 
of Fantasy. 


“IT guess a lot of time really has flown by. You, who were once called a 
slayer, are instead acting as the guardian of a young dragon,” Noir 
commented sarcastically. 


Gavid told the truth, “It’s not about protecting the young master of the 
Dragon Demon Castle. It’s to keep you in check. Even if they aren’t 
fully grown yet, a dragon is still a dragon. For someone like you, 
who’s already powerful enough as it is, I don’t want you to become 
intoxicated by the power of the Dragonheart.” 


This was just a light warning of Gavid’s power. Noir was also only 
acting tough. She probably didn’t have any intention of seriously 
hunting the young master of the Dragon Demon Castle. 


“Fiiiine, I got it. So can you stop with that creepy gaze of yours?” Noir 
whined as she brushed back her thick, wavy locks of hair with a smile. 


At this, Gavid also shrugged and deactivated his Demon-Eyes of 
Divine Glory. Edmond, who had just been watching the two of them, 


also laughed politely and returned to his seat. 


“Once the two Dukes start playing mischievous pranks and pretending 
to be angry with each other, it’s hard for me to even breathe properly. 
So please, let us talk about something else,” Edmond proposed. 


“Has there been anything interesting going on lately?” Noir inquired. 


“T think it depends on your opinion of what counts as interesting,” 
Edmond said as he pulled a hand out of his coat and held it up. 


When his hand lightly stirred in the air, a whitish orb the size of two 
fists appeared above it. 


This was the soul of a human. 


“Tm not fully certain of this, but...,” Edmond touched the soul with 
his fingertips as he spoke. “It seems that a Hero and a Saint have 
appeared.” 


Gavid narrowed his eyes. 


1. The original Korean idiom literally translates to ‘a person whose 
front doesn’t match their back.’ = 


2. The original text uses the hanja for ‘Demon Territory.’ = 


3. The original text uses a koreanized version of the English word 
‘dream,’ probably in allusion to the ‘American Dream,’ a concept that 
used to attract a lot of immigration to the US. @ 


Chapter 207 
Babel (2) 


The Hero and the Saint. 


Edmond could not fully comprehend the weight that these two titles 
held. He was a monstrous black wizard who had survived for over a 
hundred years, but he had never met a true Hero or Saint. 


“A Saint, you say,” Gavid repeated consideringly. 


However, the Blade of Incarceration and the Queen of the Night 
Demons had both met a true Hero and a true Saint. In that era from 
three hundred years ago, both the Hero and the Saint were active in 
the world. Since then, the Hero hadn’t reappeared, but the Holy 
Empire of Yuras had appointed a new ‘Saint’ several times and made 
them the symbol of their holy kingdom. 


“T think there is a possibility,” Edmond confirmed. 
Noir moved with a leisurely gait and sat on top of an empty table. 


She then crossed her legs with a bewitching smile and said, “The Saint 
Candidate for this generation, her name was Kristina Rogeris, right? 
That woman looks just like Anise Slywood, doesn’t she? It took those 
fanatics two hundred years, but they finally managed to clone Anise 
Slywood.” 


“We don’t know if they have truly succeeded quite yet,” Gaivd 
corrected her. “After all, they may have simply managed to recreate 
her face. Though, in fact, wouldn’t that make it easier for the Holy See 
to control her? After all, they actually made Anise so well that they 
couldn’t control her in her later years.” 


Noir and Gavid knew the truth about Anise Slywood. These two were 
demonfolk who had lived for hundreds of years and were familiar 


with the Saints who had come before Anise. Although they had been 
grandiosely called Saints, the Saints who came before Anise were 
imperfect creations who could not live up to their name. 


The same went for the Saints who came after Anise as well. It was still 
unknown what method Yuras used to create the Saints, but it seemed 
that their method of producing Saints was imperfect. So far, there had 
been numerous Saint Candidates and full Saints, but among all of 
them, only Anise deserved to be called a Saint. 


“Tf she’s just a crude doll that was made to resemble Anise only in her 
face, then... hehe,” Noir finished with a snicker. “As you said, it 
would make it easier for the Holy See to use her. Because just by 
resembling Anise, she could act as a symbol for their zealotry.” 


“But as for the Hero,” Gavid muttered, still not sitting down. Instead, 
he stood with his back to the window and stared at Edmond as he 
gravely said, “Count Edmond, I am also quite appreciative of you, but 
the word Hero isn’t something that you should so easily bring up, even 
as a joke, as I hate just hearing that word.” 


“The same goes for me as well,” Noir agreed. “The word Hero... fufu. 
Just mentioning it reminds me of Vermouth of Despair.” 


The two still vividly remembered what had happened three hundred 
years ago. 


Among all of the countless demonfolk in Helmuth, these two were 
considered greater demonfolk who held supreme power. The two of 
them held the titles of Duke, so they were known as the Three Dukes 
along with Raizakia of the Dragon Demon Castle. After the war ended 
three hundred years ago, Noir Giabella and Gavid Lindman became 
the closest beings to the seat of Helmuth’s third Demon King. 


After the war had ended, numerous demonfolk had started scrambling 
to establish a new pecking order while proudly boasting of their battle 
merits, but not a single person had ever challenged Gavid and Noir. 
The two of them held a different status than the rest of the demonfolk. 
Even in the most recent territory war between Noir and Iris, Iris must 
have been desperately fighting to win, but to Noir, it was nothing 
more than light amusement to soothe the boredom of this long peace. 


The only thing that could make these two monsters sense the 
possibility of death was the battlefield from three hundred years ago. 
When the Great... No. 


Vermouth of Despair. 
Hamel of Extermination. 
Sienna of Calamity. 
Molon of Terror. 

Anise of Hell. 


Only their battle with these five individuals, who were so strong that 
they didn’t seem human, could make Gavid and Noir sense the 
possibility of death. The other high-ranking demons who had lived in 
that era, who had held a similar status to Gavid and Noir, had all been 
killed by the five of them. 


Vermouth Lionheart. He literally was Despair incarnate. Without even 
having to bring up the destruction in the shape of a sword that was 
the Moonlight Sword, Vermouth had made countless demonfolk feel 
despair just by existing. 


Hamel Dynas: he was the only one who could stand beside Vermouth 
and keep pace with him in battle, and in a certain sense, he caused the 
demonfolk to feel even more despair than Vermouth. While 
Vermouth’s sword would erase everything, Hamel’s sword would flood 
the battlefield with blood and gore. 


Sienna Merdien was the embodiment of Calamity itself. Her magic 
would create natural disasters that swept the entire battlefield. In the 
present, the magic of humans had developed so much that it was even 
possible for them to compete with the demonfolk, but that hadn’t been 
the case three hundred years ago. The high-ranking demonfolk had 
always regarded the magic of humans as insignificant and weak. 
However, Sienna’s magic was beyond the understanding of the 
demonfolk. Even in the current era, the reason human magic could 
now compete with the demonfolk was all thanks to Sienna having 
taken the magic of humans and completely reworking it. 


Molon Ruhr: he was a man who would refuse to retreat no matter how 
dire the battle got. The human who was more like an undead than the 
undead... even if his body was covered in blood and his limbs were 
blown off, he would always, always open up a way forward. Then he 
would penetrate his way into the center of the battlefield and turn the 
tide of the battle. The sight of him swinging his ax with one arm while 
his severed arm was held between his teeth had caused countless 
demonfolk to run away in terror. 


Anise Slywood was called a Saint by the humans, but to the 
demonfolk, her very existence was a living hell that could move on its 
own. Just like how black magic could be used to raise the undead, her 
miracles would forcibly resurrect any dying humans. If they had lost 
their will to fight through the pain and the fear, her miracles would 
quell those emotions and forcefully fill them with the energy to keep 
advancing. Her outstretched wings and the light pouring froth from 
her would purify any dark power and extinguish the demonfolk’s 
souls. 


Gavid and Noir were two of the rare few demons who had managed to 
survive facing those terrible humans. 


During the final stages of the war, Noir had repeatedly tried to break 
their spirits by infiltrating their dreams, but she had failed every time 
and had almost even died several times. 


Gavid had confronted Hamel and Sienna, who were out conducting 
reconnaissance, and had engaged them in battle. However, Gavid had 
actually ended up suffering an almost-fatal sword blow from Hamel 
and had been left with no choice but to retreat. 


“Do you really think I would say something like this just to upset the 
two of you?” Edmond asked with a wry smile as he stared at the soul 
in his hand. “This is the soul of a black wizard who had been invited 
to serve as an expert in magical techniques by the Divine Magic 
Department of the Holy See in Yuras. As Your Graces may already 
know, the Department of Divine Magic not only researches the 
repurposing and creation of miracles, but it also dabbles in black 
magic.” 


“That’s right. The world really has changed a lot. I never thought that 
a day would come when black wizards would be invited to the 


Vatican to serve as magic experts,” Gavid said with a sigh. 


Edmond nodded proudly, “That just shows how much the rights of 
black wizards have risen.” 


The Department of Divine Magic had been studying Soul Separation 
Magic. This magic involved transferring the soul of an individual into 
another body for quite some time, but such magic fell into the field of 
black magic. Since the Bishops involved in this research didn’t want to 
dabble in black magic themselves, they had no choice but to invite a 
black wizard from outside the country. 


Although there were a lot of black wizards in Aroth, most of the black 
wizards who lived there were members of the Black Tower of Magic. 
This might be stating the obvious, but the Bishops of the Faculty of 
Divine Magic didn’t want anyone to discover that they were inviting 
black wizards to collaborate in their research. As a result, the Bishops 
had to first search for freelance black wizards who didn’t belong to 
any group, then choose a black wizard from among the countless 
black wizards in Helmuth known to have both skills and a good 
reputation. Then after signing a confidentiality contract, they would 
finally bring him to their Department of Divine Magic. 


“Were you the one who sent him to infiltrate them?” Gavid asked 
curiously. 


“Yes,” Edmund confirmed. “Even a confidentiality contract could only 
serve as a guarantee while he was alive.” 


In fact, this wasn’t really the case. Usually, even if he died and his soul 
was harvested, he would still be bound by the contract as he was 
during his lifetime. However, if it was a black wizard of Edmond’s 
level, they could destroy a soul that was bound by a contract and read 
their past memories. 


Edmond revealed, “This guy was killed by the Commander of the 
Knights of the Blood Cross, Raphael Martinez.” 


“Haha... that bratty paladin?” Noir giggled with a smile. 


Edmond shrugged and continued talking, “According to the memories 


that I read, it wasn’t just this guy. Most priests belonging to the 
Forbidden Department of the Department of Divine Magic were 
decapitated by the Crusader’s sword. All of the black magic that was 
being stored away and studied there was also obliterated completely.” 


“And so?” Gavid prompted. 


“The Crusader threw the head of Pietro, the Chief of the Department 
of Divine Magic, at their feet. He told them that Pietro’s execution was 
punishment for the crime of blasphemy. All the priests of the 
Forbidden Department were beheaded for the same crime,” Edmond 
calmly reported. 


After hearing that even a Cardinal had died, Noir’s laughter faded 
away. Gavid’s eyes also settled into a freezing cold gaze as he stared at 
Edmond. 


“As Your Graces may be aware, every generation of Popes and 
Cardinals have faked being Agents of the Light by having their 
Stigmata engraved onto their bodies. Even though the Cardinal was 
executed for blasphemy, there have been no announcements from the 
Vatican. And the Saint Candidate, Kristina Rogeris, was seen observing 
the situation at the execution site of the members of the Forbidden 
Department. The circumstances suggest that Saint Candidate Kristina 
was also present during Pietro’s execution,” Edmond surmised. 


“Hm...,” Gavid was lost in thought as he stroked his chin. “It doesn’t 
seem like Pope Aeuryus was the one who ordered the execution.” 


“There’s another interesting fact,” Edmond added with a bright grin. 
“Eugene Lionheart entered Yuras a few days before the executions 
took place. It’s already widely known that the Young Lion was also 
accompanied by the Saint Candidate when he went to Samar.” 


“Their search for Sienna Merdein,” Noir said with another giggle of 
laughter. “So it seems that the target of their search wasn’t the only 
reason the Saint Candidate was hanging around him. The Holy Sword 
that had been buried in the Lionheart clan’s treasure vault must have 
finally chosen a new owner after three hundred years... Ahahaha! 
Indeed, this really is interesting news. So this means that kid wasn’t 
just entrusted with Akasha by Sienna; he’s also the master of the Holy 
Sword?” 


Gavid began speaking, “In the present, Kristina Rogeris is Yuras’ sole 
Saint Candidate... and yesterday was even Anise Slywood’s feast day. 
With Eugene Lionheart also arriving in Yuras at such a time, I don’t 
believe it was a mere coincidence that there would be such an 
outbreak of bloodshed, starting with Pietro, in the Holy See.” 


“So what does this mean for us?” Noir asked as she turned to look at 
Gavid with a bright smile. 


Gavid silently stood there with his back to the window. Seeing such a 
sight, Noir felt a thrill run down her spine. It had been three hundred 
years since the war ended. Even Gavid Lindman, who was once called 
the Blade of Incarceration and the Slayer, had been extremely 
softened by this peace. 


However... 


For demonfolk, three hundred years wasn’t necessarily all that long a 
timeframe. The fundamental nature of demonfolk would never 
change. Nevertheless, the era had changed, and the Demon King no 
longer desired a war, so Gavid had simply created a mask that was 
more suitable for this peaceful era and had disguised himself behind 
it. 


And Noir had just seen the mask worn by her old friend and comrade 
shake. 


“Tt seems that he really can’t be underestimated,” Gavid eventually 
murmured. 


Cracrack. 


As his thumb tightened over his index finger, there was the sound of 
knuckles cracking. 


“From what the people are saying, Eugene Lionheart is so exceptional 
that he’s been called the Second Coming of Vermouth,” Edmond spoke 


up. 


“T don’t know if he really has the raw potential to be compared to 
Vermouth, but... fufu, he certainly is exceptional, isn’t he?” Noir 


remarked with a giggle. “Without even needing to talk about his skill 
in martial arts, even if it was with a handicap, he was still able to 
defeat the Eighth-Circle Green Tower Master in a duel.” 


“That’s even more reason why we can’t underestimate him,” insisted 
Gavid. “If even the Holy Sword has recognized the Young Lion, then 
he can truly be considered the Second Coming of Vermouth.” 


“So what?” Noir asked challengingly. “What do you propose to do, 
Duke Gavid? Will you make a move yourself and step on the head of a 
young man who’s rapidly climbing to the top? Or perhaps you intend 
to send one of the sword-demons in your service?” 


“Ts that really necessary?” Gavid asked with a twisted smile. “If he 
really is a Hero who has been recognized by the Holy Sword... if he 
performs the duty of a Hero like his ancestor did, that wouldn’t be 
such a bad thing, right?” 


Noir burst into laughter, “Ahahaha...!” 


“Though, of course, the Demon King of Incarceration might decide to 
erase this Hero who threatens the Oath and the peace it brings,” Gavid 
added cautiously. “In fact, in Nahama, the Demon King did warn the 
Young Lion and the kingdoms of the Continent to be wary of 
destroying the Oath and this era of peace. So if the Demon King of 
Incarceration does want to preserve this peace, then as his sword, I 
will gladly take the Young Lion’s throat. However, if he should remain 
silent...” 


Gavid slowly raised his head to look up at the ceiling. The conference 
room they were now in was located on the ninetieth floor of Babel. 
This entire floor, not just this meeting room, served as Gavid’s office. 


Yet even as a Duke, Gavid was restricted from entering the higher 
floors, starting from the ninety-first floor, as he pleased. The floors 
from the ninety-first to the ninety-ninth existed solely for the purposes 
of the Demon King, and it was only possible to ascend to these upper 
floors when they were summoned by the Demon King of 
Incarceration. 


“As for me, I will gladly respect whatever decision he makes. And you, 


Duke Noir, will that satisfy you as well?” Gavid addressed Noir 
seriously. 


“Well, so-so,” Noir muttered with a frustrated sigh. “I hope that the 
Young Lion doesn’t run amok due to the hotbloodedness of youth. But, 
in order to accomplish what his ancestor failed to do, I hope he does 
manage to start a war by raising the Holy Sword.” 


“Although it’s a tragedy for this peace to end, but... if war truly does 
break out, the Demon King of Incarceration will never show the 
humans the same mercy as he did three hundred years ago,” Gavid 
said as his head turned to the side. “Edmond, has Eugene Lionheart 
ever had any interactions with Balzac Ludbeth while he was studying 
abroad in Aroth? You're close friends with Balzac, so I just thought 
you might have heard some interesting news.” 


“T’ve heard that he was born with a genius talent for wizardry as well. 
Also... it’s said that he hates black wizards to the point where it’s 
almost abnormal,” Edmond reported. 


“And what have you heard from Amelia?” Gavid asked once more. 


“She said that that brat broke her pet, so one day, she’s going to tear 
him to pieces. Unfortunately, I wasn’t able to hear the full details of 
what transpired from her,” Edmond confessed. 


“Is that so,” Gavid mused, then relaxed his clenched hands and 
continued speaking. “Before deciding on how we should treat Eugene 
Lionheart, I think it would be worthwhile to take a closer look at 
him.” 


Noir cocked an eyebrow, “Youw’re not intending to head to the 
Lionheart clan by yourself, are you?” 


“T will not,” Gavid firmly denied. “But I’ve heard that the nations of 
the continent intend to unite and hold a festival called the Knight 
March in the Ruhr territory next year.” 


Noir giggled, “Heehee... But they’re not going to allow just anyone to 
participate, are they?” 


“T’ve heard that as long as they’re on the list of approved knightly 
orders and mercenary companies, they will allow anyone to 
participate. Of course, the humans intended to limit these 
qualifications to the countries on their continent, but... who knows. If 
I, the Duke of Helmuth, lead my knightly order to go looking for 
them... let’s see if they dare to chase me out,” Gavid snorted. 


Naturally, Gavid was also aware of the purpose behind organizing this 
Knight March. It was all because of the warning that the Demon King 
of Incarceration had delivered through Eugene Lionheart. But these 
arrogant and rude humans, instead of heeding the warning and taking 
care not to cross them, had decided to gather the knights and 
mercenaries from all over the world to stand in Helmuth’s way. 


‘How foolishly arrogant,’ was Gavid’s sincere opinion of them. 


“To think that Eugene Lionheart is the hero... fufu,” Noir chuckled. 
“What kind of expression would Iris make if she knew the truth? That 
stupid woman. The Hero she so resents as having been her father’s 
enemy was right in front of her eyes, but she didn’t even recognize 
him and even failed at taking him hostage.” 


“Have you heard the rumors about her?” Edmond inquired. 


“Of course, I’ve heard them. They say she’s engaging in piracy within 
Shimuin’s territorial waters, right? With a pirate flag of a black skull 
that has pointy ears sticking out of it, they’re plundering trade ships 
while claiming to be the Pirates of Fury, aren’t they?” Noir licked her 
lips as she said this, recalling how Iris had kicked and struggled while 
she held her down. “See, didn’t I do well not to kill her? Does that 
idiot truly believe that by raising funds as a pirate, she will really be 
able to increase her own strength?” 


“You seem to be investing a lot of time in her,” Edmond responded 
with a smile. 


Noir suddenly recalled something, “Oooh, that’s right? You’ve been 
interacting with the Kochilla tribe in Samar, haven’t you?” 


“Even they have been victimized by Lady Iris’ pirate ship several 
times,” Edmond confirmed. “In the process, even the elves who were 


being transported as sacrifices were stolen away.” 


“Really?” Noir reacted with surprise. “Are you saying that Iris’ piracy 
isn’t entirely pointless? What about your search for the Word Tree and 
Sienna? Has there been any progress?” 


“Unfortunately... there has been no progress,” Edmond admitted. 


Noir just nodded, “As expected. Since we couldn’t find anything after 
searching for two hundred years, there’s no way we would find 
something at this point.” 


Edmond gave an excuse, “There have also been several difficulties that 
cropped up during the search. It seems that the other Great Tribes, 
like the Zoran tribe, have been strongly suppressing the Kochilla.” 


“Can’t you just get rid of that?” Noir said dismissively. “How much of 
a problem can they even be? No matter how many of the natives of 
the Samar are killed, it won’t matter to the peace of the continent.” 


Edmond hesitated, “Well, even if it is annoying, it’s still at a level that 
can be ignored.” 


“Heehee,” Noir giggled as she stared at Edmond with eyes sparkling 
like stars. “Edmond, though I’m curious to see what it is that you’re 
plotting, I won’t ask. If I find out in advance, it won’t be as 
entertaining when the fun actually starts.” 


“T’m not actually trying to hide it, but...,” Edmond trailed off. 


“T know, I know. That’s why I’ve said that I won’t ask any more 
questions,” Noir said, waving her hands to silence him as she hopped 
off the table. “More importantly, Duke Gavid, doesn’t our Loyalty 
need to increase the number of members as well? The young master of 
the Dragon Demon Castle isn’t in a position to attend our meetings, let 
alone have the intention to do so. Balzac Ludbeth and Amelia Merwin 
aren’t even in Helmuth either.” 


“Are there any nobles who you would like to recommend?” Gavid 
asked her in response. 


“Are you familiar with Count Karad, the lord of the Ruol fief right 
next to the Dragon Demon Castle?” 


“T’ve heard that he’s a young demonfolk with quite decent skills and 
resourcefulness. What’s his race?” 


“He’s a Giant Demon who has the mixed blood of the Giant. But well, 
I'll take care of his size, so he won’t bang his head on the ceiling if he 
comes here,” Noir generously offered. 


“T was wondering why you mentioned his name... You’re trying to 
tempt Count Karad into invading the territory of the Dragon Demon 
Castle, aren’t you?” Gavid asked suspiciously. 


“No way. How could I do that? He’s just someone I remember because 
I thought it was cute to see how much attention and ambition he’s 
showing towards the Dragon Demon Castle,” Noir said with a giggle as 
she walked over to Gavid’s side. “If not him, then how about Jagon? 
That maniac killed his own father, Oberon, by tearing his throat out 
with his teeth. He might not have any class, but at least his strength is 
certain, right?” 


“Tf it’s Jagon, we can consider making him a member,” Gavid agreed. 
“Though that means we'll need to instill some etiquette into him.” 


“Your sights really are set far too high, Duke Gavid... Hmmm, then 
what about them?” Noir asked with a broad smile as she pointed out 
the glass window. 


The two men’s eyes turned to see the night sky of Pandemonium, 
where hundreds of Air-Fish were floating around. Slightly below their 
level, large holographic screens were also floating in the air. Among 
all these screens, the one that Noir pointed to showed a cutely dressed 
succubus idol group in the middle of a dance. 


Noir introduced them, “Those are the Dream Girls who’ve recently 
debuted under Giabella Celebrity Management. In just the first week 
of their debut, they’ve already reached the number-one slot in 
Pandemonium’s album sales. They’re cute, aren’t they? Those are the 
children I’ve raised.” 


Gavid kept his silence. 


Noir tilted her head, “Could it be that Duke Gavid prefers sexy over 
cute? There’s also a senior group to theirs that’s called the Dream 
Rose. They’re in the third place on Pandemonium’s cumulative album 
sales—” 


“Stop,” Gavid interrupted her. 
“Perhaps you prefer incubi over succubi? We also have boy groups—” 
“T said stop talking.” 


While holding back his distraught emotions, Gavid looked away from 
the holograms and raised his head. However, through the window, the 
Giabella Face was smiling mechanically at him... 


Ignoring Gavid’s request, Noir continued, “I’m also thinking of 
releasing an album.” 


Gavid squeezed his eyes shut, unwilling to keep listening any longer. 


Chapter 208 
The Dark Room (1) 


Ciel Lionheart glared at the corner of the drill hall with dull eyes. 
There stood Auxiliary Bishop Kristina, who had arrived several days 
ago as a guest of the Lionheart family. 


Since the competition against the White Dragon Knights, the Knights 
of the Black Lion were brimming with motivation and training nearly 
every single day. While sparring, it was common to hold back one’s 
skills in consideration of the opponent, such that they weren’t injured. 
While this method worked to diminish the injuries, it didn’t serve the 
actual purpose of the spars — to improve one’s skills and techniques. 
Thus, the Knights of the Black Lion held mock battles while allowing 
the knights to barely skim over their opponents with their weapons. 


As a result, quite a few knights were injured each day. Although most 
knights managed to avoid fatal injuries due to their excellent skills, it 
was pretty common for blades to leave light grazes on the skin. 


Naturally, the Lionheart family possessed a variety of treatment 
methods befitting their family name. Even without a high-ranking 
priest, they had numerous types of potions they provided to their 
knights, and academically qualified medical staff with a plethora of 
experience were always on standby to treat anyone. 


In addition, the Lionheart family made sure to always give large 
donations to the temple in the capital in case of any emergencies. It 
ensured that a high-ranking priest could always be mobilized if any 
accidents occurred that required divine magic. 


In truth, little cuts did not warrant doctors, priests, or any potions. 
Those belonging to the Knights of Black Lion were as resilient as they 
were strong. They would recover from most wounds unless their 
organs were crushed or their bones were broken. The knights 
themselves knew this, so they did not care about minor, surface-level 
injuries. 


Even so, the same knights were lined up in front of Kristina with their 
extremely minor injuries. It wasn’t that Ciel failed to understand their 
train of thought. It wasn’t as if the healer was a simple priest. She was 
the only Saint Candidate in the Holy Empire of Yuras. 


‘If there is only one candidate, couldn’t they just call her the Saintess?’ 


Whatever the case, she wasn’t an ordinary priest, and although none 
of Lionheart’s knights were devout believers baptized in the Religion 
of Light, it wasn’t as if they were skeptics who doubted the existence 
of the God of Light. It was undeniable that the God of Light was an 
existence that granted the believers the power to create miracles and 
was revered by countless people. Therefore, it was only natural for the 
knights to want to personally experience the miracle of the Saintess 
Candidate at least once. 


“T don’t like it,” grumbled Ciel. 


“Neither do I,” agreed Mer. She fervently licked the lollipop she 
obtained from Ancilla’s room earlier, but her cutting gaze never left 
Kristina. 


So what exactly did they not like? 


On the one hand, Mer knew the truth about Kristina, so she knew it 
couldn’t be helped, while on the other hand, Ciel did not know the 
truth about Kristina. So she wasn’t aware that Kristina’s smile, which 
looked unshakeable, was only a mask and that all her pretense was a 
result derived from a miserable past. She didn’t know what Eugene 
had been up to in the Holy Empire the last few days, nor did she know 
anything about the Fount of Light or that inside Kristina Rogeris 
resided the soul of Anise the Faithful from 300 years ago. 


But there was one thing she did know. Eugene had departed for Yuras 
immediately after receiving a letter. And although she didn’t know 
exactly what he had done there, it just so happened that the most 
spectacular and magnificent festival celebrating the birth of Anise the 
Faithful had overlapped with the days of his absence. Also, Eugene 
had returned with Auxilary Bishop Kristina promptly after the festival 
ended. 


And what was the reason he gave? To cure an incurable disease 
inflicting the elves. Ciel liked the elves of the forest, and she felt truly 
sorry for those who were running out of time due to the Demonic 
Disease. Hence, it was convincing enough that Kristian Rogeris, the 
Auxilary Bishop of Alarte and the sole Saintess Candidate, was staying 
at the Lionheart family’s main house to treat the elves. 


However... something about her just didn’t appeal to Ciel. She noticed 
that Kristina spent her days treating the knights when they had 
finished their training, then headed straight into the forest at sunset. 
Was it really to treat the elves? It certainly looked like it, but... 
strangely enough, Ciel saw Kristina spending more time with Eugene 
than with the elves. It wasn’t as though the two were doing something 
special together. 


From her time sneaking, no, observing the two people, Ciel noticed 
that when Eugene was meditating in the middle of the forest, Kristina 
would sit a few steps away and stare at Eugene with a faint smile. 
That was all. Even when Eugene finished meditating and proceeded to 
train his body, Kristina would watch from a distance so she wouldn’t 
interfere with his training, but still with the same faint smile. 


Ciel glared at Kristina in the distance with squinting eyes. Kristina had 
a faint smile as she treated the knights with divine magic. However, 
her smile differed from the one that hung on her lips when she was 
with Eugene in the forest. 


Kristina’s smile was definitely different from when she ran into Eugene 
earlier in the hallway of the mansion, when she greeted him, saying, 
‘Sir Eugene, do you have anything special planned for today?’ and when 
she asked, ‘Sir Eugene, why don’t we eat together today?’. 


Her current smile was also different from when she asked, ‘Sir Eugene, 
how did you sleep? What will you do for breakfast? Ahh... at the family 
table with the rest of the Lionheart family? Then I guess I will have to sit at 
a different table. Please eat with me next time.’ 


“Lady Ciel?” Dezra called out while returning from training in the 
forest, spotting the backsides of Ciel and Mer. The two had never 
seemed to get along well, so what were they doing hiding behind the 
pillar together? What on earth was responsible for the sparks in their 
eyes? Dezra approached Ciel out of pure curiosity. 


“Oi, oi, Dezra, don’t do it. Just go...!” The voice belonged to Cyan. He 
had called out from the third-floor window of the mansion as quietly 
as possible. He had been looking down at the drill hall while hunching 
behind the window. However, he failed to stray Dezra from her path. 


But it wasn’t because she had not heard his voice. Rather, she had 
heard him but couldn’t understand why she had to stop walking. She 
was approaching the two out of curiosity, so what was wrong with 
that? 


“Lady Ciel, what are you doing over there? Are you spying on 
Auxilary Bishop Kristina?” said Dezra. Cyan’s face turned a shade 
whiter when he heard the question. He quickly closed the window and 
even drew the curtains, losing all courage to continue watching. 


“You stupid pig...!” 


Thus began Ciel’s curses. 


Four people were seated in the spacious office of the family head: 
Gilead Lionheart, Gion Lionheart, Carmen Lionheart, and Eugene 
Lionheart. Of the three seated across Eugene, Gion looked the most 
shocked. It took him quite some time to realize that his jaw was 
practically touching the floor as he stared in astonishment, and when 
he did come to the realization, he promptly closed his mouth. He then 
took a moment to digest what he had just heard. It wasn’t that he 
failed to comprehend the literal words, but it was hard for him to fully 
understand. 


“Hahaha!” So Gion chose to laugh instead. He laughed briefly, then 
shrugged with a sigh. “This makes me look crummy,” said Gion. 


He was born the youngest of three brothers. The eldest brother had 
cared for his younger brothers since childhood, and he was born with 
the character and qualities suitable for the eldest son. His second 
brother was warm and generous. He neither possessed the ambition to 
compete with his older brother nor the characteristics that qualified 
him to do so. The youngest brother, Gion, was born with all his 
brothers' advantageous and disadvantageous qualities. He was 


endowed with talent sufficient to compete with his eldest brother, and 
he was a man of unblemished character. Simultaneously, he was 
humble and generous. 


In short, he was a genius. Just like Gilead, Gion had been praised as a 
genius since he was a young child, though he never acted arrogant. 
Moreover, after forfeiting his claim to the spot of the family head, he 
was given the opportunity to live freely. So he wielded his sword as he 
wished, wandering around many different countries. 


He first swung a sword at the age of seven, and after training for 
thirty years, he barely managed to reach the Sixth Star of the White 
Flame Formula. It was similar for Gilead and Carmen as well. Both 
had dedicated a good portion of their lives to the sword. 


“When you suddenly called for me, I naturally assumed it was to 
celebrate me becoming the captain of the Fifth Division,” said Gion. 


“That is definitely something to celebrate, Gion, but it was only a 
matter of course. It wasn’t a surprise either,” answered Carmen with a 
dry cigar in her mouth. The thick cigar hung at an exquisite angle on 
Carmen’s lips, neither too tilted nor pronounced. Now, this was a truly 
remarkable feat, thought Eugene. 


Gilead chimed in, “However, it’s certainly surprising that he managed 
to reach the Sixth Star of the White Flame Formula at the age of 
twenty.” 


“You say twenty,” said Gion while shaking his head with a 
flabbergasted expression. “Eugene has only been training in the White 
Flame Formula for seven years.” Even now, he still remembered the 
events as clearly as daylight. After the Bloodline Continuation 
Ceremony, when Eugene was adopted into the main family, Gion had 
guided Eugene to the Leyline deep within the forest. Eugene first 
resonated with mana there and was guided in the White Flame 
Formula. 


Who could believe it? Thirteen years old was already slightly late to 
learn to control mana. Even though the Leyline’s mana was incredibly 
dense, Eugene had immediately sensed mana upon sitting down and 
succeeded in manipulating it. Then, as soon as he was taught the 
White Flame Formula by Gion, he succeeded in wielding it without 


any help. 


“T thought everyone was well aware that he’s a monstrous genius,” 
snorted Carmen while placing down her cigar. She and Gilead had 
been informed of Eugene’s accomplishment a few days ago. She had 
been sufficiently surprised then, so she could maintain her composure 
now. 


“Of course, but it’s still hard to believe,” responded Gion before 
clearing his throat. Presently, there were only three people in the 
Lionheart family who had managed to reach the Sixth Star of the 
White Flame Formula: the family head, Gilead, the captain of the Fifth 
Division of the Black Lion Knights, Gion, and Eugene. Carmen was the 
only one who had broken through the ceiling and reached the Seventh 
Star. The entry to the Sixth Star of the White Flame Formula was an 
incredibly difficult feat. Even Klein, Carmen’s younger brother and 
elder of the family, was stuck at five Stars. 


“Have you already explained the changes that come after reaching the 
Sixth Star?” 


“Yes,” answered Gilead in a calm voice before raising his head. 
Fwoosh. 


A white flame enveloped Gilead’s body. He operated the White Flame 
Formula and directed the flame with the tip of his finger. However, 
the appearance of the flame was slightly different from what was 
commonly seen with the White Flame Formula. The tip of the 
flickering flame was sharp like an awl, but it also flared like a curved 
blade. 


The White Flame Formula underwent a tremendous change after the 
Sixth Star. Just as Eugene had guessed, the White Flame Formula 
synchronized with one’s numerous experiences and battles. No, to be 
more precise, the White Flame Formula assimilated with the user 
himself. 


Gilead’s White Flame Formula gave off the appearance of many blades 
surrounding his body rather than actual flames. Although the flames 
were created from mana that was refined to the limit, as soon as 


Gilead willed it, the sharp flame would immediately transform into 
blades of white flame. 


“This is wholly my own flame,” muttered Gilead with a bitter grin. 


Come to think of it, Eugene had never been taught anything special or 
grandiose by Gilead. The same was true for Cyan and Ciel. Although 
Carmen always took Ciel around and watched over her training, she 
had never taught her any special skills. The only thing the seniors 
taught the children in terms of being a Lionheart was the White Flame 
Formula. Although the children were taught how to utilize their 
weapons, how to fight, and many other things, such lessons could be 
learned from outside the Lionheart family as well. 


Eugene was taught the secret art of the Empty Sword by Alchester, 
someone from outside the family. Unfortunately, however, the 
Lionheart family had no such secret arts... 


“Tt can’t be helped,” Gion said with a sigh before activating his own 
White Flame Formula. His flame possessed the opposite temperament 
to Gilead. If Gilead’s flame was a sharp blade, Gion’s flame felt like a 
flowing wave. The flame was clearly optimized only for Gion and 
incorporated his tendencies and habits. 


To put it really simply, they were all changing the nature of the mana 
that was forming their flame. It was possible for Eugene to imitate 
their flames, but even he could not replicate the possibilities 
contained within their flames. Thus, the Lionheart family couldn't 
possess a special art or a technique like the Empty Sword. 


“The sword will always reflect the nature of its wielder. The White 
Flame Formula melts and integrates one’s nature into the flame. When 
one reaches the Sixth Star, their flame will change accordingly. But if 
anyone becomes aware of this truth before they reach the Sixth Star, 
they will be conscious of this fact from a young age.” 


“Tt cannot be said to be unconditionally bad, but one may end up 
insisting on clothes that don’t fit their body while pursuing false 
images of themselves,” continued Carmen, striking the air with her 
gloved fist. Her flame wasn’t big, but the mana that constituted her 
flame was incredibly dense. It was clear that the power contained 
within her flame was much greater than what appeared on the 


surface. 


“That is why the truth is hidden. It allows one to pursue their own art 
while growing stronger, without being conscious of it.” 


Eugene silently watched the flames of the three people for a while, 
then activated his own White Flame Formula. The Stars in his heart 
started to spin, and his flame spurred fiercely. However, his flame was 
much bigger and brighter than the flames of the three. At the same 
time, it threatened to devour anyone who dared to venture too close 
to it. 


“As expected,” commented Gion with a bitter smile. 
Fwoosh. 


He extinguished his own flame before shaking his head. “Now I 
understand why you summoned me as well, brother.” 


“Tt’s impossible to eyeball it,” murmured Carmen. Eugene 
extinguished his own flame as well while listening to their 
conversation. 


“T haven’t really heard all the details yet,” said Eugene. He had been 
half-expecting them to throw a celebratory party now that he reached 
the Sixth Star. Still, after hearing the news and seeing his flame, 
Gilead and Carmen revealed an unprovoked tension instead of 
celebrating. 


“Do you know about the basement of the main house?” asked Gilead. 


“Yes. There’s a food storage in the basement, right? The servants’ 
quarters are also there, and deeper down... is the treasure room,” 
Eugene answered. 


“Even deeper than that,” asked Gilead. It was difficult for Eugene to 
understand what he was talking about. As such, he remained silent 
while staring at Gilead. 


After a while, Gilead continued. “In the deep underground of the main 


house, there is a room known as the Dark Room.” 
“The Dark Room?” asked Eugene. 


“Like the Leyline of the forest, it is a legacy left by the Great Founder 
for future generations. It is also one of the reasons why the direct line 
had to stay in the same location for 300 years...” said Gilead. 


“To put it simply, it’s like this,” Carmen interrupted Gilead and 
continued on his behalf. “Eugene Lionheart.” 


“Yes,” he answered. 

“Today, you must destroy a world,” she said. 
“What?” 

“To be born anew.” 


Was this conversation really necessary? Eugene seriously pondered. 
Wasn’t Carmen just talking to herself? But that didn’t seem to be the 
case, judging by the solemn expressions on Gilead and Gion’s faces. 


“Um... So... I will break a mirror... or an egg?” asked Eugene. 


“What on earth are you talking about? This is not the time to be 
joking around,” Carmen rebuked Eugene with a grave expression. 


‘Motherf... ’ 
Eugene’s eyebrows immediately scrunched up with irritation. 


“There’s nothing to think hard about,” said Carmen before raising her 
finger toward Eugene. “You will enter the Dark Room, reflect on 
yourself, kill yourself, and be born anew.” 


What was there not to think hard about...? Eugene couldn’t 
understand what Carmen was saying at all. 


Chapter 209 
The Dark Room (2) 


Located in the deep underground of the Lionheart mansion was a 
secret room open only to descendants of the Lionheart family who had 
reached the Sixth Star of the White Flame Formula. 


It was a place known as the Dark Room. Carmen had called it a place 
to destroy a world, to reflect on oneself, and to be born anew after 
killing oneself. Eugene had to wonder what kind of nonsense she was 
spouting, but he came to a better understanding after hearing Gion 
and Gilead’s following words. 


“Are you saying this is a place where I face my apparition?” asked 
Eugene. 


“To put it simply, yes,” answered Gion, scratching his chin. “Though I 
don’t know if it’s... appropriate to call it an apparition.” 


“Tt’s like looking in the mirror, right?” 


“Well, I don’t think it was quite the same as looking at a mirror. Ina 
sense, the phantom I faced in the Dark Room was ahead of me.” 


Gion, Carmen, and Gilead all gave slightly different explanations since 
what one saw in the Dark Room was purely dependent on oneself. 


“Even their... appearance was different. So even though the projection 
was my own, I didn’t necessarily think it was me of the present 
moment.” 


“They felt immature at first,” muttered Gilead. “But that was only true 
at the beginning. Once you begin to understand your opponent and 
attempt to cross blades with them, the undeveloped version of me in 
the Dark Room changes. It changes to the current version of yourself, 
followed by an improved version.” 


“But that’s not only true for warriors,” Carmen said while crossing her 
legs and grabbing the cigar between her fingers. “No matter how good 
a person is at objectifying him or herself, everyone imagines an ideal 
version of themselves. Someone who is slightly faster and slightly 
stronger. Someone capable of doing something impossible for your 
current self.” 


The Dark Room projected the ideal self. Although it didn’t imbue 
anyone with any actual significant changes, it would project a 
superior version of oneself. 


“The Dark Room is a place where you face such a version of yourself 
to train. In a way, it’s a very harsh place,” said Gilead with a wry 
smile before looking back at Carmen. “Neither Gion nor I succeeded in 
overcoming the ordeal of the Dark Room at first. As a result, we ended 
up causing a lot of trouble for Lady Carmen and the elder of the 
former generation.” 


If one fell to the phantom of the Dark Room, their body would be 
taken over by the phantom. However, the phantom possessed no ego, 
nor would one lose control of their body for life. According to 
previous cases, the phantom would only have possession of one’s body 
for half a day at most. However, losing control of one’s body for half a 
day could still result in catastrophic results, so it was required for 
those who had already overcome the trial of the Dark Room to keep 
watch at the entrance. 


“Tt was pretty tough back then, and I think it’ll be even worse this 
time around,” said Carmen. 


It was understandable. Gilead, Gion, and Carmen were well aware of 
Eugene’s strength. He couldn’t be thought of only in terms of the 
White Flame Formula. The image of Eugene fighting against Iris was 
still vivid in Carmen’s memories. Gion and Gilead also knew well how 
powerful Eugene was. They had seen Eugene since he was young and 
had acknowledged from the bottom of their hearts that Eugene might 
even exceed them in some ways. Moreover, now that he had reached 
the Sixth Star of the White Flame Formula, if, by chance, Eugene lost 
to his phantom, it would be an arduous task to subdue him. 


“An ideal version of me,” whispered Eugene before sinking deep into 
thought. Indeed, the phantom of the Dark Room presented a troubling 


issue for Eugene as well. It was very simple for Eugene to imagine an 
ideal version of himself. Since he had memories of his past life, he 
knew he had yet to catch up to his past as Hamel, though he was 
quickly growing stronger after being reborn. 


‘Can I beat it?’ He contemplated it with only logic and reason. ‘If I use 
Ignition and the Empty Sword, for a moment, I should be able to overpower 
it since this body is capable of handling their use. However, if I fail to win 
at that moment, then I will lose.’ 


After coming to a conclusion, Eugene raised his head. 
“Can I bring in weapons?” he asked. 


“No,” Carmen answered immediately. “You will enter the Dark Room 
with your bare body, but you won’t need to worry about not having a 
weapon. The moment your phantom appears, your weapons will 
already be in your hands.” 


He had been hoping to cover his shortfall with the weapons he had 
never possessed in his past life, but it had been a futile thought. 


“What if I conjure up a version of myself so strong that it’s impossible 
for me to win?” asked Eugene. 


“The Great Founder has left us, his descendants, with an ordeal that is 
definitely possible to overcome,” answered Carmen. She secretly 
winked at Eugene before continuing. “I imagined myself as a dragon 
before entering the Dark Room, but I didn’t actually come to face a 
dragon. The phantom I saw then... was just slightly stronger than I 
was back then.” 


It made sense. If the phantom was as strong as one’s imagination, it 
would definitely be impossible to overcome for some. Eugene noticed 
that Carmen had emphasized the word dragon and continued to wink 
at him, but he simply ignored her. 


“And you don’t only come to face your phantom in the Dark Room,” 
said Gilead with a smirk. “I’ve yet to come that close to dying, but... 
once you enter the Dark Room, what you experience before you face 
your phantom... I think it is similar to how your life might flash 


before your eyes before you die.” 
“How your life... might flash before you?” asked Eugene in confusion. 


“That’s right. The things you experienced while living as a man will 
flash before your eyes. Perhaps that is also the magic of the Great 
Founder. Your phantom emerges from the past you have experienced,” 
Gilead explained in more detail. 


The Great Vermouth had been both a brilliant warrior and a 
distinguished wizard. In some ways, his magic had been on par with 
Sienna, and even Sienna had recognized this fact. 


“What happens if I defeat the phantom?” asked Eugene. 


“The White Flame Formula will change,” muttered Gion. “Not to say 
that your current White Flame Formula is unstable, but once you 
defeat your phantom in the Dark Room... You should feel a 
remarkable change.” 


But none of the three could give an exact explanation of the changes 
Eugene would undergo with his White Flame Formula. The Sixth Star 
of the White Flame Formula formed a flame that was different from 
before, a flame that was completely tailored to oneself. It was 
impossible to imagine what kind of changes the flame would bring 
after overcoming the Dark Room. 


“T understand,” said Eugene before standing up. “I have nothing else 
to prepare. In that case, may I head there right now?” 


“Tt sure is good to be young,” commented Gion before following suit. 
“If you happen to lose, I will definitely make sure to stop you, so don’t 
worry too much.” 


“Even if you lose, you can try again until you win. Well, as long as 
you don’t become disheartened and lose the will to fight along the 
way,” said Carmen while stealing a glance at Gion. 


Gion cleared his throat with an embarrassed expression before 
responding. “But it’s definitely possible to be disheartened if you find 
yourself helpless against your opponent.” 


“The more familiar you are with victory and are far from defeat, the 
easier it is to break your heart... Eugene, the Blood Lion, that’s why I 
am slightly worried about you. You are a genius ignorant of defeat 
since a young age,” said Carmen. 


“Can I be honest with you? I feel more bothered that you call me the 
Blood Lion than defeat, Lady Carmen,” responded Eugene. 


“How come? Don’t you feel more motivated? I didn’t have a cool 
nickname like that when I was your age. Of course, now I’m known as 
the Silver Lion, which is much, much cooler than Blood Lion,” said 
Carmen with a satisfied smile. She looked genuinely proud of her 
nickname. 


Eugene disregarded her and took off the Cloak of Darkness. He 
contemplated for a moment whether it would be better to let Mer or 
Kristina know before heading to the Dark Room, but he didn’t come to 
find it necessary. He didn’t know how long it would take for him to 
overcome the Dark Room. Eugene wasn’t arrogant. He didn’t dare 
assume he would clear the Dark Room in a single attempt. 


‘It’s good that it doesn’t matter how many times I fail. It means that I can 
attempt it over and over again.’ 


He had no idea how the trial would change the White Flame Formula, 
but apart from that, Eugene liked the idea of reflecting and 
overcoming himself. The phantom he would come to face in the Dark 
Room would be stronger than his current self, but not to an absurd 
degree. Carmen had imagined herself as a dragon, but she had not 
faced such a creature. As such, Eugene imagined that the phantom 
was a realization of a possibility. In other words, it was probable that 
the phantom would be himself in the future, a form embodying the 
possibilities and ideals derived from his current self. Eugene’s heart 
fluttered at the thought of facing such an opponent, even if it was 
simply an illusion. 


o 


‘Perhaps... 


Why had Vermouth created such a bothersome thing for his 
descendants? Was it to train future generations? Perhaps, but... No, 
Eugene stopped himself from thinking useless things. 


Gilead, Gion, and Carmen took the lead and headed to the treasure 
vault underground. Eugene followed them while holding his cloak. It 
was the first time he was visiting the treasure vault since he pulled out 
the Holy Sword. Once the lion on the doorknob of the room devoured 
Gilead’s blood, the door opened. 


The weapons that Vermouth once used were no longer here. The Holy 
Sword Altair, the Storm Sword Wynnd, the Devouring Sword Azphel, 
Thunderbolt Pernoa, and the Dragon Spear Kharbos were with 
Eugene, while Gedon’s Shield was with Cyan and the Phantom Rain 
Sword Javel with Ciel. 


Deep inside the treasure room was a large, blank canvas in an antique 
frame. The canvas was as big as a person, and Gilead stopped once he 
arrived in front of it. 


“Show your respect,” said Gilead before taking out the seal of the 
family head from his inner pocket. Eugene looked around with a 
puzzled expression, but he followed suit once he saw Carmen and 
Gion bow after getting on one knee. Finally, Gilead went down on one 
knee as well. He had the seal carefully cupped in both hands and 
brought it closer to the canvas. Suddenly, the white canvas began to 
ripple. Delicate lines started appearing on the blank page, and colors 
bloomed as well. 


Soon, they were kneeling in front of a portrait of the Great Vermouth, 
the founder of the Lionheart clan. The drawing was quite familiar to 
Eugene. During his childhood, he had seen similar portraits in his 
parents’ house in the Gidol mansion. 


This was the original, a portrait of Vermouth first painted three 
hundred years ago. It was protected with magic to prevent the colors 
from fading, but apart from that, the original painting exuded a 
different atmosphere compared to the copies. It was graceful. 


Eugene gazed at the portrait in a daze. It was the same portrait he had 
seen many times since he was young. Vermouth’s face was no 
different from the memories of his previous life, and his expression 
and emotions were portrayed the same as well. However, the original 
portrait presented Eugene with a stronger sense of recollection of 
Vermouth from his past life. 


“The door to the Dark Room is connected to this portrait,” said Gilead 
before carefully placing the seal on the portrait. 


Fwoosh! 


Vermouth’s portrait suddenly disappeared, and a painting of a stairway 
leading to the basement took its place. After confirming the change, 
Gilead stood up and stretched his feet towards the canvas. 


Although the stairway existed inside the canvas, it wasn’t actually a 
painting. Gilead started making his way down the steps of the canvas, 
and the other two followed behind him. Eugene belatedly stood up 
before walking into the canvas. 


‘,..Completely ridiculous.’ 


A fucking monster — Eugene genuinely thought. He reached into the 
cloak and grabbed Akasha, but this space magic made absolutely no 
sense even then. No, in the first place, was this truly magic? He could 
understand that it was a world created by isolating space, but... 


‘Is this truly magic?’ 


He headed down the dark stairs. Although he could see through the 
dark in most cases, this wasn’t one such time. Although he was 
holding Akasha, he could not see the magic that formed this space — 
or rather, this world. 


Eugene had studied most of the magic books in the Hall of Space in 
Akron. The authors of the books had all been renowned masters of 
space magic in their own era, but he did not recall any magic even 
remotely similar to what he was seeing now. Was it perhaps just 

magic on a higher level? Or perhaps it was something else entirely. 


He could not figure it out, but there was one thing Eugene was 
confident about. No archwizard could possibly comprehend this space 
with magic. Eugene was also a wizard, and although he wasn’t quite 
at the level of an archwizard, he dared to define this world with his 
knowledge. 


This wasn’t magic. 


“This is as far as we can go,” said Gilead. After climbing down the 
stairway for a while, the group of four had arrived at the bottom. On 
the far side of the darkness was a door with a subtle glow. 


He continued as he pointed at the door, “Open that door and walk 
along the road. You will eventually reach a place riddled with 
complex magic circles.” 


“You won’t need to sit down. The moment you get there, the Dark 
Room will show you,” said Gion before patting Eugene on the 
shoulder. “Again, it’s fine to lose. Rather, it would be strange not to 
suffer a single defeat. To be honest, I... feel the same way as Lady 
Carmen. You’re not used to being defeated, so...” 


“No,” said Eugene while shaking his head with a smile. He placed his 
cloak on the floor. “I’ve been defeated many times, so I’m familiar 
with it.” 


“What?” Gion wasn’t sure about what Eugene said out of the blue. 
“Tt’s not just well known,” Eugene replied with a shrug. 


Hamel Dynas, not Eugen Lionheart, had suffered countless defeats, 
and most of them were at the hands of Vermouth. Being discouraged 
by defeat? What was there to say? He had been discouraged as much 
as his many defeats, but he had simply dusted himself and stood up 
again. So Eugene strode forward without hesitation. After crossing the 
darkness, he arrived at the door, which opened on its own to welcome 
Eugene. 


When he took a step forward, the world changed. The door had 
opened the way to a seemingly impenetrable darkness, but once he 
walked in, a bright space greeted him. To be more precise, it was a 
white space, an area where nothing existed. This space somewhat 
resembled Vermouth’s tomb in the Black Lion Castle. However, 
Eugene could see nothing like the temple that existed in the tomb. 


“T thought this was supposed to be a dark room,” muttered Eugene. 

The space outside the door had been dark enough to befit the name, 
but this place was completely white. However, the whiteness of the 

space made him feel even more out of place. 


The mana in Eugene’s Core fluctuated violently contrary to Eugene’s 
will, so he quenched it before walking through the Dark Room. Then, 
he saw the magic circle that Gilead mentioned. It was a complicated 
array of strange patterns on the floor. Eugene stared at the magic 
circle before he walked in. 


It looked as if the letters and symbols belonged to an ancient 
language, but unfortunately, he could not decipher the magic circle. In 
fact, he couldn’t even read any of it. 


“Where the hell did you learn this kind of magic?” 


Eugene gave up trying to read the magic circle and walked inside. 
Contrary to his expectations, however, nothing happened. There was 
no activation of magic even though he had walked into the circle. 


“What the hell?” grumbled Eugene while continuing forward straight 
out of the magic circle. 


The moment his foot left the circle, Eugene felt slightly dizzy. 
“Huh?” 


He looked ahead as he stood fixated in his spot. He saw a boy he knew 
well. The boy wore sandbags that weighed more than himself and 
even wore heavy armor while swinging a long spear. It was Eugene 
from the past. 


But that was only the beginning. After that, the past of Eugene 
Lionheart started to unfold in front of his eyes. 


He grabbed Wynnyd. 
He lit the spark of mana for the first time in his body. 
He studied magic in Aroth. 


He drew light from the Moonlight Sword in a desert tomb. 


He drew the Holy Sword from the treasure vault of the Lionheart 
family’s main house... 


Eugene watched as the events played out one after another. The boy 
became a young man with the current of time, and the appearance of 
the young man — his current self — scattered and disappeared. What 
greeted him afterward was a scene of his previous life, the death of 
Hamel. Eugene watched with an expressionless face as Hamel died 
with a gaping hole in his chest. 


Time started flowing backward from the end. The life of Hamel was 
longer than Eugene’s, and although Eugene had not yet met an end, 
Hamel’s life was given both a beginning and an end. Eugene was 
shown many things starting with his own death. It was a life he 
missed but could never return to. 


He saw many things, including Hamel at his prime, during his 
immature days, when he worked as a mercenary before becoming 
Vermouth’s companion, and times far before that, when he was much 
more immature and weaker. 


A boy from a small village came to hate demons after losing 
everything. He did not want to live idly like the many other orphans 
who kept a low profile while living their pathetic lives. He never 
possessed a grand sense of justice. Rather, he wanted to pay back the 
demons in the exact same way they had taken from him. It was an eye 
for an eye and a tooth for a tooth. So the boy grasped a dull blade and 
became a mercenary with a single goal in mind. 


Finally, even the boy disappeared. 
‘Is it starting now?’ 


The ideal version of himself would now appear as a phantom, and the 

phantom would be stronger than him. Eugene prepared himself for the 
trial and corrected his posture. He felt nothing in his grasp yet, and he 
saw no phantom. However, it would come soon... 


“What’s this?” 


Suddenly, the space became distorted. Eugene felt the space around 


him twist, then felt something starting to permeate the void of the 
white space. 


There was a smell of blood. 


He saw a man staggering through a battlefield littered with hundreds, 
thousands — no, even more corpses than that. The man had been 
walking for a while already, and the only thing Eugene could see was 
his drooping shoulders in the distance. 


Crack. 


The scene changed once more, but the stench of blood remained. 
However, the man was no longer stumbling across the battlefield 
anymore. Instead, he sat on top of a mountain formed from corpses. A 
sword stained with flesh and blood lay on his shoulder. But even now, 
Eugene could not see the man’s face. The man was sitting with his 
back to Eugene, staring at a battlefield located in the far distance. 


‘Who is this?’ 


Eugene looked up at the man with surprise. Although he couldn’t be 
sure, it was entirely possible that the man sitting on the mountain of 
corpses was the same man who had been staggering on the battlefield. 
Perhaps Eugene could see his face if he got closer. 


He felt his necklace burn. 
Fwoosh! 


A strong, sudden gust of wind swept everything away. Eugene stared 
ahead while pressing down on his hair. He could no longer see the 
corpse-ridden battlefield or the man. 


However, there were countless weapons. 


Weapons that Eugene had used since his previous life were strewn, 
stabbing into the ground. Before he knew it, a common, long sword 
was in his hand. 


“What?” 
It wasn’t just the weapons that appeared. 


A man with as many scars as Hamel on his face and body was looking 
his way. Eugene Lionheart, with a rougher appearance, was staring 
straight at Eugene. 


Chapter 210 
The Dark Room (3) 


Eugene could no longer spare any thought about the corpse-ridden 
battlefield and the man present in it. That man had already 
disappeared, and another existence had suddenly appeared in front of 
Eugene. 


The first thought that came to mind was that the newcomer was an 
amalgamation of his past and present. The man standing in front of 
Eugene was Hamel from 300 years ago, but at the same time, he was 
also Eugene. 


Eugene stared at the man as he stood still, and indeed, the man did 
not feel like an apparition at all. Although there was some distance 
between him and the man, Eugene felt his senses becoming alert and 
sharp due to the man’s presence. 


Both of them were breathing in the same way — slowly and deeply. 
Neither of them was consumed by excitement and tension, and both of 
them were objectively observing the situation as if they were simply 
bystanders watching from a few steps away. Both men were holding 
their swords, but their grip was loose. In fact, their entire bodies were 
relaxed. 


Eugene didn’t know if the man had an ego — but if the man truly was 
a projection of Eugene, then he would be assessing Eugene, just like 
Eugene was assessing him right now. 


‘Looks like Hamel has been melted into Eugene Lionheart,’ Eugene 
thought. 


At least, that’s what it looked like to Eugene. Although the man’s hair 
was cut short, the gray color of the hair was symbolic of the Lionheart 
family. Moreover, his golden eyes were sharp like that of a beast. In 
terms of physique... he looked slightly bigger than Eugene. 


‘Am I going to grow more...? No, that’s not it. That’s not my future. It’s 
simply a projection of my ideal self.’ 


Eugene had no complaints about his current body. Rather, it was 
incomparably better than his body from his previous life. However, he 
had lived a longer, more eventful life as Hamel than as Eugene. As 
such, Eugene still clearly remembered his previous body. Furthermore, 
Eugene Lionheart had yet to surpass Hamel Dynas. Yes, it was true 
that he was capable of outputting a greater power for an instant if 
various conditions were met, but his previous self was still ahead in 
terms of overall balance. 


Hamel was a little taller than Eugene as well. It wasn’t a huge 
difference, but... Eugene felt both longing and ridicule when he saw 
the phantom’s appearance and the scars on his face. 


“T never imagined my ideal self as having those dirty scars,” said 
Eugene. He wondered if the phantom could talk but received no 
answer to his soliloquy. Well, he hadn’t been expecting a response in 
the first place. “On the contrary, those scars are proof of my 
immaturity.” 


Crack. 


Eugene’s fingers tightened around the handle of his sword. Although it 
was a subtle motion, the atmosphere surrounding Eugene completely 
transformed in an instant. He lowered his gaze to the weapons jutting 
out of the ground. All of them looked familiar. They were just 
ordinary weapons with no special abilities, unlike the ones Vermouth 
had used... Eugene’s heart was pounding with excitement. 


Boom. 


Eugene instantly evoked the Ring Flame Formula and aroused the 
Lightning Flame. In an instant, his body blurred, and he accelerated 
over space. He was moving so fast that it appeared as if he were using 
Blink. In the blink of an eye, Eugene arrived in front of the phantom 
and swung the sword from his waist. 


However, there was no contact. In fact, Eugene’s blade had not even 
grazed anything. The phantom had evaded Eugene’s blow cleanly and 


perfectly. Even Eugene felt awe at the phantom’s flawless movement. 
It was almost as if Eugene had intentionally missed his strike. 


The phantom’s body flickered. His presence, which was intense in the 
beginning, was thin when they were closer together. In other words, 
Eugene was having difficulty reading his opponent’s intent and 
actions. Feeling a chill run down his spine, Eugene hastily jumped 
backward. However, the phantom’s sword was slightly faster than 
Eugene. 


The phantom’s strike never dug into Eugene’s flesh. Instead, Eugene’s 
Aura Shield stopped the attack. However, that wasn’t the end. The 
phantom’s left arm had been hidden behind his body during the 
previous attack. With one swift motion, the phantom raised his free 
hand, and in his grasp was another sword. 


“Huh,” Eugene let out a surprised gasp. Cuts were made in space one 
after another, but the phantom remained eerily silent while attacking. 
Each of his strikes gave the illusion of the blades moving as if they 
were alive. At least, that’s how it looked to Eugene. 


Eugene couldn't create an adequate distance between himself and the 

phantom. In fact, he wasn’t even given a chance to think as the strikes 
came pouring down like heavy rain. Eugene felt himself being pushed 
back little by little as he defended and deflected the attacks. 


Eugene knew how to use many different weapons from his previous 
life. To be more precise, he handled all sorts of weapons with 
incredible proficiency. Then what about the sword? Well, among the 
many weapons he had mastered, Eugene was particularly confident in 
his skills with the sword. 


However, wielding one sword was completely different from wielding 
two swords simultaneously. Even in his previous life, Eugene was 
skilled with using dual swords, and during the revolt of the Black Lion 
Castle, he had overpowered Hector Lionheart using dual swords. 
However, Eugene held very high standards for himself, and he had 
always considered himself lacking when it came to wielding dual 
swords. As such, he had rarely resorted to using dual swords in his 
previous life, and the same held true after his reincarnation. 


‘How is this just slightly stronger?’ Eugene wondered. 


The phantom definitely didn’t feel only slightly stronger. In fact, 
Eugene found it impossible to find any gaps in the phantom’s defense, 
at least not with a single sword. So what if he matched the phantom 
and started wielding dual swords instead? It was clear that he would 
be completely slaughtered due to the difference in proficiency 
between him and the phantom. 


Crack! 


Cracks began to appear and spread on Eugene’s blade as the two 
continued to exchange blows, even though Eugene’s sword was coated 
with sword-force. Eugene took a step back, and the phantom advanced 
forward while swinging his dual swords. The two people clashed once 
more, and Eugene pushed his sword forward as if he had been 
waiting. But instead of allowing the sword-force surrounding the 
blade to explode, Eugene condensed it even further. 


Boom! 


The sword-force caused the blade of the sword to explode, and 
hundreds of sharp fragments were launched toward the phantom. 
Without waiting to check the results of the explosion, Eugene released 
the pommel of his sword and jumped backward. 


He had confirmed the locations of the other weapons in advance. The 
moment he grabbed a metal whip, the mana he allowed to flow freely 
into the weapon caused it to thrash. The thong of the whip 
transformed into a strip of fire once it was imbued with mana from 
the White Flame Formula. 


The dust from the explosion fluttered silently, and the thong of the 
whip was suddenly stopped while seeking to penetrate deeper within 
the veil. 


It was a spear. The phantom was holding a long spear, and he thrust 
silently, forcibly wrapping the whip around the spear like a thread. 
Eugene found that the mana he injected was at a deadlock. Just as 
Eugene could freely wield mana, the phantom was also capable of 
doing the same. 


It was a struggle of strength. 


Booom! 


The streams of mana collided right in the middle and caused the 
ground beneath to collapse. Eugene pulled the whip back as he felt a 
numbness in his hand. He knew that in a struggle of pure strength, the 
phantom was likely to win. Knowing this, Eugene had planned to play 
tug-of-war while checking if he could over power the phantom with 
strength... 


His plan never came to fruition. Instead of meeting Eugene in a battle 
of strength, the phantom kicked off the ground and charged toward 
Eugene. The distance between the two narrowed in an instant. Eugene 
immediately discarded the whip and jumped back, but the phantom’s 
spear hit the ground beneath Eugene just slightly faster. 


There was an explosion, and Eugene’s body was thrown higher into 
the air than he had anticipated. Fortunately, he had not suffered any 
damage, and he allowed the explosion to push him without putting up 
any resistance. 


Eugene stared at the ground. There was a large hole, and the phantom 
stood within it with the spear in his hand, looking up at Eugene. 


He stared at Eugene with his golden eyes that lacked any luster or life. 
Although the phantom’s face was completely different, the color of the 
eyes and their vacant expression reminded Eugene of Vermouth. The 
moment he came to this realization, Eugene felt a shiver run down his 
spine. But at the same time, an eerie, destructive will to kill was 
aroused from deep within his heart. He allowed the six Stars of the 
White Flame Formula to rotate, and Eugene’s flame soared high into 
the sky of the Dark Room. 


The phantom did not jump to intercept Eugene. Instead, the remaining 
mana from the explosion that swept the ground returned to the 
phantom at once. Soon, a huge, overwhelming flame bloomed. 


Eugene compared his own flame with the flame fluttering around the 
phantom. He felt something strange. 


‘Is that so?’ 


His conjenctures felt pretty spot-on and there was no need for any 
more confirmation. By now, Eugene was fully convinced and had no 
doubts. Therefore, Eugene dropped straight down with the flame 
wrapped around him. 


The two flames became intertwined, and the unrestricted mana 
encroached on the space of the Dark Room. Even then, the Dark 
Room, which was created from a power unlike mana, withstood the 
creation and collision of such an enormous force. 


Boom! 


The two wielded no weapons and only used simple punches and kicks 
instead. However, complemented with an absurd output of mana, 
even simple kicks were destroying space itself. So Eugene was thrown 
backward by an attack heavy enough to nullify his defenses. 


Was his arm crushed? Perhaps he could have attempted to recover if 
he had brought Agaroth’s ring. But unfortunately, that wasn’t an 
available option at the moment. 


‘Left arm...’ 


It was crushed, but he could still use it if he wanted to. Eugene fixed 
his limp arm with mana while falling to the ground. He raised his 
head, only to see that the phantom was already very close. Eugene 
was confident in fighting with his bare hands but could not gain the 
upper hand against the phantom. He punched, kicked, tackled, and 
tried many different things, but all of his attacks were blocked or 
nullified at the beginning itself. 


‘Now I’m starting to get it.’ 


But in the process, he took four attacks. As a result, Eugene had a limp 
in one of his legs, blood regurgitated from the inside of his throat 
every time he breathed, and his left arm was completely broken 
downwards from his forearm. 


‘He’s adjusting to me.’ 


Eugene understood why it was said to be like a mirror. Although 


Eugene deliberately chose to fight with his bare hands, there was no 
reason for the phantom to do the same. Even so, the phantom fought 
with his bare hands, just like Eugene. The same had been true at the 
beginning as well. When Eugene attacked with a sword in hand, the 

phantom had responded in kind. 


‘The difference... is just a little bit.’ 


The phantom was just slightly faster and stronger than Eugene. The 
same was true of his mana as well. His flame was just a little stronger 
than Eugene’s, so it was impossible to defeat the phantom using 
normal methods. What then? Should he mix in unexpected attacks and 
aim for a break? No, that didn’t seem to work either. He had already 
tried similar things a few times but was humiliated on every attempt. 


, 


‘If I want to overcome this barrier... 


Eugene came to understand this place, the Dark Room, even more 
clearly. It was due to his conviction that he had torn off his arm 
without hesitation. Would magic make a difference? No, it wouldn’t. 
Eugene had to quickly give up on this idea. If the phantom really was 
slightly better than Eugene in every way, then the same would also be 
true for magic. Moreover, it was incredibly difficult to overcome 
power differences in magic. If the phantom’s level of magic was 
slightly greater than Eugene’s, then it would be near impossible for 
Eugene to win, regardless of how well he handled magic. 


He had to make a choice, a direction he wanted to pursue. What about 
his techniques in wielding weapons? To be honest, Eugene wasn’t 
confident in breaking through his limits when it came to his 
techniques. However, he didn’t have to best the phantom in 
technique, or rather, he couldn’t. After all, the phantom was a better 
version of himself. In order to thoroughly best the phantom, he would 
have to... 


‘Create something that I don’t have right now.’ 


Rather than blindly aiming to surpass his own limits, it made sense for 
him to obtain something new. And such was the purpose of the Dark 
Room. If you were faced with an opponent who was slightly better 
than you in every way, and if your opponent was, in fact, an improved 
version of yourself, then the only solution to best the opponent was to 


grasp something new. 


“That’s easier said than done,” grumbled Eugene while glancing at 
what was left of his left arm. It hurt. It had been quite a while since he 
had been pushed back this far, but even though it had been a long 
time, he was familiar with the pain. As such, the pain didn’t adversely 
affect him. 


The tattered arm was only an obstruction, so Eugene tore off his 
ragged, useless arm. A blinding pain immediately followed, but he 
held back a groan by biting his lips. Then, he ignited his flame and 
seared the bleeding mess of his left arm. 


‘Am I supposed to create a special move or something?’ Eugene continued 
his line of thought. 


Eugene spat out the blood pooling in his mouth. Although he felt 
reluctant to call upon this particular memory... he thought of the 
Hamel-Style Technique. It was an embarrassing memory, but it was the 
closest thing he ever had to a special move. 


‘Parrying, Lightning Counter, Poltergeist Aegis... I used these every time I 
fought... ’ 


He had used Thousand Thunderclaps, Dragon Burst, and Cyclone quite 
often as well. But above all else, there were a few techniques that 
were quite powerful in his repertoire, those he deemed suitable as his 
special moves, including — Hamel-Style Secret Technique, Ignition, 
Seventh Hamel-Style Technique, Dead End, and Ninth Hamel-Style 
Technique, Infinite Purgatory. 


‘I’m always using Lightning Flash, so that’s not really a secret, special 
technique... So I guess the only new addition would be the Empty Sword.’ 


It couldn’t hurt to try. Eugene thought it fortunate that he didn’t have 
the Cloak of Darkness with him right now and that Mer wasn’t here so 
she could snicker at him later. 


He placed his right hand on his chest. He was full of openings, but the 
phantom did not attack. As his fingers dug into his chest, he felt the 
palpitations of his heart accelerating. It activated Ignition, causing the 


dying flames to burn with even greater intensity than before. With a 
sigh, Eugene kicked a sword upwards off the ground into his hand. He 
lowered his posture while tightening his grasp on the sword with his 
remaining hand. The phantom followed suit and grabbed a sword. 
Although it didn’t look like the phantom was using Ignition, if it truly 
was a phantom, then it wouldn’t need to activate Ignition like Eugene. 


Eugene concentrated on condensing the sword-force and started 
coating his blade... one layer, two layers, then three layers. This was 
Eugene’s current limit. Black spots began to appear on the dark blue 
flame. Simply maintaining three superimposed layers of the Empty 
Sword was suffocating and made him feel as if his heart was about to 
explode. Therefore, Eugene no longer attempted to maintain it but 
instead took a step forward and swung his sword. 


A dark blue flame split the world, and at the center stood Eugene’s 
phantom. He raised his own blade before being swept away by 
Eugene’s blow. His movement appeared very simple. In fact, it wasn’t 
very difficult or esoteric. Just as Eugene used the Empty Sword, the 
phantom also used the Empty Sword. He raised his sword high, then 
cut straight down. 


Eugene’s attack disappeared — a truly disheartening and astounding 
sight. However, Eugene wasn’t surprised. Instead, the result convinced 
Eugene regarding his inference about the Dark Room and the 
phantom. He understood why Carmen, Gilead, and Gion had not 
explained anything in detail. Knowing in advance could have caused 
him to approach the challenge with less determination, which could 
have taken away from the meaning of the trial. 


‘Doesn't really apply to me, though.’ Eugene gave a mental shrug. 


Simply wielding his triple-coated sword once placed an enormous 
strain on his body. Eugene forced his creaking body forward, and the 
phantom charged at Eugene in response. Eugene’s sword practically 
skimmed the ground as it advanced, and the condensed Empty Sword 
exploded as he slashed upwards. This was Dragon Burst, but it wasn’t 
very effective. The phantom had suppressed the blow by slashing 
downwards just moments before the explosion. Eugene reacted 
immediately. He pulled out his sword to the side to avoid being 
crushed by the phantom’s blow, and even though his shoulders and 
arms screamed in unbearable pain, he allowed his sword to follow a 


path he had created in his mind. 


Asura Rampage caused lines of devastation to wreck through the 
space. The phantom took a few steps back, then began carving up 
Eugene’s attack from the outer edge without being caught up. 


Craaaack! 


Metal clashed against metal, and the Empty Sword was broken. Bright 
embers bloomed into existence, and Eugene’s eyes flashed just behind 
the flare. 


He followed up with Dead End. 


The lines of devastation created by Asura Rampage were thinly 
unraveled threads of the Empty Sword. Once Eugene pulled his blade 
back, the threads of the Empty Sword moved in unison and bound the 
phantom. Initially, simple contact with the threads would have 
resulted in the opponent’s body being cut like morsels of meat, but the 
phantom’s Aura Shield, or rather — Poltergeist Aegis, was restraining 
Dead End. Even so, Eugene did not hesitate to link more techniques. It 
was a pattern he favored in his previous life; he would drive the 
enemy to the edge using Asura Rampage, confine them using Dead 
End, and finally, he would pull back his sword with his steps before 
driving it forward. But it wasn’t a simple stab. 


A small bead of the Empty Sword condensed to its limit was formed at 
the end of the blade. The moment he stabbed, the condensed bead 
started to swell — and exploded upon making contact. This was the 
finale, Infinite Purgatory, a devastating bomb formed from fine-tuning 
the Empty Sword to its limit. All of Eugene’s energy was gathered at a 
single point, exploded, gathered again, and exploded over and over 
again. Eugene had been quite unsatisfied with it when he had shown 
it to Genos at the Black Lion Castle, but the Infinite Purgatory 
performed using the six Stars of the White Flame Formula, and 
Ignition literally wiped out anything within its radius, or at least, he 
hoped. 


“Ha,” Eugene scoffed while drawing his sword back. He had seen how 
the phantom destroyed Infinite Purgatory by using Hamel-Style 
Parrying and Lightning Counter. The phantom had cleared the space 
of all the indiscriminate attacks. However, he wasn’t unscathed since 


an attack of that scale was too powerful for someone who was only 
slightly stronger and faster than Eugene’s current self to perfectly 
nullify. 


However, even though the phantom was covered in blood, he fared 
much better than Eugene. Eugene couldn’t muster the strength to lift a 
single finger. His left arm was gone, and he was limping. The pain 
that accompanied every breath was now out of control, and it was 
getting harder and harder to breathe. 


“Good,” said Eugene while throwing away his sword without 
hesitation. The bloody phantom walked up to Eugene with large 
strides. 


“Tl come back soon,” Eugene promised as the phantom cut off 
Eugene’s head with a swift strike. 


Chapter 211 
The Dark Room (4) 


“No matter how great he is, he couldn’t come back victorious from the 
first encounter,” muttered Carmen while repeatedly opening and 
closing the lid of her lighter. Gilead and Gion felt dizzy from hearing 
the annoying ping, ping, over and over again, but they didn’t say 
anything. Although Carmen looked the youngest out of the three, she 
was still an aunt to Gilead and Gion. 


“No one’s ever broken through the Dark Room on their first attempt in 
the Lionheart’s history, right?” 


“In the first place, those who reached the Sixth Star of the White 
Flame Formula aren’t common,” answered Carmen with a shrug. “And 
it’s even rarer for anyone to reach seven Stars. In that sense, our 
generation has been greatly blessed. It wouldn’t be an exaggeration to 
say that the Great Founder is looking after us personally.” 


“TI think so too.” Gilead nodded with a faint smile. 


Indeed, this truly was a blessed generation. The previous elder, who 
had reached seven Stars of the White Flame Formula, was dead, but 
Carmen was still alive and well. Moreover, Gilead and Gion were still 
active, and in their prime, so it was entirely possible for them to 
someday cross over to the next level. But more than anything else, it 
was a true miracle for the Lionheart family. Moreover, Cyan and Ciel 
had reached the Fourth Star of the White Flame Formula, so the 
current generation of the Lionhearts was strong enough to be counted 
in the entire history of the family. 


“Hmm.” Carmen was the first to sense the change. She stopped 
flicking the lid of her lighter and pulled herself up. Gion and Gilead 
immediately felt it as well, and they stood up from their seats with 
stiff expressions. 


The door to the Dark Room was tightly closed, but the three could feel 
a presence approaching the door from beyond. 


Gion whispered with a deep sigh, “Was it the right decision to leave 
my sword behind...?” 


Gilead gave a bitter grin in response. Carmen did not use a sword, but 
both Gilead and Gion did. It was true that they were powerful 
individuals who would fare just fine even in the absence of their 
weapons, but considering the situation and their opponent, not having 
their weapons was disappointing. 


“We wouldn’t want to accidentally cut off a limb or kill him outright.” 


It was harder to subdue than to kill an enemy. In particular, they were 
aiming to suppress and contain Eugene while avoiding inflicting 
injuries as much as possible. That was why the three of them — 
Carmen, Gilead, and Gion — were here together. 


“Tt would be better to worry about us rather than him,” said Carmen 
while spitting out her cigar. She knew exactly how well Eugene 
fought, and although the three of them had to fight so that Eugene 
didn’t get hurt, their opponent would rampage without any 
considerations at all. 


“T wonder if it would be better to endure for half a day or try to 
subdue it as quickly as possible.” 


“Whatever the case, we won’t find out until we try it.” 


Carmen pulled back her gloves, Gilead tied his long hair back, and 
Gion unbuttoned his sleeves. 


The door to the Dark Room opened. Eugene walked out, but it wasn’t 
actually Eugene. His dim eyes showed no signs of intelligence. The 
moment Eugene died and lost consciousness, the phantom had taken 
his place, and although the phantom existed to test those who entered 
the Dark Room, once it possessed the subject, it would obey its 
destructive instincts and run wild without attempting to try anything. 


“As expected,” said Carmen as Eugene stepped out of the Dark Room. 


A huge flame erupted from Eugene’s feet and wrapped around his 
body. Carmen’s gaze and expression hardened when she saw the size 
and intensity of his flames. Then, while clicking her tongue, she took 
off her coat from her shoulders. “It’s going to be hard to subdue him 
quickly.” 


How long had he been asleep? 


Eugene opened his eyes and stared at the ceiling without getting up. 
He noticed his left arm was back where it was supposed to be and no 
longer severed. However, it wasn’t as if he felt well. Eugene felt each 
of his joints and muscles throb and ache. He tried to wiggle his 
fingers. 


‘It’s not the aftermath of Ignition,’ Eugene realized in an instant. 


It also wasn’t Anise who restored his left arm either. Eugene’s lips 
curled up into a twisted smile. It was just as he expected. The 
phantom of the Dark Room was a powerful type of magic affecting the 
mind. The moment Eugene entered the magic circle in the Dark Room, 
a hidden spell had taken hold of his mind without him noticing. 


‘In the end, everything was happening inside my mind,’ Eugene 
concluded. 


The room had not collapsed even though the battle resulted in many 
explosive clashes that would have torn it apart. Moreover, the 
phantom had unmistakably utilized physical force, which Eugene had 
been slightly suspicious about. As it turned out, Eugene was right in 
his assumption. 


However, having his suspicions confirmed didn’t mean that he was 
unsurprised. Rather, he was shocked that it had been mind magic. He 
clearly remembered how he suffered from Giabella’s Demoneye of 
Fantasy in his previous life. But as a result, Eugene had gained 
immunity to most magic affecting the mind. Nevertheless, he had 
failed to even notice the activation of the Dark Room’s magic. 


‘Tt wasn’t like I let my guard down either.’ 


Eugene turned his head from side to side, feeling how stiff his neck 
was. The sensation of having his head cut off was still vivid in his 
mind. In fact, it was an even clearer memory than his death as Hamel, 
so the death he experienced from the phantom felt more realistic to 
him. 


“You’re not mad, are you?” asked Eugene, clearing his throat and 
looking sideways. Quite a few people were sitting next to his bed. Mer 
was bobbing her legs in a chair with a pout, and next to her was 
Kristina glaring at Eugene with squinty eyes. Ciel sat with her head 
tilted sideways and her arms crossed. Cyan and Gerhard were... 
sandwiched between the girls with droopy shoulders. Thankfully, but 
sadly, the two were the only ones who expressed pure concern for 
Eugene without any anger. 


“Why would I be angry?” spat Mer. 


Kristina’s lips twitched, and she said, “She’s right. Why on earth 
would we be angry? It’s not a big deal that you decided to do 
something without telling us anything, which resulted in you losing 
consciousness, Sir Eugene.” 


Ciel couldn’t lose out, either. She nodded vigorously while chiming in. 
“Right. Why would we be angry?” 


However, Cyan couldn’t bear to just listen to his sister’s words. He 
gave a cough before tapping on her shoulders. “No, but... We should 
be angry. The adults got hurt because they got caught up in Eugene’s 
mess.” 


“So Father and Uncle got hurt because they got caught up. So what?” 
retorted Ciel. 


“Well, you should be angry...,” muttered Cyan. 


“No. I will not get angry. I have no reason to get angry, and neither 
our Father nor Uncle would want me to get angry over this. Not to 
mention Lady Carmen. And speak for yourself. You’re not getting 
angry either,” said Ciel. 


“Well... That’s true, but...” 


“Their injuries weren’t light, and they were exhausted, but all of them 
remained conscious. Auxiliary Bishop Kristina treated their wounds, 
right? But what about Eugene? He was out all night,” said Ciel. 


“Uh... Well...,” Cyan stuttered. 


“And aren’t we here right now. Why? It’s because we are worried 
about Eugene. Do you understand what I’m saying? I’m not angry; just 
worried about him. I’m only angry because I’m worried about 
Eugene,” explained Ciel. 


Cyan truly had a difficult time understanding his sister’s words. It felt 
like his head was spinning because of how fast she was spewing out 
her words. Why was she contradicting herself like that? Why was she 
getting angry right after saying she wasn’t angry? Was there actually a 
difference between getting angry out of worry and simply getting 


angry? 


“Are you feeling okay?” asked Ciel with a worried expression while 
grabbing a wet towel and wiping Eugene’s cheek, as if she had never 
been frowning in the first place. “Do you know how worried I was 
about you? You weren’t even tossing and turning all night as if you 
were dead.” 


“Though I was responsible for treating him,” said Kristina, directing 
her glare toward Ciel. 


Ciel snorted in response to the harsh gaze and tapped Eugene’s cheek 
with the wet towel. “Thank you, Sister. I’ve known Eugene for nearly 
ten years while we lived in the same house. So every time he gets 
injured, I feel as if I am injured instead of him.” 


It wasn’t completely true, strictly speaking. They had not seen each 
other every day for ten years since Eugene had entered the main 
house at the age of thirteen before leaving for Aroth at the age of 
seventeen. Ciel had also left for the Black Lion Castle around the same 
time, so the two of them had only been around each other for four 
years at the longest. 


However, such minor details weren’t important to Ciel. 


“The relationship I share with Eugene is special. Although we don’t 
share a drop of blood, our relationship is deep, just like that of 
siblings. No, allow me to correct myself. Our relationship runs even 
deeper. It wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say he’s my other half,” 
continued Ciel. 


She had always excelled at whatever she did ever since she was a 
child. In this regard, being related to Eugene without sharing a drop of 
blood was a fact that was more than sufficient for her to use as a 
weapon. 


[Pathetic little girl,] mumbled Anise, listening to Ciel’s proud 
monologue. She coined a mere ten years as a deep relationship? And 
although Kristina didn’t voice it, she had similar thoughts as Anise. 
Weren’t bonds formed between people who went through life and 
death situations thicker and truer than a bond shared between family 
members who didn’t even share a drop of blood? 


“ ,.Ehem.” Gerhard finally cleared his throat as he listened to the 
drawn-out conversation. He could not understand why he was 
currently here. Was it because he was worried about his only son? 
That much was a given, but the sharp atmosphere and the hidden 
struggle between the girls were too much for him to endure. 


“,.Son,” he called out. 
“Yes, father,” answered Eugene. 


“T won’t scold you because of your recklessness or the worry it has 
caused me. I know you would not want to hear it anyways...,” 
Gerhard said softly. 


“T didn’t get hurt because I wanted to get hurt...,” mumbled Eugene. 


Gerhard continued, “But I am very proud of who you are now. I was 
afraid to imagine how you would mature when you were a kid...” 


“What was there to be afraid of?” 


“Try to understand the feelings of a parent who had a son beat up all 
the children in the neighborhood...” 


Gerhard was an easygoing person, and the children of Gidol had not 
cared about the authority accompanying the name of Lionheart. 
Therefore, Eugene had taken it upon himself to teach the cheeky 
neighborhood boys that authority came from the fist, not the family 
name. 


“But you grew up very well. I cannot believe so many people besides 
me would worry about you...,” Gerhard continued as he looked at his 
son. 


“How did you imagine your son to be like, Father?” asked Eugene 
with genuine curiosity. 


“Someone like a yahoo. Well, mostly from when you were young,” 
said Gerhard before rising to his feet. “Since there are so many people 
to worry about you, I'll get going. I’m sure that the family head might 
want a companion to talk to while he’s bedbound.” 


“Tll come as well,” said Ciel, quickly standing up from her seat. She 
then grabbed hold of Gerhard’s hands while glancing sideways at 
Kristina. Kristina’s eyebrows twitched in annoyance at the provocative 
gaze. 


“Fa-ther,” said Ciel. 
“ ..Eh? W-what?” asked the confused Gerhard. 


“Let’s go, fa-ther,” Ciel said once more. Gerhard had never heard Ciel 
call him father. So far, she had only ever referred to him as Sir 
Gerhard. 


Cyan glanced at the ridiculous sight of his sister dragging Gerhard 
away, then said to Eugene with a deep sigh, “You look fine, so P’ll get 
going too.” 


“Are you sure about that? Aren’t you curious how I ended up like 
this?” Eugene asked with a mischievous smile. Cyan knew the 
meaning behind Eugene’s smile all too well, so he glared at Eugene 
with a frown. 


“Tll admit that I’m curious, but I’m not going to ask. I will reach the 


Sixth Star of the White Flame Formula like you and then see with my 
own eyes what you experienced,” responded Cyan. 


“Hitting six Stars by forty sounds plausible,” retorted Eugene. 


“Bastard, you just wait. Once I’m thirty years old... No! P’ll attain six 
Stars when... I’m... twenty-five years old,” shouted Cyan. 


“Good luck,” said Eugene, raising his fist, and Cyan responded by 
lifting his middle finger. Once Cyan, Ciel, and Gerhard left the room, 
Mer jumped up on Eugene’s bed. 


“Why did you leave me behind?” she asked. 

“Tt’s not a place I can take you to,” Eugene answered simply. 
“You’re not lying, are you?” 

“Why would I lie to you?” 


After hearing Eugene’s answer, Mer took her place next to him with a 
pout. Kristina looked at Mer with a strange gaze, then grabbed Ciel’s 
wet towel before throwing it behind her. 


“What did you go through?” asked Kristina curiously. 


“[?’m more worried about what the others experienced rather than 
what I went through. Are they all right?” asked Eugene. 


“Well, they didn’t fare too badly,” responded Kristina. 


Last night, Gilead, Gion, and Carmen had knocked on Kristina’s door 
while covered in blood. They had multiple broken bones, torn skin, 
and damaged organs. None of their wounds were light enough to be 
brushed apart. 


“But oddly, your injuries weren’t very severe when you arrived on 
their back, Sir Eugene,” Kristina stated. 


“Considering that, I feel really stiff,” Eugene commented. 


“Since you ran wild, it’s entirely possible that your muscles were 
contused, right? I was going to treat all four of you to the fullest, but 
Lady Anise convinced me otherwise,” responded Kristina. 


“Why?” Eugene asked, perplexed. 


“According to Lady Anise, if I started treating all your small wounds, 
you would get spoiled.” 


Spoiled? What kind of nonsense was she spouting? Eugene grumbled 
while massaging his stiff shoulders, then he began explaining the 
events of the Dark Room. 


“So, doesn’t that mean you failed the test in the end, Sir Eugene?” 
asked Kristina. 


“That’s right.” 
“Then won’t the same thing happen again next time?” 


“Tf that really happens again, Lady Ancilla will definitely try to poison 
you, Sir Eugene,” Mer said while recalling how Ancilla had sobbed her 
eyes out when she saw Gilead all bandaged up. 


Eugene felt uneasy and uncomfortable as well. Even if it had been 
unintentional and inevitable, he did not want to hurt Carmen, Gion, 
and Gilead. 


“Do you know where everyone is?” Eugene asked. 

“Sir Gilead and Sir Gion are resting in their rooms. Lady Carmen is...” 
“She’s taking a walk in the garden.” 

“A walk?” asked Eugene in confusion. 


Why would she be taking a stroll out of the blue? At least, that’s what 


he thought at first, but he came to an understanding after seeing her 
in person. Carmen had her arms wrapped in a bandage with a strap 
across her shoulder and held a crutch with her other hand. She even 
had a large bandage plastered across her cheek. 


It was hard to describe exactly what she looked like, but... it was very 
close to an ostentatious realization of a pubescent, fifteen-year-old 
teenager’s secret aspiration. In fact, Carmen had not suffered a leg 
injury that warranted a crutch nor a wound that required her arm to 
be wrapped and fixated by a strap. Moreover, she was not injured 
enough to have a large bandage on her cheek. Instead, her leg had 
been scuffed, her wrist sprained, and her cheek lightly scratched. But 
Carmen insisted on her look as she walked through the Lionheart’s 
garden with a rebellious expression that screamed, ‘I have a story to 
tell!’ 


“You’re awake,” said Carmen, looking back at Eugene. She leaned on 
her crutch, and Eugene stared at her dumbfounded for a moment 
before bowing his head. He couldn’t think of any words to say. 


“Uh... Well... I’m sorry,” Eugene finally said after a while. 


“What’s there to apologize for?” asked Carmen. She was completely 
serious. “You resisted a bit stronger than expected, but it was a 
pleasant experience. A nasty, close battle allows me to experience 
what living and breathing as a warrior means.” 


“Yes...” 


“And neither Gilead nor Gion have had any active combat in recent 
years either, so this should have been a good experience for them. Kid, 
don’t tell me you feel guilty about hurting us, do you?” 


“A little bit,” answered Eugene. 


“A useless thought. We were injured because we were inadequate. To 
tell the truth, if I had decided to kill you instead of subduing you, I 
wouldn’t have gotten injured at all,” Carmen said smugly. She was a 
proud warrior. 


She looked up and down at Eugene with a relaxed smile. “So, kid. 


How do you feel after experiencing the Dark Room?” she asked. 
“Tt was an interesting place,” Eugene answered honestly. 


“T guess you weren’t thrown into despair by defeat,” commented 
Carmen. 


“T want to enjoy it as much as possible. But I don’t know if you or any 
of the others will enjoy it as much as I do...,” muttered Eugene. 


“.,.What are you talking about?” asked Carmen with narrowed eyes. 


The Dark Room was special, and Eugene couldn’t think of an 
immediate solution to defeat the phantom. Therefore, he wanted to 
take this as an opportunity to train and improve himself while 
challenging the phantom a few more times. However, in that case, 
Eugene would need someone to restrain him every time the phantom 
possessed him, and naturally, Carmen, Gilead, and Gion would need 
to step up to the task. 


“If anyone is reluctant because it would be difficult, then I will not 
rechallenge the Dark Room until I am fully confident,” said Eugene, 
intentionally mixing in some provocation. 


“Do not underestimate the Silver Lion of the Lionhearts.” Fortunately, 
Carmen immediately fell for it. No... rather than falling for the 
provocation, her pride as a warrior had been ignited. “If you challenge 
the Dark Room repeatedly, it will be a good, rare opportunity to train 
for Gilead, Gion, and me. Although the three of us worked together to 
overpower you, we were immature due to our inexperience in fighting 
together. However, it will be less difficult next time since we will be 
used to working together. Once I get used to it, I alone will suffice.” 


“As expected of Lady Carmen,” said Eugene, clapping appreciatively. 
He stole a glance at Kristina. Misunderstanding his intention, she 
imitated Eugene and started clapping as well. 


“,.Why are you clapping, Auxiliary Bishop Kristina?” Carmen asked, 
bewildered. 


“T’m not sure either,” Kristina answered truthfully. 


“What?” 


Eugene hastily intervened. “No, well... I just thought that maybe you 
could also wait in the Dark Room alongside Lady Carmen and the 
others and assist with divine magic.” 


“Ah. Oh, ah... I see.” Kristina nodded in understanding. 


“Although I’m not sure if you would be allowed...” Eugene trailed off 
while glancing at Carmen. 


Instead of giving an answer right away, Carmen sank into thought. 
The Dark Room could be considered a top secret within the Lionheart 
family. However, Carmen understood that Kristina was special, so she 
had not hesitated to talk about the Dark Room in front of her. 


“The Saintess of Yuras has maintained a close relationship with the 
Lionhearts for three hundred years. In fact, it wouldn’t be an 
exaggeration to say that the Saintess is a member of the Lionheart 
family,” said Carmen. Though Eugene thought that it was slightly far- 
fetched. “Traditionally, outsiders are prohibited from entering the 
Dark Room, but the Lionheart clan has been striving to break away 
from fed-up, useless traditions of the past. So, the Saintess, who could 
be said to be a member of the Lionheart family...” 


“Tm still a candidate,” Kristina interjected. 


“’,..I think it would be fine for the Saint Candidate to enter the Dark 
Room. I won’t need treatment, but it would be troublesome if you end 
up injured because I couldn’t hold myself back adequately. In that 
case, it would be for the good of the family to have the Saint 
Candidate on standby to treat you,” Carmen addressed Eugene as if 
there hadn’t been any interruption. 


“As expected of Lady Carmen,” said Eugene. 


“Leave it to me to convince Gilead and Gion,” said Carmen, flicking 
her hair to the side with her bandaged hand. 


“By the way, Lady Carmen. I have a question about the vision you see 
before the phantom appears,” Eugene asked suddenly. 


“Ts that the term you decided to use? Isn’t it cooler to call it the event 
horizon?” she responded. 


“Would you also see things like your past life there?” Eugene asked, 
trying to ignore Carmen’s comment with a straight face. 


Carmen’s expression changed the moment she heard the words past 
life. “Eugene Lionheart. Do you believe in past lives?” 


“Well, I don’t think it’s impossible...” 


“You're still young. I don’t believe in things like past lives. The only 
thing that’s real for me is me, living and breathing here and now. My 
existence alone is proof for me,” Carmen said. Hearing Carmen deny 
his previous life and calling him young felt rather insulting. “I thought 
you were precocious, but it seems you are still an unawakened boy.” 


Eugene decided to stay quiet in the face of these insults. 


“T don’t know what you want to say, but I have never seen anything 
like a past life in the Dark Room. I haven’t heard such a thing from 
Gilead, Gion, or even the late Sir Doynes.” 


Carmen approached Eugene while clicking her tongue, then patted his 
shoulder. 


“So, Eugene. Don’t be disappointed that you didn’t catch a glimpse of 
your past life in the Dark Room. I understand how you must feel since 
your belief in a past life was denied, but it’s something that doesn’t 
exist in the first place.” 


Eugene barely managed to contain his anger. Simultaneously, he 
recalled the previous life he saw in the Dark Room. Something had 
followed after the images of Hamel’s life. 


‘What was it...?’ Eugene tried to recollect the scene. 
It had been an obscured battlefield of blood. 


There had been a man and a mountain of corpses. 


The man had been sitting on the hill. 


Eugene grabbed his necklace. 


Chapter 212 
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Gion and Gilead gave similar answers as well. Neither of them had 
ever seen anything similar to a past life in the Dark Room. Of course, 
it was impossible to know if the same held true for all those who were 
already deceased, but Eugene became certain that seeing one’s past life 
in the Dark Room wasn’t a common occurrence. It was something out 
of the ordinary. 


“Maybe you were so immersed in the illusion that you confused it 

with a memory. It could be, right? Of course, I don’t know exactly 

what you saw in your vision, but from my experience... Well... the 
phantom is a little different from your current self, right?” 


No, that wasn’t it at all. What Eugene saw after tracing back the life 
he led as Hamel, all the way to the beginning, was a man other than 
Hamel. But Eugene didn’t know why the Dark Room had projected the 
unknown man. 


‘I don’t have any memories like that.’ 


He thought long and hard but always reached the same conclusion. 
Neither Eugene nor Hamel possessed such a memory. Had he ever 
walked through a battlefield full of corpses or killed enough people to 
make a mountain out of their bodies? Well... perhaps, but he had 
never wandered around the battlefield with drooping shoulders full of 
despair. 


Hamel had been a venomous man during his mercenary days, and he 
had never felt despair during his time with Vermouth either. Nor had 
he ever sat alone on a mountain of stacked bodies either. He knew 
that some of the mercenaries he had been acquainted with had 
distasteful hobbies similar to it, but Hamel preferred to simply 
slaughter his enemies before moving on instead of bothering to make 
a mound of their corpses. In particular, what if he had done such a 
thing while traveling with Vermouth? It would have definitely 


warranted a barrage of harsh words from Sienna, followed by a slap 
from Anise, and perhaps even a scolding from Molon... 


‘A life... before my previous life?’ 


Eugene laughed at the thought. It was ridiculous. Well, since he had 
led a previous life as Hamel, it wasn’t out of the question that he had 
lived a life before that. However... why did the Dark Room show him 
that life as well? 


After returning to his room, Eugene called for Kristina. 
“Kristina, I would like to talk to Anise for a moment.” 


“Yes, understood,” Kristina answered before yielding her body without 
any hesitation or reluctance. On the contrary, Anise seemed more 
uneasy at his request. As soon as she took control of Kristina’s body, 
she approached Eugene before slapping him on the arm. 


“Why are you bothering someone who is taking a well-deserved 
break?” Anise scolded in disapproval. 


“For a good reason, obviously. Do you think I would have called you 
because I was bored?” 


Thwack! 
Eugene’s brilliant response was greeted with another slap on the arm. 


“That’s exactly why you deserve another hit. If you’re going to call me 
like this, why wouldn’t you just call me once or twice for the sake of 
it? Why is it that you only call me when you have a reason? How 
inhuman,” complained Anise. 


“No, well... I thought you didn’t like it when I called you out for no 
reason...?” muttered Eugene. 


“That’s right. I don’t. I do not want to take Kristina’s place,” jabbed 
Anise before flunking down on Eugene’s bed. Immediately afterward, 
an expression of realization dawned on Anise’s face. Her eyes 


sparkled, and she gave a mischievous smile as she slowly looked 
around Eugene’s clean room. “Tempting a mature woman into your 
room. Isn’t your faith in Kristina’s virtues too blinded? Don’t you 
know that a wolf in sheep’s clothing lives inside her?” 


“Are you talking about yourself?” 


“Well, how about that? Hamel, what do you think? Do you think that I 
am a wolf?” Anise asked with a seductive smile while crossing her 
legs. 


Eugene took on a dismal expression and gave a long sigh before 
waving his hands. “Do you want me to look at you as a wolf?” he 
asked. 


“Are you saying you want to be devoured by me as a wolf? How 
brazen and insidious. I guess it’s your specialty to seduce women by 
acting like an innocent, clueless idiot, just like now.” Anise replied 
with a click of her tongue. 


“Seduce? What on earth...?” 


“Be honest, Hamel. How many women have you brought into this 
room so far?” 


“Stop saying such weird things. What women? The only ones who 
ever came into my room are Ciel and Nina.” 


Ciel and Nina... the two names were clearly imprinted in Anise’s 
memory. Nina was the servant girl in charge of taking care of the 
floor. Normally, older, more mature, and experienced servants would 
take on such positions, but Nina’s age was the same as Kristina's — 
twenty-three. However, she was given such an important role despite 
her young age because she had served Eugene as his personal 
attendant from the very beginning. As such, Anise had been on the 
constant lookout for Nina from inside Kristina. 


“Hmm... There shouldn’t be any problems with that girl,” said Anise. 


“What does that even mean?” asked Eugene. 


“She is thoroughly capable of distinguishing between public and 
private affairs. Hamel, the only thing she feels for you personally is 
something similar to a sisterly affection, very much unlike Ciel, that 
sassy lady,” answered Anise. 


Kristina quietly agreed with Anise. The sight of Ciel acting cute 
toward Gerhard while leaving the room earlier that day was still fresh 
in her mind. The way she had said ‘Fa-ther’ wasn’t something Kristina 
could ever envision herself doing. 


‘can do it in your stead.’ Anise volunteered slyly, hearing Kristina’s 
thoughts. 


[Sister... Please...!] 
Anise gave an impish smile while enjoying Kristina’s horrified scream. 


“Hamel, I’m sure there’s a good reason why you called me, instead of 
Kristina, in your room, right? I’m looking forward to it,” Anise said 
teasingly. 


“What do you think about past lives?” Eugene asked without beating 
around the bush. 


Anise stayed silent for a moment while glaring at Eugene. Although 
she said she was looking forward to it, to tell the truth, she held no 
expectations for Eugene. She remembered Hamel all too well. He had 
a dirty mouth and acted accordingly, but at the same time, he had 
been a complete moron and a blockhead who never crossed the line. 


“’..1 might understand if it were anyone else... But isn’t it funny that 
you, of all people, are asking me about past lives? Haven’t you already 
reincarnated?” Anise finally answered. 


“Tt’s a special case for me. I’m asking about others,” Eugene continued 
earnestly. 


“Well, I’m also a special case since... ’m a created being. But I’m sure 
your question isn’t about me, so I will give you a perspective of the 
general population,” replied Anise. Her expression changed, and she 
continued in a calm voice while slowly caressing the rosary around 


her neck. “According to the Doctrine of Light, the deceased are sent to 
either heaven or hell according to the lives they have led. And only 
those who paid the price of their sins in hell are reincarnated and 
reborn in this world. In other words, in the Doctrine of Light, the 
Cycle of Light is a journey to reach a painless heaven. So past lives, 
present lives, future lives, all of them are just struggles for those 
unable to enter heaven.” 


“Youre not telling me to take that word-for-word, right?” asked 
Eugene. 


“How could I? ’m only explaining the Doctrine of Light. From what 
I’ve experienced, heaven does exist, but you don’t have to go there 
unconditionally. Just like how I remained in this world,” answered 
Anise. 


“Then what about hell?” 


“Hell... ’m not sure. I felt heaven, but I have never felt hell. Hamel, I 
won't say that the Doctrine of Light is completely correct, but the 
teachings of the old Bible aren’t all works of fiction,” Anise continued 
with her explanation. 


If it had been anyone else’s words, Eugene would have disregarded 
them with a snort. However, Anise had been born into the Church of 
Light, then experienced many things before becoming an angel after 
her death. 


“T don’t know if hell exists, but heaven does exist. Souls who are 
undeserving of entering heaven or choose not to enter, remain behind 
and reincarnate into this world.” Anise paused, then continued with a 
twisted smile and a deeper tone, “Then Hamel, hell may not actually 
be a separate world. This world itself could be hell. It would be the 
punishment of hell to die and be reborn into this world without 
obtaining peace, right?” 


Her words didn’t sound like a joke at all. Eugene stood silent while 
slowly digesting her words. Their lives were a struggle to enter 
heaven. Eugene’s case was special, but others didn’t remember their 
previous lives. Of course, they would have past lives, but in the 
process of dying and being reborn, their memories were wiped. 


“’..Then that means Vermouth dragged me back down to hell,” said 
Eugene with a bitter smile while taking a seat. 


Originally, Hamel’s soul would have been wiped out by the lich’s 
curse. However, Hamel’s soul was returned when Vermouth made an 
Oath with the Demon King of Incarceration. As a result, his soul did 
not leave this world but was placed in a necklace, a relic, by Sienna’s 
magic. 


“All of us together dragged you back down to hell,” murmured Anise. 


Sienna had not made the decision to imbue his soul into the necklace 
by herself. Everyone had agreed. Anise had been doubtful regarding 
the existence of heaven at the time, but she had longed to enter 
heaven with all her colleagues after killing all the remaining demon 
kings. 


“And Sir Vermouth himself chose hell.” 
Eugene didn’t know what to say at this point. 


“The same is true for Sienna and me. I don’t know about Molon, but 
all of us were qualified to enter heaven. But, even so, we chose to 
remain in this hellish world.” 


“For the world?” Eugene finally asked. 


“For you.” Anise laughed. “And for us, although that ended being for 
the sake of the world. We wanted to kill all the demon kings. I don’t 
know why... Sir Vermouth denied heaven and disguised his death.” 


“You saw Vermouth’s body, right?” asked Eugene. 
“Ves.” 


Two hundred years ago, the Great Vermouth, founder of the Lionheart 
clan and the Hero, died. The Kiehl Empire held a grand funeral for the 
Hero, and processions to commemorate his death followed throughout 
the continent. Vermouth had cut off all communication with his 

comrades after returning from Helmuth. Anise, Sienna, and Molon had 


all attended his funeral. At the time, Sienna had cleared the sky of the 
pouring rain to deny it of mourning his death, and Molon, the 
Founding King of Ruhr, took off his crown and personally moved 
Vermouth’s coffin. Anise, the Saintess of the Holy Empire, had recited 
a tribute. 


“Yes, I saw it,” Anise said once again. 


Eugene had heard the story as well. There had been a body inside 
Vermouth’s coffin at the time. If it had been a fake, Anise and Sienna 
would have noticed, even if it deceived Molon. 


“At that time, Sir Vermouth definitely was a dead corpse, and his soul 
was already gone. Naturally, I assumed he had ascended to heaven,” 
said Anise. 


However, that had not been the case. Thus, Anise remained until this 
era and gave a revelation to Kristina to check Vermouth’s coffin in the 
Black Lion Castle. 


“Tt may be possible that... Vermouth’s soul is being held by the 
Demon King of Incarceration,” Eugene speculated. 


“If the Demon King of Incarceration promised peace in exchange for 
Sir Vermouth’s soul...,” whispered Anise. 


“Tt’s just a wild guess, but if that were true, then I have no choice but 
to admit that this world itself is hell, just as you said,” spat Eugene in 
a tone full of resentment. 


Vermouth had saved the world, albeit not in a way Eugene liked. He 
deserved heaven more than anyone else in the world, but Vermouth 
had still failed to ascend. Even when Eugene tried to track Vermouth 
by using the Draconic spell contained in Akasha, crimson eyes and the 
sound of dragging chains had obscured his path. 


Demonfolks and Demon Kings received souls in exchange for their 
services and promises. Helmuth urged humans to make contracts of 
the soul, and countless people became shackled to the demonfolks and 
Demon Kings of Helmuth. Such humans could not ascend to heaven, 
nor could they reincarnate. They could only live out their fruitless 


lives according to the contents of their contracts, slaving away for the 
demonfolks and the Demon Kings. 


An empire of shadows robbed of their chance to reincarnate — that 
was Helmuth. If this world truly was a hell of repeated reincarnations 
for souls that failed to reach heaven, Helmuth would be the greatest 
hell. 


“Hamel. I don’t know how you were projected a past life you didn’t 
recognize by the Dark Room. Ordinary people don’t even remember 
their previous life, but you remember your life as Hamel,” said Anise. 
Perhaps his specialty had affected the Dark Room? 


Eugene tightened his grasp on the necklace. “...I didn’t see it 
through.” 


The Dark Room had projected Eugene’s life leading up to the current 
moment, starting from when he was a child until who he currently 
was as Eugene Lionheart. The projection of Hamel’s life began from 
the moment he died at the Demon King of Incarceration’s Castle, then 
played backward. The unknown man’s life had been displayed 
afterward, but Eugene had not seen how the man met his end. Did he 
die of exhaustion while wandering in despair on the battlefield of 
corpses? Was he the same man as the one who had been sitting on the 
mountain of bodies? Eugene wasn’t certain of anything. After all, the 
man’s life had been projected for only a short moment. 


“Hamel. A past life unknown to you isn’t that important, is it?” asked 
Anise with a worried expression. She stretched out her hand, then 
stroked his clenched fist before continuing. “I do not know the method 
to remember one’s past life, and I don’t want to know either. Because 
it’s not important. You are both Hamel and Eugene, but I won’t 
differentiate either.” 


“Because I’m just me,” said Eugene firmly. 


“Yes. It’s the same for me as well. Just as Kristina is Kristina, I am just 
Anise... Isn’t that enough?” asked Anise. 


“Tt just bothers me a little, that’s all,” grumbled Eugene, shaking his 
head. “Vermouth was the one who made the Dark Room. I don’t know 


when he started to plan my reincarnation, but that son of a bitch was 
very meticulous in making sure I was born as his descendant. He 
planted the necklace in anticipation that I would naturally enter the 
treasure vault after getting to the main house.” 


“Now, that wasn’t very hard to predict, was it? Hamel, knowing your 
personality, you would have definitely tried to break in to empty the 
treasure room,” Anise stated naturally. 


“T didn’t, but I probably would have once I was old enough and strong 
enough.” Eugene couldn’t help but agree. “But I don’t know if the 
White Flame Formula was made for me too...” 


“But you would have mastered it regardless. You felt a great sense of 
inferiority and aspiration towards Sir Vermouth during your past life, 
didn’t you?” asked Anise. 


“Inferio-rity? As-piration?” Eugene sounded shocked. 


“Don’t pretend that you didn’t. Even if you deny it, everyone knows 
that you did. Fortunately, the current head of the Lionheart clan 
gladly accepted you into the main house since he is a generous man, 
but what if that had not been the case? Do you think you could have 
given up on the White Flame Formula?” asked Anise. 


Instead of answering, Eugene took on a stupid expression. If he had 
never been taken in and never given the opportunity to learn the 
White Flame Formula... then he would have trained in the Red Flame 
Formula or the mana training method from his previous life. 


But would he have been satisfied? Once he grew strong enough, 
wouldn’t he have attacked the main house under the pretext of 
curiosity? Then he would have robbed the White Flame Formula... 
No, even for him, that was too brainless. 


‘I could have convinced them that I was a friend of their founder to have 
them hand over the formula.’ 


Anise grabbed Eugene by the wrist with a chuckle. “I can see exactly 
what you’re thinking. The Dark Room was created by Sir Vermouth. 
Do you think he might have left you a message or something similar?” 


“ ..Only because I saw something strange,” answered Eugene. 


“Do you think the past life you saw in there is a message from Sir 
Vermouth?” asked Anise. 


“T don’t know about that, but I do know that the Dark Room is a gift 
for me,” said Eugene, raising himself out of his chair. The phantom of 
the Dark Room wasn’t as strong as he had been in his prime, but it 
was close. Moreover, the phantom fought well, according to how 
Eugene imagined himself fighting. 


He remembered Gion explaining how the White Flame Formula 
changed once one overcame the phantom of the Dark Room. Eugene 
wasn’t sure exactly how the White Flame Formula would change for 
him, but for now, he was focusing on the battle with the phantom 
itself rather than any changes to the White Flame Formula. The 
phantom of the Dark Room was a little stronger and faster than 
Eugene, so the standard strategy for overcoming the Dark Room was 
to create something new that the phantom could not duplicate. As 
long as he fixated on that, Eugene was certain he could overcome the 
Dark Room within three or four days at the latest. 


But that wasn’t enough. 


“..If I want to defeat Raizakia, I must at least become as strong as I 
was in my previous life.” 


Raizakia was roaming somewhere between dimensions, and Eugene 
couldn’t count on Anise’s help in killing the dragon. Although Anise 
resided within Kristina, Kristina could not yet create miracles on the 
same level as Anise from three hundred years ago. Moreover, if she 
entered the gap between dimensions, in the worst-case scenario, 
Anise’s soul could well be expelled from Kristina’s body. So Eugene 
had no intention of taking Anise along to hunt Raizakia. The same was 
true for Kristina. He knew that the girls weren’t convinced by his 
decision, but he had no intention of changing his mind. 


‘Becoming as strong as Hamel isn’t enough.’ 


Hamel from three hundred years ago had been strong. But had he 
been strong enough to kill the Demon Kings by himself? Clearly not. 


Even the Demon King of Carnage, the weakest of the Demon Kings, 
required all five members of the Hero’s party to fight for several days 
before finally dying. In fact, there was no need to even discuss the 
Demon Kings. Kamash, the chief of the giants, one of Fury’s four 
heavenly kings, had presented a challenge for both Vermouth and 
Hamel working together. Incarceration’s Blade, Gavid Lindman, was 
forced only to retreat even though Hamel and Sienna had placed their 
lives on the line. 


Even though Hamel had been incredibly strong, he had not been 
strong enough to hunt high-ranking demonfolks and the Demon Kings 
by himself. If he had to give a purely objective judgment regarding the 
power of Hamel from three hundred years ago, Hamel could slaughter 
Iris by himself but would fare badly against demonfolks stronger than 
her. 


It was difficult to gauge exactly how strong Raizakia was. Sienna had 
expelled Raizaki to another dimension while suffering from fatal 
injuries. Although she failed and only managed to stick him in a place 
between dimensions, it was clear that she had performed great magic 
that the Black Dragon Raizakia failed to resist. But such a feat had 
been impossible considering how strong Sienna had been three 
hundred years ago. Had it been possible because she completed the 
Eternal Hole? No, according to what Anise saw at the time — Sienna 
had not been alone in expelling Raizakia. Hundreds of elves present 
had protected Sienna, and the roots of the World Tree had protected 
Sienna and the elves while also giving strength to Sienna. 


‘But I can’t do it like Sienna.’ 


Hamel had never been strong enough to kill Raizakia by himself, so he 
had to become stronger than Hamel in every way. 


Two days later, Eugene once again descended to the Dark Room. He 
was accompanied by Gilead, Gion, and Carmen. 


[Great timing. The injuries of the knights were so light that it wasn’t 
worth treating them. Let’s practice your miracles on their bodies. ] 
Anise chimed in. 


Kristina accompanied the four people as well. Naturally, she wasn’t 
allowed into the Dark Room but could wait by the entrance. If Eugene 


ran rampant like last time, Carmen, Gilead, and Gion would stop him, 
while Kristina would assist and heal them. 


‘Sister... Are you being serious?’ 


[Of course, Kristina. In fact, the best place to train divine magic is the 
battlefield, but there is no war in this era, right? So you shouldn’t miss 
this rare opportunity to practice. ] 


‘But... I’m not confident in miracles that allow reattaching and 
regenerating of severed limbs.’ 


[Don’t worry. Who would blame you even if you can’t grow their arms 
and legs? They will resent Hamel instead for having cut off their arms 
and legs.] 


Of course, Eugene had no intention of cutting off anyone’s limbs. 


“Well, I’ll be back,” said Eugene cheerfully while walking to the door 
of the Dark Room. Gion looked at Eugene with wonder. Even if the 
battle was only taking place inside one’s mind, the battle against the 
phantom would likely result in a tragic defeat and death, a death that 
would feel as real as possible. So how could he laugh and be so 


happy? 


“Since we have Auxiliary Bishop Kristina’s divine magic, it wouldn’t 
be bad for us to fight one by one,” Carmen suggested. 


“Then I will go first.” Gilead was the first one to step up. Although 
Carmen and Gilead didn’t seem as enthusiastic as Eugene, they were 
also motivated. 


“.,.Wouldn’t it be better for me to go first? Iam the youngest here...,” 
Gion chimed in. 


“Are you saying you'll be considerate because I’m old?” asked 
Carmen. 


“Auntie, I didn’t mean it like that...” 


“T thought I told you not to call me that,” Carmen cut in with a glare. 
[How cute. ] 
‘What?’ 


[They are descendants of my comrade, after all, right? Since it’s 
cumbersome to count the generations that passed by, I just think of 
them all as Sir Vermouth’s grandchildren... They are very cute,] Anise 
said with a giggle. 


Kristina hurriedly raised her hand to her mouth, afraid Anise’s 
thoughts would accidentally slip from her tongue. 


Eugene walked across the white space and soon saw the magic circle 
on the floor. He walked up to the magic circle, hoping to see his 
previous lives once more, but nothing of the sort happened. Instead, 
the phantom appeared straight away. It wasn’t any different from two 
days ago. 


Eugene glanced at the phantom, the weapons surrounding them, and 
then at the sword in his hand. “Hmm...” After a moment of pondering, 
he laughed. Then he proceeded to discard the sword in his hand. 


He clenched his fists and raised them to his chest. “Should we go with 
our bare hands today?” 


Chapter 213 
The Dark Room (6) 


Ancilla Caines was a woman who always maintained her dignity as 
the mistress of the prestigious Lionheart family, but she wasn’t 
insistent on keeping her dignity even in front of her beloved husband. 
She raised herself out of bed while rubbing her sleepy eyes. 


“Are you going again today?” she asked. 


“As you can see,” answered Gilead in a feeble voice. Ancilla’s heart 
ached when she saw her husband’s sagging shoulders. Upon a closer 
examination, she noticed that his face was slightly slimmer compared 
to before. It was all because of that child, Eugene. More than half a 
year had passed since the child first challenged the secret ordeal of the 
Lionheart family. At first, he would attempt the challenge every ten 
days or so, but... his resting period continued to lessen as time passed. 
The problem was that the ordeal placed a burden not only on Eugene 
but on Gilead, Gion, and Carmen as well. Although Gilead himself had 
never called it a burden or a challenge, from Ancilla’s perspective, it 
was no different from a challenge for Gilead. 


“T am the Lionheart’s mistress, and I also remember when you went 
through this trial, which is why I haven’t said much so far, but... that 
child, Eugene, isn’t he taking this too far?” asked Ancilla. 


“T can’t deny that,” answered Gilead. He had no choice but to admit it. 
After tying back his ash-colored hair with a string, he started to wrap 
bandages around each of his fingers. “But I cannot blame him for his 
passion. Even I have been inspired by the child’s passion.” 


“Gilead.” 


“You must have felt it as well, but the child’s trial is not entirely for 
him alone. Gion and I, and even Carmen, are reaping benefits from the 
trial,” continued Gilead. 


But was it really true? Ancilla squinted while gazing at her husband’s 
back. After giving a long sigh, she climbed out of bed and fixed his 
disheveled hair and knot. 


“T don’t think Lady Carmen’s in the stage of enjoying this any longer. 
It wouldn’t be strange if Sir Gion ran away anytime,” said Ancilla. 


“That’s... I agree. If I wasn’t the family head, I would have fled with 
Gion about a month ago,” replied Gilead. 


“As expected, that child is truly strange. No matter how young he is... 
How could he keep this up?” asked Ancilla. 


It was beyond understanding for Gilead as well. The trial of the Dark 
Room placed a heavy burden on one’s mind. Although dying at the 
hands of the phantom didn’t actually result in death, the intense and 
realistic experience was more than enough to cause one to go mad. 
Gilead had also suffered death about four times when he first 
challenged the Dark Room. It had taken him quite a long time to 
completely shake off the lingering horror of having his heart pierced, 
his head decapitated, and his body diced up. But Eugene had already 
repeated the trial dozens of times. He had advised Eugene to receive 
counseling or Mind Cleaning from a priest since the numerous 
attempts would have placed a heavy burden on his mind, but Eugene 
had been unwilling. 


Gilead couldn’t help but imagine that Eugene’s attempts would have 

been further separated if Auxillary Bishop Kristina wasn’t here since 

Eugene would be physically exhausted after every attempt. However, 
Kristina’s healing magic was far too wonderful... 


“Tll be back then.” Gilead forced himself out of the room with a 
wooden sword after barely motivating himself. Of course, it had not 
been like this from the beginning. Just a few months ago, Eugene had 
been attempting the trial of the Dark Room every week at the earliest. 
But since then, his attempts had become far too close for comfort — 
for Gilead’s comfort, at least. Eugene was challenging the Dark Room 
every single day without a break. 


It wasn’t as if Carmen, Gilead, and Gion hated training. Rather, they 
were fond of it, just that they weren’t given as many opportunities to 
train due to their roles and responsibilities in the family. 


The road to reaching seven Stars of the White Flame Formula was long 
and arduous. Even though he was burdened with many responsibilities 
as the current head of the Lionheart family, Gilead had not abandoned 
his ambition as a warrior. Both Gilead and Gion longed to cross the 
tall wall to reach the Seventh Star one day. Carmen was also eager to 
reach eight Stars for the first time in the Lionheart’s history since the 
founder. 


If hardships and trials were the required steps to cross the barrier that 
blocked their path to the level beyond, the battles with the phantom- 
eroded Eugene served as great nutrients. The three had to hold 
themselves back while the phantom held back nothing. It only aimed 
to kill its opponents using whatever means possible. Without Kristina’s 
help, it was entirely possible that they would have suffered fatal 
wounds multiple times. At least, that’s how it was in the beginning. 


It wasn’t only Eugene who gained experience from the repeated trials. 
Each time, those who subdued Eugene also gained new insights and 
experiences. It couldn’t be helped that they were mentally drained, 
but now, they could overpower Eugene without experiencing any 
danger or injuries. It was impossible for them to subdue Eugene one- 
on-one as Carmen had stubbornly hoped, but it was possible for them 
to deal with Eugene one-on-one for a short amount of time, though 
not to completely overpower him. 


‘Maybe I will reach seven Stars before the Knight March,’ Gilead thought 
optimistically. 


The dawn sky was still dark blue, and the air was chilly. It was 
already nearing the end of autumn. About half a year remained until 
Knight March, and the Northern Kingdom of Ruhr was a place covered 
with snow all year round. He wouldn’t get to experience the heat next 
summer. 


“You’re here.” 


The others were already present at the entrance to the treasure room. 
Eugene’s eyes sparkled with enthusiasm, but the same didn’t hold true 
for the others. Even though their bodies were in pristine condition and 
their fatigue washed away with divine magic, it couldn’t be helped 
that they were less motivated than before. The previous day, as well 
as for three days straight before that, they had arrived here at dawn 


before getting to return to their rooms only at midnight. 


“Don’t you think that maybe... going at it every day for three days is a 
little too much?” asked Carmen with a deep sigh. 


Gion nodded in agreement next to her while crouching. “I haven’t 
been able to return to the Black Lion Castle for over half a year 
already. Sir Genos is taking care of the knights under my command for 
now, but... This isn’t right, is it? I came here only a month after I was 
made the Captain of the Fifth Division, but I haven’t been able to 
return for half a year.” 


“That’s... fatal. Gion, even if you return now, the knights belonging to 
the Fifth Division will think Sir Genos as more of their captain than 
you. It’s definitely a problem,” said Carmen. 


Kristina remained silent as the two conversed. Although she didn’t 
verbalize it, it wasn’t as if she was without any complaints either. 
Sure, her divine magic had made remarkable progress over the last six 
months. However, had the six months been faithful to Kristina Rogeris 
in return? 


[In the end, aren’t you just disappointed and sad that you couldn’t 
spend time alone with Hamel, taking care of him and licking his 
wounds?] Anise reproached her. 


‘Sister...! Licking his wounds? What dirty absurdity is that?’ 


[You fail to take metaphors as metaphors. Or maybe, Kristina, did I 
unknowingly come to discover your shady fetishes and crooked 
desires? ] 


Kristina didn’t respond. In fact, she stopped thinking altogether. 


“Now, now. Come on, everyone, don’t be so angry,” said Eugene. He 
was well-rested and full. His condition was as good as it could be, and 
so was his motivation. He continued with a cheerful laugh. “Today 
will be the last day.” 


“What?” 


“T just told you. Today is the last day. I was debating whether to just 
not call anyone, but it’s not a place that I can enter alone, right?” said 
Eugene. 


“Really? Is today really the last day?” asked Gion with a desperate 
expression. Carmen didn’t say anything, but her eyes were glowing 
with similar emotion. 


Eugene shrugged while enjoying their reaction. “Yes.” 


There was nothing more he could gain in the Dark Room. He had felt 
it over the last few days. Even though there was no need for him to 
die, he allowed the phantom to take his life in order to make sure he 
wasn’t missing even the smallest thing so that he would not leave a 
trace of regret. Yesterday, he became completely certain. 


The Dark Room was no longer a challenge for Eugene. He walked the 
exact same path he came to know over the last six months. He started 
at the portrait of Vermouth located deep in the treasure room. The 
inexplicable magic began there. He descended further down, opened 
the door, entered the Dark Room, then came to stand on the magic 
circle. 


“Tf you could talk, I might have become attached to you.” 
He came to face the phantom. 


Half a year was enough time for one’s appearance to change, but 
Eugene mostly remained the same. His hair was still gray and shaggy, 
and his eyes were clear and full of motivation despite countless 
defeats and deaths. He was never given a chance to allow his facial 
hair any freedom since Mer had made it clear that she didn’t want to 
see even a single stub of hair on his face. 


The only thing that changed was his height. In the beginning, he had 
to look up at the phantom, but there was no longer any need. The 
phantom was unchanged. He still looked like a mix of Hamel and 
Eugene, and he held a sword in his hand. 


“Hmm.” Eugene twirled the sword in his hand. “I wonder if there’s a 
need to swing this.” 


The phantom did not respond. However, it clearly recognized the 
murderous intent exuding from Eugene and began to react. 


“T’ve fought with you too many times.” 


The two figures accelerated, and they came face-to-face in an instant. 
The phantom charged while swinging at Eugene’s neck. It was a 
deadly strike that left no room to respond. When Eugene first entered 
the Dark Room, he had been hard-pressed to respond to this very 
strike, which was only slightly fast. But that was no longer the case. 


Eugene took a half step back and slightly tilted his head backward, 
allowing the deadly strike to only graze the air by a narrow margin. 
But that wasn’t the end. The phantom’s strike suddenly changed 
trajectory midair and aimed to take Eugene’s head. It wasn’t a simple 
strike, either. The tip of the blade vibrated ever-so-slightly, 
showcasing the phantom’s fine mana control and creating countless 
projections of sword-force. 


“And I can see as much as I’ve fought.” 


It didn’t take him much to penetrate the many strikes. In fact, it only 
took a single stab. He didn’t even need to use a sword. His hand, 
which was covered with his flame, pierced straight through the 
dizzying barrage and grabbed the phantom’s sword. 


“So we don’t have to fight anymore.” 
Crack. 


The phantom’s blade broke under his grasp, and the phantom 
immediately discarded the weapon before throwing a fist. Eugene 
once again took a half step back and swung the sword in his other 
hand. There was no sound. However, dozens of lines appeared in the 
space occupied by the phantom’s fist. Even though the phantom was 
protecting itself with a dark flame, Eugene’s strikes cut through the 
protective blaze like tofu and carved the phantom’s hand and arm into 
hundreds of pieces. 


The phantom jumped back after losing an arm. Although it wasn’t a 
conscious being, the phantom possessed an excellent sense of battle. 


He came to realize that he could never beat Eugene from the short 
exchange. As such, instead of charging once more, the phantom began 
to grow its flame using the White Flame Formula. 


After six months ' worth of battles, Eugene was extremely familiar 
with the phantom. The phantom did not inherit memories of their 
previous encounters, so as the trial continued, Eugene became familiar 
with it but not vice versa. As such, it was inevitable that Eugene 
would come to win even after suffering a vain loss at the beginning. 


The Dark Room wasn’t a place to only test one’s combat senses and 
their utilization of the White Flame Formula. It was also a place to 
train one’s mental fortitude as they were forced to battle again and 
again while experiencing death. Such mental fortitude was something 
Eugene already possessed, but many of Vermouth’s descendants had 
not been trained in this aspect. Being born into a prestigious family 
and growing up pampered added to their weakness, in addition to the 
fact that they were living in an era of unprecedented peace. 


“A competition of firepower is good, too,” murmured Eugene with a 
grin. He had long reached the level required to defeat the phantom. 
Nevertheless, he had repeatedly attempted the trial, and it was for a 
simple reason — this was the perfect place to train. 


Eugene was strong. If he did not restrict the output of the White Flame 
Formula, he could completely devastate a large area surrounding him 
simply by summoning his flames. Although the Lionheart family’s 
mansion was equipped with all kinds of imaginable training facilities, 
including a place to train mana, they were unsuitable for anyone with 
more than five Stars in the White Flame Formula to wield their mana 
freely. 


But what about this world? Even if Eugene used Ignition, he didn’t 
have to worry about any aftereffects on his body. He didn’t have to 
worry about his surroundings when he allowed his mana to flow 
freely. As such, he had utilized the Dark Room for several months, 
though it also came to involve several others having to narrowly 
escape death each day from early dawn until late night. 


It had been worth it, and he had definitely gained something. 


The phantom allowed his flame to grow, and his White Flame Formula 


was spinning rapidly with the integration of the Ring Flame Formula. 
The growing flame shuddered for a moment, then exploded. The 
phantom had used Ignition. In response, Eugene raised his hand while 
keeping his eye on the phantom. He then turned his palm face up 
towards the sky. Unlike the phantom’s explosive mana, Eugene’s mana 
slowly seeped out from his hand. The six Stars swirling around his 
heart were accelerating furiously, and in their rotation came 
explosions of mana, and countless Cores were created in the 
explosions. But Eugene didn’t emit the fierce mana right away. 
Instead, he continued to compress the mana until it formed a small 
dot of fierce, destructive, uncontrollable mana. 


Fwoosh. 


A round sphere rose from Eugene’s palm. It was a blinding white sun, 
and the moment it appeared, the space around it began to distort. This 
was a limited space created within Eugene’s mind, but the sun, which 
Eugene was imagining, was close to breaking the law of this space. 


It was a sun made from mana that was compressed to the limit. 
However, this was only the limit of what the Ring Flame Formula 
could create. Eugene’s lips curled up into a crooked smile. The sun 
was the culmination of sword-force, and Eugene drew new mana and 
covered the surface of the sphere. The Empty Sword was formed and 
applied to the sun. Eugene coated several layers of mana on the 
surface of the sun, and the sphere of ultra-dense mana continued to 
fuse and explode within. 


Slowly but surely, the white sun was dyed black. The phantom was 
already ready. He was slightly more adept at utilizing all the original 
techniques that Eugene Lionheart possessed. The phantom had already 
used Ignition, and the sword in his hand was amplified by the Empty 
Sword. But he could not attack. Although the phantom was without 
ego, it possessed battle instincts. He knew that only certain death 
awaited him if he attacked, and it was impossible for him to survive, 
even by chance. He couldn’t give his flesh and take the enemy’s bone 
either. Simply, there was nothing he could do to prevent his 
eradication. 


“Eclipse,” whispered Eugene before throwing the black sun. The 
phantom could no longer stand still. As such, he concentrated all of 
his mana on his attack and charged toward Eugene. There was an 


explosion of light, which made it impossible to see even an inch. 
Eugene didn’t resist but rather just gave into his instincts and shut his 
eyes close. He saw nothing but could hear the sound of the world 
collapsing around him. 


One, two, three, he counted before opening his eyes. 


“So this is how it is,” grumbled Eugene before touching the floor with 
his hands. This was the first time he actually killed the phantom, so it 
was also the first time he got to see how he had been sprawled on the 
ground before being transferred to the mental world. It appeared that 
he had passed out the moment he walked into the magic circle. 


After raising himself up, Eugene looked around his surroundings. He 
took cautious steps just in case, but he wasn’t dragged off to the 
mental world again. 


“Tt should be a pass, right?” whispered Eugene before striding 
forward. During the last six months, he had heard from Gilead, Gion, 
and Carmen about what came after overcoming the Dark Room. Once 
he defeated the phantom and went forward... a flame would appear. 
Once the challenger took the flame into their body, the Sixth Star of 
the White Flame Formula would be completed and transformed. 


“A flame.” 


He walked for a while, leaving the magic circle far behind. He could 
see nothing in his surroundings. 


‘The power of Eclipse couldn’t have been so strong that it broke the magical 
composition of the Dark Room, right?’ He worried for a second and 
couldn’t shake off the concern. Eclipse had been far too strong, even 
by Eugene’s standards. In terms of pure power, it exceeded any 
technique Eugene had possessed in his previous life. 


“What if I really did break it? What if I don’t get to meet this flame? Is 
my White Flame Formula going to be forever incomplete? Fuck, is it 
really my fault for being too strong...” Eugene cursed with a frown. 
However, he came to a sudden stop. Before he knew it, something had 
appeared in front of Eugene, but it wasn’t the flame he was expecting. 


Instead, it was a man sitting in a black chair. 
“Vermouth?” 


The name that slipped his tongue belonged to his friend from three 
hundred years ago. 


Chapter 214 
The Dark Room (7) 


Eugene took a few steps forward but made sure not to get too close to 
the figure. Instead, he stopped himself only a moment after he started 
walking. He could feel his startled heart thumping rapidly. He felt as if 
the world was swirling around him, and only a single phrase managed 
to find its way out of his lips. 


“Hey, you little bastard.” 


Eugene didn’t hold himself back. In fact, he had no reason to do so. 
Vermouth deserved much worse, and not just curses either. Even if 
Eugene decided to slap and strike him, Vermouth only deserved to 
accept whatever he was given. But Eugene couldn’t grab him by the 
collar. It wasn’t that he had grown a soft spot for Vermouth after 
parting for three hundred years but because what appeared in front of 
him was only a vision of Vermouth. 


“,.You, who stand before me now,” said Vermouth. It was 
unmistakably only a vision, but he looked vivid as if Vermouth really 
was sitting before Eugene’s eyes. However, Eugene couldn’t sense 
Vermouth’s presence. 


Eugene wondered which time period the vision belonged to. His hair 
looked tidier, and his attire was cleaner than when they had entered 
the Castle of the Demon King of Incarceration. Was it when he became 
known as the Great Vermouth, or during the time he served as the 
Grand Duke of Kiehl? Or... was it after he faked his own death? 


“Ts it you, Hamel?” It was a simple question. 
Eugene clenched his fists and glared at Vermouth. 


“Tt must be so since this vision won’t make an appearance unless it’s 
you. How long has it been? It’s impossible for me to get it exactly 


right, but I presume about three hundred years would have passed,” 
Vermouth continued. 


Vermouth had rarely donned a smile since three hundred years ago. 
He wasn’t always as apathetic as a wooden doll, but he was 
expressionless during most situations, just like he was now. Vermouth 
sat in an upright position, and he looked calm without any other 
expressions. 


Vermouth looked exactly as Eugene remembered, which aroused 
complicated emotions in Eugene’s heart. Like the portrait from three 
hundred years ago, the vision in front of him wasn’t actually 
Vermouth, but Eugene could feel Vermouth deeply from this vision. 


“Hamel, you must be throwing some awful curses at me right now. 
I’ve never thought it pleasant to hear you curse, but now... I miss it. 
That’s why I feel slightly regretful. ’m curious as to what kinds of 
curses you're throwing at me right now,” continued Vermouth. 


“Motherfucker.” 


“You must have noticed by now. The one in front of you now is me 
from hundreds of years ago. I cannot see you, and I cannot hear you. I 
can only speak to you unilaterally. But don’t be so angry.” 


‘Don’t be so angry?’ Eugene felt absolutely flabbergasted. He couldn’t 
help but scoff. ‘At least you recognize that I should be angry at you, 
right?’ He knew it would do no good, but Eugene flipped his middle 
finger at Vermouth’s vision anyways. 


“What should I talk about? Where should I start? Knowing how 
impatient you are, I’m a little afraid that you might just walk away 
without listening to what I have to say,” said Vermouth in a quiet 
voice before clasping his hands and placing them on his knees. He 
closed his eyes, then took a moment before continuing. “I have... 
many secrets, Hamel. And I cannot confide you with everything. I 
have no intention of doing so, and I shouldn’t either. So this 
conversation won’t answer all of your questions.” 


“Everyone but you knew how suspicious you were,” grumbled Eugene 
before flopping to the ground. 


“Right. Let’s talk about your reincarnation first. Hamel, I’m sure this is 
the biggest question you have.” 


“Shoot,” said Eugene while nodding, knowing well that there was 
actually no need for him to engage. 


“You should not have died in that place,” said Vermouth. His answer 
annoyed Eugene, which caused his eyebrows to wriggle. But Eugene 
held back the spewing curses and kept his emotions under control. 
Vermouth continued, “But it’s impossible to reverse it. Hamel, you... 
probably thought it was better for you to die in that place. In fact, 
your body was being destroyed each moment you were climbing the 
Demon King’s castle. You probably blamed it on your recklessness.” 


“Why are you saying such obvious things?” grumbled Eugene, clicking 
his tongue. He had already contemplated it more than a dozen times, 
but his conclusion never changed. Hamel had died in the castle of the 
Demon King of Incarceration because he had been reckless and weak. 
Sienna and Anise had warned him about the dangers of Ignition, but it 
had been impossible to clear the way in the hellish castle without 
using Ignition. 


“And I know youw’re not going to like my next words, but I’m just 
going to tell you what I think. Hamel, you died because I failed to 
protect you,” said Vermouth without a single change in his expression. 


Unwilling to let his comment pass, Eugene jumped up and glared at 
Vermouth. “You son of a bitch, what are you saying?” 


Eugene’s expression distorted, and anger flared from deep within his 
heart. It was a different type of anger than what he experienced at the 
Fount of Light. This was the feeling of humiliation. He died because 
Vermouth failed to protect him? 


‘Who are you to say you had to protect me?’ 


They had not shared such a relationship, and Eugene had not wanted 

such a relationship either. It wasn’t just Eugene, either. Everyone who 
fought alongside Vermouth three hundred years ago would have been 
the same. 


Indeed, Vermouth had been strong. He had been so incredibly strong 
that it was hard to believe he was human, just like everyone else. 
However, none of the four who fought alongside Vermouth would 
have ever wanted protection from Vermouth. No one wanted to be a 
burden to Vermouth, and on the battlefield, all five of them were 
equal. Everyone stood at the forefront, and if someone took the lead, 
the others took their sides and back. 


“Hamel, are you angry?” asked Vermouth. Eugene glared at him in 
return. He knew that Vermouth wasn’t actually there and that the 
vision was simply a recording from a long time ago. Even so, 
Vermouth was staring directly at Eugene after raising his head. 
Eugene could tell from his eyes that Vermouth had been completely 
convinced that his comment would have made Eugene jump out of his 
seat in anger. 


“T was also angry at that time,” continued Vermouth. His mouth 
curled up into a smile. “Knowing how proud you are, you must be 
angry that I said I had to protect you. But do you remember how you 
died, Hamel? You died to protect me, even though there was no need 
to do so at all.” 


Eugene was struck dumb. 


“You must have known at that moment. You didn’t have to throw 
yourself away for me, Hamel. You just... needed a place to fall. You 
threw yourself away because you thought you would only be a burden 
for the rest of us if you carried on. So you tried to save me when I 
wasn’t in any danger. Was that a satisfactory reason for your death?” 


Eugene couldn’t respond. He knew that Vermouth was speaking an 
undeniable fact. 


“You were selfish, Hamel. You used me as an excuse to fall, even 
though you didn’t have to protect me. You only needed to protect 
yourself, but you chose not to. You died instead. So it can’t be helped 
that I have regrets, regrets that I couldn’t protect you,” continued 
Vermouth. 


“ ,.Bitch,” grunted Eugene before settling back into his seat. 


After a brief silence, Vermouth shook his head before lowering his 
gaze and staring straight ahead. Although his gaze wasn’t completely 
in line with where Eugene was, neither of them cared very much. 


“Let’s continue. Hamel, you ended up dead, and our journey came to 
an end at that point. I’m sure you are familiar with the state of 
matters in your current era. I made an Oath with the Demon King of 
Incarceration, and the war came to an end.” 


“What was the Oath?” Eugene asked. 
“For the battle itself... It was hard. It was impossible to win.” 


“Would it have changed anything even if I were there? I was 
completely broken. You know that it was impossible for me to fight 
properly. It wouldn’t have changed anything even if I were there. I 
wouldn’t have been any help in the battle against the Demon King of 
Incarceration,” Eugene tried to justify his actions. 


“T can’t tell you anything regarding the contents of the Oath, but at 
that time, it was the best I could do.” Vermouth paused, then stared 
into the air with empty eyes before chuckling. “If you were there with 
us, there would have been no need for us to fight the Demon King of 
Incarceration after we reached the top.” 


“What?” Eugene was flabbergasted. 


“That was the most important thing for me — to climb to the top of 
Babel, the Castle of the Demon King of Incarceration. If we came to 
face the true body of the Demon King of Incarceration, that would 
have done it. It would have significantly changed the contents of the 
Oath as well.” 


“What... are you saying?” Eugene truly couldn’t understand. His gaze 
started to quiver as he stared at Vermouth. He knew who the Demon 
King of Incarceration was. The Demon King of Incarceration was the 
sound of chains slithering across the ground and the bright crimson 
eyes peering through the darkness. At least, that’s the Demon King of 
Incarceration that Eugene knew of since his previous life. 


Had he ever encountered the Demon Kings? Yes, several times. The 


Demon King of Destruction had struck despair into the hearts of 
everyone by simply moving across a field from a far distance. He had 
seen the Demon King of Incarceration as well. When the five of them 
first entered Babel, the Demon King of Incarceration had personally 
greeted them as the clatter of chains and crimson eyes within a storm 
of darkness. 


‘T will be waiting at the top.’ 


Though they had not battled against the Demon King of Incarceration 
at the time, Eugene came to realize that the second Demon King was 
on a different level from the Demon Kings they had faced and killed 
previously. 


So what was he talking about? They didn’t have to fight against the 
horrible monster? If all five of them climbed to the top of Babel 
without dying and came to face the true body of the Demon King of 
Incarceration, then that would have been... enough? 


“Tt was impossible to turn back what had already happened,” said 
Vermouth. “So I had no choice but to search for a different way. I 
bought some time with the Oath, and I received your soul. The 
necklace containing your soul is still with Sienna, but... one day, I 
intend to convince her and get it from her.” 


Convince her? Is that how he defined overturning someone’s grave 
and drilling a hole through Sienna’s heart after she came there in 
shock? 


“Hamel. You are here now, which means everything went according to 
my plan. You were born as my descendant and learned the White 
Flame Formula. You may not be pleased, but I had you reincarnated.” 


“T know, you bastard.” 


“And I had no option but to make this choice because you... are most 
like the Hero out of everyone I know.” 


“What are you talking about?” 


“The best I could do was to climb the Demon King of Incarceration’s 


castle, Babel, but you should be able to go further. Hamel, if it’s you, 
you should be able to achieve what I couldn't.” 


“Vermouth, you little bitch. Say it in a way I can understand. What? 
I’m most like the Hero out of everyone you know? You crazy little 
bastard. Have you finally gone mad?” 


“You won’t want to admit it, but my mind won’t change. The fact that 
you are here now proves that I didn’t change my mind,” said 
Vermouth with a faint smile. “In the end, I wasn’t enough.” 


“Tf you’re not good enough, then who...!” Eugene shouted, no longer 
able to hold himself back. 


The only reason they could defeat three of the Demon Kings — the 
Demon King of Carnage, the Demon King of Cruelty, and the Demon 
King of Fury — was that Vermouth had been there. Similarly, the only 
reason the Demon King of Incarnation agreed to the Oath and stepped 
down was that Vermouth had been there. That was who Vermouth 
was, someone who turned an impossible situation into a victory, 
someone whose very presence acted as a beacon of light to boost the 
morale of any allies. He was the shining Hero. It was only because he 
managed to draw the Holy Sword that the Demon Kings had been 
defeated. It was only because he wielded the Moonlight Sword that 
the Demon Kings had been killed. 


“Hamel, you are strong.” 


Eugene could no longer find words to say. Instead, he clutched his 
chest as Vermouth continued. 


“You were strong in your previous life, but I’m sure you are stronger 
now. Of course, it should be inevitable. I don’t know exactly when you 
will be reborn to which family, but in order for your reincarnation to 
be as fast as possible, I had to have as many descendants as possible. 
To make sure that my descendants don’t fight, I created an inviolable 
rule.” 


“Crazy bastard.” 


“T don’t care if you agree with this or not. But, Hamel, just like how 


you died doing whatever you wanted, I’m going to do whatever I 
want. Anyways, the families that take my last name will continue to 
prosper in the future, and the main branch of the family will look 
down on the other branches from a high place. Although I won’t be 
able to see it happen with my own eyes, I’m certain that’s how things 
will turn out.” 


Vermouth was right. The Lionheart family continued strong for three 
hundred years, and the Black Lion, the watchdog of the family, made 
sure that the branches of the family did not enter into struggles. The 
Bloodline Continuation Ceremony, the Leyline, and the White Flame 
Formula ensured that the collateral lines could not rise up against the 
main branch of the family. 


“And one day, you will be born as one of the countless Lionheart 
descendants. The body you will come to possess will be incomparably 
better than the body of your previous life. It’s inevitable since I 
intended for the body to be thoroughly designed for the soul.” 


Eugene Lionheart’s body truly was great. It moved exceptionally well 
even since he was a child before he learned how to use mana. It never 
broke, regardless of how hard Eugene trained. Was that all? The 
talents Eugene had in his previous life blossomed even more 
splendidly in his new body. 


“There will be an enormous difference between what you were given 
in your previous life and what you have now, Hamel. You will 
definitely stand out in the Bloodline Continuation Ceremony, and it’s 
possible that my descendants will envy you. Even so, I’m certain that 
you will rise to the challenge. In fact, that’s probably how you are 
here in this place.” 


Eugene was speechless. 


“How old are you now? The White Flame Formula might be tricky to 
learn, but with your talents... you shouldn’t be over your mid-twenties 
at the most. Have you seen the weapons in the treasure room? Some 
of them are probably already in your hands. But the Holy Sword... To 
be honest, I’m not sure. Would you have been recognized by the 
Light?” Vermouth chuckled. “You might be disappointed that the 
Moonlight Sword is not in the treasure room. But it’s simply too 
dangerous. It’s dangerous in many ways.” 


“That’s true. It’s an ignorant, strong, horrible weapon,” Eugene 
sympathized. 


“T intend to destroy the Moonlight Sword and rid the world of its 
existence. However, I probably will fail. This sword isn’t something 
you can destroy just because you want to. If I... If I can manage this 
sword somehow, and arrange it for you, and Hamel, if you have a 
lingering attachment to the Moonlight Sword...” Vermouth drew his 
hand across the air, and a few shining letters appeared in the air. It 
was a unique formulation of magic. 


“T’ve made your grave somewhere underground in the Kazitan Desert 
in Nahama. If you draw a spell according to this formula, you should 
be able to locate your grave. It might be that you can’t use magic, 
but... if that’s the case, take this opportunity to learn it. Sienna 
recently established a new branch of magic in Aroth. With your talent, 
it shouldn’t be too difficult.” 


“T already learned it, ” Eugene muttered. 


“Of course, the Moonlight Sword might not be there even if you visit 
your tomb. But don’t be too disappointed. If the Moonlight Sword is 
there and I still have the Moonlight Sword, then it would mean I 
couldn’t destroy it. Still, I hope you don’t laugh at me since I’m sure 
I’ve succeeded in getting it under control somehow.” Vermouth raised 
himself out of his chair. “Hamel, I don’t think you would be convinced 
by the reason I had you reincarnated. However, I am convinced. I’m 
convinced you will be able to do what I couldn’t.” 


“What can I say? I’ve already fucking reincarnated. And even if I want 
to complain, you’re not here, Vermouth.” 


“T can’t force you to live your life a certain way after you reincarnate. 
Perhaps... you’ve changed. Maybe your hatred towards the 
demonfolks and the Demon Kings has faded. Maybe you no longer 
have the thought of saving the world like before.” 


“But you know me.” 


“However, I don’t think that will be the case. Hamel, you’re not one to 
be like that. Regardless of who you are reborn as, as long as you keep 


the memories of your life as Hamel, there’s no way your convictions 
from your past life will change.” 


Eugene laughed instead of answering. 
“So you will come to resent me. You might feel like I betrayed you.” 
“T’m not that narrow-minded.” 


“Hamel, if you are the same as before and want to rid the world of 
demonfolks and Demon Kings, if you want to save the world,” 
Vermouth paused, then closed his eyes. “Don’t fight... with the Demon 
King of Destruction. Keep away from him. I’m sure you know since 
you saw it too, but... it’s bizarre. It’s not an existence you can fight.” 


Eugene had seen the Demon King of Destruction moving from afar. 
But both then and now, he couldn’t say for sure what exactly he had 
seen. Something had been moving across the vast plain, and if what he 
saw wasn’t destruction, then what in the world was qualified to be 
called so? If what he saw had not been the strongest Demon King, 
then what else could be called the Demon King? Such thoughts 
convinced him that what he had seen then had been the Demon King 
of Destruction. No one who had been there with him talked about 
fighting against the Demon King of Destruction. The best they could 
do was to hold onto their quivering bodies and hold themselves 
together. 


“’,.But the Demon King of Destruction must die one day,” Eugene 
whispered. 


Vermouth didn’t hear Eugene’s answer. “But one day, the Demon King 
of Destruction must be slain.” Even so, he gave the same answer as 
Eugene. 


“Before that, try to reach the top of Babel.” Vermouth opened his eyes. 
“Just as I did, stand before the Demon King of Incarceration and meet 
with his true body. The Demon King of Incarceration will not let you 
climb Babel in peace since that’s the kind of being he is.” 


“Of course, I have to climb Babel. I’ve never been up there in any 
case,” Eugene declared. 


“What will happen after that are things you will have to experience 
yourself.” Vermouth did not sit back again. Instead, he stood in place 
for a moment while caressing the armrest of his chair. 


After a moment, he murmured with a bitter smile, “This is it.” 
He looked straight ahead at Eugene. 
“Tt has to be you.” 


Three hundred years ago, Vermouth had found and chosen Eugene as 
his colleague despite the disapproval of his comrades. 


It has to be you. 


He had reached out his hand to Hamel while speaking these very 
words. He spoke the same words once again while reaching forward. 


“I miss saying this too,” muttered Vermouth before lowering his 
outstretched hand. However, before his hand fell completely, Eugene 
reached out with his own hand while clicking his tongue. 


Eugene’s hand passed straight through the air, but that was still 
enough for Eugene. 


“That’s still bullshit,” grumbled Eugene. 


Chapter 215 
The Dark Room (8) 


The image of Vermouth started to tremble, but it didn’t immediately 
disappear. Rather, the image of the human named Vermouth 
Lionheart from three hundred years ago scattered as particles, and as 
the particles dispersed, they transformed into myriad sparks. 


Eugene’s hand slowly fell. He did not speak parting words to 
Vermouth’s image as it disappeared. He knew it wouldn’t reach 
Vermouth anyways. Eugene knew that most people would know 
Hamel as being unruly, but in his opinion, Vermouth was unrulier 
than anyone else. 


“The biggest difference between you and me is that whatever you do 
will always be packaged in a way that seems plausible,” grumbled 
Eugene. 


He was so accustomed to hearing things like — there must be a reason, 
after all, it’s Vermouth, or there must be a reason, it was probably 
inevitable — every time Vermouth did anything. But when Hamel 
designed a meticulous plan and put it into action, he was greeted with 
comments like: 


—Hey, you crazy bastard. Why are you going ballistic again? 
—Hamel, what is it that you want to do? 
—As expected from Hamel. 


At least, that’s how it was in the past. Eugene chuckled while 
reminiscing about his past, his hands outstretched toward the 
fluttering sparks. Of course, Vermouth would have a reason for doing 
what he was doing. But this time around, he hadn’t informed anyone 
in advance and acted of his own accord, and Eugene, or rather, 
Hamel, got caught up in it. But Eugene did not resent him. 


“For now.” 


Hamel believed in Vermouth. Although Eugene didn’t know why it 
had to be him or why Vermouth had done such a thing, he still trusted 
Vermouth. His comrade’s words were spreading deep within his heart. 
The words fluttered through his veins, spreading sentiment and 
etching deep into his mind. 


—Hamel, if you want to kill all the demonfolks and the Demon Kings, if 
you want to save the world. 


Vermouth had planned Hamel’s reincarnation for the purpose of 
killing the demonfolks and the Demon Kings, which they had failed to 
achieve three hundred years ago. Vermouth had planned everything to 
finally allow everyone’s wishes from three hundred years ago to come 
to fruition. For that alone, Eugene could forgive Vermouth for having 
him reincarnated. 


‘The Vermouth I just saw... is from before he punctured a hole in Sienna’s 
heart.’ 


It just made it harder for Eugene to harbor any resentment against 
him. Even Sienna herself had asked him not to hold it against 
Vermouth. 


Vermouth was still hiding many secrets. He never revealed everything 
about himself, always saying that he couldn’t, that he had no choice. 
He had always looked lonely. He had laughed a few times during 
Eugene’s interaction with him just now, but his smiles were much 
drier than what Eugene remembered. 


The whirling sparks finally settled down, and only a blazing flame 
remained in place of Vermouth’s vision. Eugene stared at the flame 
without becoming flustered. 


The flame didn’t look special in terms of appearance. It was white, just 
like any flame created with the White Flame Formula. Eugene couldn’t 
feel any actual heat emanating from it either. It was a flame created 
from pure mana. 


Eugene slowly stretched out his hand toward the flame. He wondered 


if he was supposed to evoke the White Flame Formula in response, but 
the flame moved before he could act on his thoughts. The flame 
surged and wrapped around Eugene’s hand in one swift motion. 


There was no way it could be hot, but Eugene felt heat coming from 
the flame as it wound around his hand. However, the fire did not burn 
his clothes or his skin. Instead, the heat slowly permeated into his 
body. The flame entered through his fingertips, then flowed through 
his vessels and heated his bones, and caused his mana to boil. 
Eugene’s lips arced up into a smile. He immediately closed his eyes 
and sat down on the spot, focusing on the flame rampaging inside his 
body. 


The six Stars hovering around his heart accelerated at Eugene’s will, 
and the Ring Flame Formula amplified his mana while holding it in 
place and preventing it from leaking out. As he concentrated, the 
Lightning Flame residing in his body also responded to the Ring Flame 
Formula. 


While staying at the main house, Eugene had trained the White Flame 
Formula in the Root Cave of the World Tree located at the bottom of 
the lake. Each time, the spirits of the World Tree approached Eugene 
as he trained, but instead of trying to force them into obedience, 
Eugene approached the spirits while hoping for harmony and rapport. 


In the end, his efforts had paid off. The Lightning Flame imbued 
within Eugene’s mana was a result of a meeting between his mana and 
a spirit of the World Tree. Like the primal spirits and spirits of the 
World Tree, it did not possess an ego, but it was also impossible to 
train or raise it at Eugene’s will since it was fundamentally a spirit. 
However, while training at the root of the World Tree, Eugene 
succeeded in fusing the spirits of the World Tree with the Lightning 
Flame while training the White Flame Formula. But this resulted in 
another problem — dealing with the bigger Lightning Flame proved 
difficult. The damned Lightning Flash was slightly different from 
mana, making it difficult for Eugene to control. 


So Eugene ultimately sealed the matured Lightning Flame deep in his 
Core, though he released it partially whenever the need arose. 


Craaaack! 


The Lightning Flame erupted freely, causing Eugene to feel dizzy for a 
moment. But Eugene maintained an iron grip over his consciousness 
and guided his mana. The eruption of the Lightning Flame caused 
Eugene’s own flame to flare greatly, which, in turn, caused the newly 
acquired flame connected to Eugene to explode as well. Although this 
flame did not belong to Eugene by nature, at this moment, it 
resonated and breathed with him as if it were born to him. The flame 
continued to seep inside Eugene. 


Eugene had no use for his sight at the current moment, so he closed 
his eyes and contemplated the events that he was currently 
experiencing. Even though he had not activated Ignition, he found 
that his Cores were moving in an unusual fashion. They were rotating 
faster and faster without an end, and the mana contained within also 
continued to blast without an end in sight. The flame that seeped 
inside caressed his Cores and refined them, changing the nature of the 
explosions held within. 


It hurt like hell. The newly acquired flame and the explosions 
stimulated the six Cores, and the Lightning Flame exploded at random 
intervals while attempting to permeate the flame of Eugene’s White 
Flame Formula. Was this what he was supposed to be experiencing? 
Eugene couldn’t tell. What if the wild fire and the lightning crippled 
him instead? 


However, his doubt and worry lasted for only a moment. In the end, 
everything was happening inside his body, so even if he became 
crippled, it was because he had failed. Even though he was faced with 
an unexpected, tense situation, Eugene still burdened himself further 
with such thoughts. Nevertheless, he could rest easier thinking it was 
up to him because although it was slightly cliched, Eugene believed in 
himself. 


Crack. 


He was awakened from his semi-comatose state due to a strange sound 
coming from inside his body. 


‘How long was I doing this for?’ 


He remembered staring at the flames, then closing his eyes once he 
found it unnecessary. He remembered handling the flame that 


permeated his body, then sitting down on the spot to concentrate 
better. That was where his thoughts trailed off. There had been no 
need to think afterward. 


He had been wholly concentrated, but for what...? Had he been trying 
to control the flame? Or had he been trying to stop himself from 
completely blazing like tinder? 


‘Well, that’s not important.’ 


He had been concentrating, though he didn’t know to what extent. 
Then he had been jolted from his concentrated state by a sound. The 
sound of a joint cracking, or... No, that wasn’t it. It had been the 
sound of something crushing and breaking. 


‘What broke?’ 


His Cores, the six Cores that had been spinning and accelerating 
around his heart, had broken. Cores acted as the source of mana 
produced in the body. When one’s Cores were broken, it would result 
in them losing all of their mana and never being able to handle mana 
ever again. However, Eugene’s mana wasn’t scattered at all, even 
though his Cores had been smashed. It was because they had 
reformed. Although his Cores weren’t as distinct in shape as before, 
they shone brighter and rotated quicker in response to Eugene’s mana. 


The Lionheart family’s White Flame Formula allowed the user to 
express their mana in the unique form of a flame, and its method of 
distinguishing between achievements was different compared to other 
mana training methods as well. The White Flame Formula used the 
classification of Stars, counting the dividing Cores around one’s heart 
as Stars. Currently, there really were six Stars around Eugene’s heart. 
His original Cores had broken, and new ones had risen as Stars. 


His flame subsided. 


“Phew.” Eugene opened his eyes while exhaling a long breath. There 
was a strange smell... Eugene sniffed around while looking down at 
himself. He was appalled by what he found. His whole body was 
damp. Was it sweat? No, it wasn’t just sweat. There were some dark 
impurities mixed in with the sweat... Eugene jumped up from the 


ground while freaking out. 
‘No way. Did I... lose control because I was so tired?’ 


Fortunately, it wasn’t quite that. Eugene gave a deep sigh before 
throwing off his clothes. He noticed that something similar to dead 
skin fell to the ground whenever he moved his body. 


“Huh?” He paused in the midst of taking off his clothes and rubbed his 
skin with his hands. His pale skin peeled off like scales, and the newly 
exposed skin was as white and bouncy as a child’s. 


“Restructuring of the body... It’s not what I was aiming for, and not 
something I need at my age either. Nevertheless, it must have turned 
out like this because my body must have judged it was necessary.” 


He couldn’t figure out the exact reason for the restructuring, but 
Eugene gave a joyful smile. It wasn’t just his skin. No matter how 
skillful Eugene was in manipulating mana, he couldn’t rid his body of 
all the impurities. There had been impurities deep within his body 
that could not be burnt away by mana, and such impurities had been 
most heavily accumulated in his Cores. 


‘All the existing Cores were smashed apart. I guess all the impurities were 
expelled in the process.’ 


Eugene stood up and moved around. His body had originally been 
light and powerful, but he felt like a stranger in his own newly 
structured body. He almost doubted if his body really had been light 
and powerful before the transformation, and the sense of 
incompatibility he felt proved that his body had improved. 


“.,.It’s nice,” muttered Eugene before taking note of his Cores. The six 
Stars of the White Flame Formula had rotated at all times, and the 
same was true now. Eugene’s Stars were still spinning. When Eugene 
willed it, the six Stars shone brilliantly and chased after their tails. 
Within their rotations, new Stars exploded and created a nebula. 


The Lightning Flame was roused along with his mana. Instead of 
circulating separately, the flame was embracing the lightning. Eugene 
silently observed the phenomenon. 


The White Flame Formula was given its name because it formed a 
white flame of mana. But if it was called the White Flame Formula 
solely based on the appearance of the flame it produced, then what 
Eugene produced now could not be called the White Flame Formula. 


“T don’t like this,” Eugene muttered sincerely. The flame Eugene 
created now was close to a dark purple, which wasn’t white at all... 
To be honest, Eugene didn’t care much for such a change. The color of 
the flame? What did that matter? As long as it was stronger than 
before, it was a matter of celebration. 


However, the problem was Carmen Lionheart. She would definitely 
get excited when she saw the unique color Eugene’s flame produced. 
Perhaps she would even give a terrible nickname to Eugene’s purple 
flame and even attempt to change the name from the White Flame 
Formula. 


‘It’s purple, so is she going to call it the Purple Flame Formula? No... I... I 
don’t like that... ’ 


Eugene shuddered as he finished undressing. The smell was too 
pungent, so he decided to clean his clothes with magic before going 
out. 


After cleaning his clothes and putting them on, Eugene looked around 
for the last time. Of course, there was no trace of the flame after it 
was completely absorbed by Eugene. He could not see Vermouth’s 
vision anywhere either. 


“Goodbye.” 


He had not planned to say such a thing, but it just came out of his 
mouth. It was a farewell to Vermouth’s vision, who would have been 
waiting for Hamel for three hundred years, even though it had been 
pre-recorded and not sentient. Eugene remembered Vermouth’s dry 
smile. 


Eugene turned around with a grin. 


“Tt’s a place that hosted me for half a year, after all.” 


He crossed the magic circle and saw the door located not too far 
away. How long had it been? It felt as if it had been quite a while, and 
judging from how hungry he felt, it seemed as if a whole day had 
passed. 


‘I feel kind of sorry. Everyone’s waiting for me to come out at the entrance 
to the Dark Room.’ 


He had been feeling under pressure from Ancilla’s gaze lately. He had 
heard from Cyan that since there was only half a year left until the 
Knight March, Gilead, the head, would need to depart for the Black 
Lion Castle with the elites of the White Lion Knights. It was so that 
they could hold joint training with the Black Lion Knights to prepare 
for the Knight March. 


Ancilla seemed to understand, but she also seemed depressed about 
the thought of being separated from her husband. Therefore, it was 
obvious that she would want to spend as much time as possible while 
her husband was still here, but Gilead was being dragged down to the 
Dark Room almost every day because of Eugene. 


Mother might try to poison you, Cyan had stated in a matter-of-fact 
voice. 


Of course, Eugene wouldn’t die from just any poison. However, the 
mistress of the Lionheart family wouldn’t conjure up just any regular 
poison, would she? 


‘Should I just send her on vacation to a scenic resort?’ Eugene wondered. 


He could send her away, just her and Gilead. Ancilla wouldn’t openly 
show how happy she was, but she would certainly accept the trip as a 
gift if he insisted. Eugene felt no filial piety toward the two, but he 
still considered Gilead and Ancilla as close relatives. 


Eugene opened the door. 


‘So the least I can do for them is to... 


His train of thought was suddenly interrupted by something lunging at 
him. It was Carmen Lionheart throwing her fist at Eugene’s face 


without any hesitation. It wasn’t just her, either. Gilead and Gion 
came at Eugene from both sides, seeking to completely subdue him. 
The three were bound to be skillful and in sync. After all, they had 
been working together repeatedly to overpower him for the last half a 
year. 


There was a simple reason why they attacked immediately — Eugene 
had been in the Dark Room for too long. Eugene had mistakenly 
thought it to be a day, but in fact, three days had already passed since 
he entered the Dark Room. 


The three had taken turns guarding the entrance for the past three 
days. The physical and mental burdens weren’t significant, but they 
had been worried about Eugene. 


After confidently declaring his intent to overcome the Dark Room, he 
had not come out for three days... so they couldn’t help but think 
something had gone wrong. However, it had been impossible for them 
to check since only one person could enter the Dark Room at a time. 


But the door had opened suddenly, and the three judged that it would 
be better to suppress rather than try to gauge the situation. It was 
unprecedented for anyone to stay in the Dark Room for three days, so 
it was reasonable to think that Eugene would rampage. 


Eugene did not know all these details, but the combined attack of the 
three was too fierce. He could not find an escape, and the attacks were 
too fast for him to try to speak out. So Eugene was forced to evoke his 
flame instead. 


When he stomped his feet on the ground, purple flames erupted 
around him. Then he accelerated using Lightning Flash and escaped 
through a fine crack in their formation. 


“Tt’s me. It’s not the phantom, it’s Eugene...” 
“This flame...!?” 


A glimmer appeared in Carmen’s eyes, and Eugene’s face distorted. 


Chapter 216 
The Dark Room (9) 


Eugene took a moment to placate Carmen. Her eyes sparkled with 
excitement, and Eugene found her face too close for comfort as she 
demanded that he showed her his flame. After some nagging, Eugene 
complied with her demands and showed her his flame. 


“How amazing!” Carmen exclaimed, staring at the purple flame with 
admiration. Noticing how she was creeping forward and twitching her 
fingers, Eugene pushed the flame forward for her to see. 


It wasn’t just a differently colored flame. In the first place, the flame 
created by the White Flame Formula bloomed from the essence of 
mana that was refined to the extreme. As such, as long as one stayed 
faithful to the White Flame Formula to refine their flame, it was 
extremely difficult and rare for their flame to transform. 


However, Eugene’s flame was different. Eugene himself could feel that 
his White Flame Formula had transformed after his Cores were 
reformed anew. The flame he created using the same refinement 
process produced a completely different color and power. 


“Ahahaha.” Carmen burst into laughter as she closely examined the 
flame resting on her palm. As someone with seven Stars in the White 
Flame Formula and the strongest member of the Lionheart family in 
the current generation, she immediately noticed the change in 
Eugene’s flame. Since Eugene held no hostility towards Carmen, his 
flame did not bring any harm to her. 


But for some reason, Eugene felt as if his flame were being devoured, 
and in fact, Carmen was holding his flame firmly in place using her 
White Flame Formula. Eugene felt as if his flame would blaze using 
his mana as firewood if she wasn’t holding it in place. 


“This is truly amazing. Many of our ancestors have entered the Dark 


Room, but none have experienced a change in their White Flame 
Formula like yours,” Gilead said with astonishment. It almost made 
sense that Eugene was stuck in the Dark Room for three days after he 
saw how Eugene’s flame had transformed. 


“What happened in there?” Gion asked in the middle of his 
admiration. He could see with his eyes that Eugene’s flame had 
transformed, but he felt another change in Eugene apart from that. As 
far as he knew, Eugene’s skin had always been clean and firm, but 
now, it was practically glowing. 


He wasn’t the only one who noticed this change. Rather, the ones who 
were most affected by the change were the two Saints. 


[Kristina! Kristina! Give me control of the body for a moment,] Anise 
said urgently. 


‘W-what?’ Kristina was shocked at Anise’s intense earnestness. 


[Kristina! What are you looking at right now? Raise your head 
immediately, fix your gaze ahead, and look at Hamel,] Anise 
reprimanded. 


Unfortunately, she couldn’t. She really, really wanted to, but she could 
not bear to raise her head to see Eugene’s face. What was it? It didn’t 
seem like he had changed much, but... No, he had changed a lot. For 
some reason, his eyes felt calmer, deeper, and cooler, and his skin was 
smooth as if it were coated with honey. His hair, which was usually 
messy, was still messy, but it looked glossy and even sexy. 


‘S-s-sexy...,’ Kristina thought involuntarily. 
[How vulgar! ] 
Kristina’s ears flushed bright red. 


Anise screamed inside her mind, [Kristina! Come on. If you’re too shy 
to look at Hamel properly, immediately give me control of your body. 
I will take a close look at Hamel’s face on your behalf and caress that 
glossy hair and firm skin.] 


‘W-what are you saying? Sister, didn’t you say you left behind all material 
desires and regrets?’ 


[This is neither of those! As a priestess responsible for Hamel’s injuries 
and his colleague, I have an obligation to identify the mysterious 
changes he experienced and to prepare for future events. ] 


‘That’s... something I can do myself.’ 


[Kristina! Are you saying you won’t surrender the opportunity to be 
first because you are blinded by your vulgar desires? ] 


‘W-what do you mean, vulgar desires? I’m just... I’m just worried you 
might be taken over by lingering feelings, Sister,’ Kristina protested 
weakly. 


[If you are truly worried about me, raise your head and look straight 
at Hamel this second. Then approach Hamel, grab his face with your 
hands, and look straight into his eyes after getting so close that your 
lips almost brush against his.] Anise was also adamant in her requests. 
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‘-I don’t know if there’s a reason to go that far... 
[This is as much as I’m willing to give! Quickly, come on.] 


Anise was being sincere. She was truly disappointed that she could not 
feel his skin, comb his hair, and look into his eyes herself. Even so, 
Anise was more than capable of linking her senses with Kristina’s, so 
she was willing to surrender the opportunity as long as Kristina gave 
her this much. In the end, Kristina obeyed and hesitatingly 
approached Eugene. 


Carmen, Gion, and Gilead were staring at Eugene with questioning 
eyes, and Eugene briefly pondered how he would explain the events of 
the Dark Room. Naturally, he had no intention of talking about 
Vermouth. 


“Nothing much happened. Just like you all told me, a flame appeared 
in front of me, and then it went inside... What is it?” Eugene stopped 

his explanation and turned towards Kristina, who was slowly shuffling 
towards him. Kristina’s head was kept low until this point. Anise 


found this frustrating and decided to prompt her again. 


However, Kristina whipped her head upwards before Anise could call 
her name. She stared directly at Eugene’s face with a light flush. 


“ ..Haa.” She took a deep breath, then courageously stretched out her 
hands and grabbed Eugene’s cheeks. 


Eugene wasn’t sure what Kristina was doing or if it was even Kristina 
who was in control of her body. “...What are you doing?” he asked 
since he couldn’t call out Anise’s name. 


Kristina mustered a little more courage and pushed her face closer to 
Eugene. Her hands conveyed the soft sensation from their target, and 
Eugene’s transformation was made even more apparent at such a close 
distance. Kristina gulped and stared right into Eugene’s eyes. His 
brilliant golden eyes would shine even in the darkness. 


[His hair!] cried Anise, sounding desperate. There was no helping it. 
Kristina had been reluctant because of her embarrassment, but she 
could not disobey the Sister’s command. While thinking so, Kristina 
carefully repositioned her left hand behind Eugene’s head. Then, she 
gently scratched Eugene’s scalp while sweeping through his hair. 


eeccee 


Everyone was left speechless by her sudden action, and Eugene felt 
more shocked than anyone else. He felt goosebumps rising on his skin. 
Was this how a prey felt after being captured by a predator? Eugene 
immediately took several steps back from Kristina. 


“W-w-what is it?” he stammered. 


“..Ehem.” Belatedly coming to her senses, Kristina cleared her throat 
before shaking her head. “It’s a relief.” 


She gave a saintly smile while sweeping her hair with her fingers. 
“There might have been something wrong with your body after not 
ingesting any food and water for three days, right? But from what I 
can tell from checking, Sir Eugene, you are completely fine.” 


Kristina gave a convincing reason, and it was also true that she had 
checked his condition by touching him. This wasn’t something to be 
ashamed of, and when she thought of it that way, it felt as if her flush 
was fading away. 


[You should have touched his lips, too...] muttered Anise in 
disappointment. The image of Eugene’s lips fluttered like a mirage in 
Kristina’s mind when she heard Anise’s words. It had been half a year 
already, but the texture of the kiss deeply engraved in her mind 
resurfaced and caused Kristina’s lips to tingle. 


“L-let’s pray,” Kristina said suddenly. 


Kristina found it impossible to raise her head anymore, so she bowed 
deeply and knelt on the spot. “L-let’s pray to the Light for allowing Sir 
Eugene’s safe return a-and... allowing him to overcome the trial of the 
Dark Room.” 


No one kneeled in response to her sudden prayer, but Kristina 
continued to pray until the heat of her face cooled completely. 


“Sir Eugene!” As soon as the group left the Lionheart family’s treasure 
vault and came up from the basement, Mer shouted while running 
down the red-carpeted stairs from the main hall, where a large 
portrait of Vermouth was hanging. 


“Sir Eugene, Sir Eugene, Sir Eugene!” Mer looked tearful, and it was 
obvious why. She had clearly been worried that Eugene had not come 
out of the Dark Room for three whole days. Eugene took large steps 
forward and opened his arms wide without saying a word. 


Mer floundered down and jumped when there were a few steps 
remaining. She did not use magic at that moment, and Eugene knew 
well that she was making a silent request with her teary eyes. A thin 
gust of wind enveloped her, and Mer’s small body was guided to 
Eugene under its care. Mer wrapped her little arms around Eugene 
before he could. 


“Doesn’t it smell?” asked Eugene. 


“Tt smells like you, Sir Eugene,” answered Mer. 
“Not that, like a stinky smell,” said Eugene. 


“Tt doesn’t,” responded Mer with her face buried in his chest. Eugene 
had worried that the smell of sweat and the impurities would remain 
even after he washed his clothes with magic, but he sighed with relief 
after hearing Mer’s answer. 


“By the way, Sir Eugene. You’ve changed a bit. Your chest is softer 
than usual,” commented Mer. 


“What?” 


“Your chest was always hard because of your muscles, but now, it’s 
soft. Well, it’s not super soft, but...” Mer paused, then raised her head. 
Then, after poking Eugene’s chest a few times, she buried her face 
once more. “It’s more elastic than soft. It’s addictive.” 


Eugene had been aware of this fact somewhat. His joints were much 
stronger than before, and the muscles surrounding them felt more 
flexible and elastic. His previous bones and muscles had been good 
enough, but his current body was just perfect. It was better than 
anything Eugene could have imagined. 


ecceee 


Mer wasn’t the only one who came running. This was the home of the 
Lionheart family’s main branch, so it naturally housed members of the 
Lionheart family. 


Cyan crept backward after stopping himself in the middle of the stairs. 
Behind him was a large portrait of the Great Founder, Vermouth. It 
was definitely a shameful thing to be retreating in front of the 
founder’s portrait, but Cyan could not continue forward, for he felt 
chills as he stared at his sister’s back. Cyan didn’t even want to 
imagine his sister’s expression. 


‘I want to touch him too.’ 


Ciel’s thoughts were quite simple. However, the various ideas derived 
from this single thought were quite complex. Mer Merdein, the wicked 
summon. Had they not gotten along well the last six months? They 
had shared a common enemy in Auxiliary Bishop Kristina. 


Kristina was granted access to the entrance of the Dark Room because 
she was good at healing magic, while Ciel and Mer were ignored. 


Mer had needed someone to gossip about the two-faced Saint, who 
dared to command her, a personal creation of Sienna the Wise, and 
Eugene, who dared to turn his eyes elsewhere. 


Ciel had needed information about what exactly Eugene did in Yuras, 
as well as information about the Saint Candidate who tried to act so 
cutely with her smile. So naturally, she did not mind playing nice and 
going along with Mer’s gossip in the process. 


However, their relationship had always been shallow, weak enough to 
break with just a little emotion. Just look. Mer Merdein — a 200-year- 
old summon who only looked like a child on the surface. Wasn’t she 
just an old hag with the skin of a child? 


‘How insidious,’ Ciel thought. 


Mer was practically digging into Eugene’s chest with her face buried, 
and Ciel could only see her action as a blatant display of flirtation and 
a challenge to herself. She wanted to do the same to Eugene if she 
only had the chance. 


‘Elastic chest? Addiction? What the hell is that?’ 


Ciel was a child of the prestigious Lionheart family, which meant that 
she had been educated in mannerisms ever since she was a child. It 
wasn’t like she was still an ignorant teenager. How could she do such 
a clueless, shameful thing as a 20-year-old, especially in the presence 
of her beloved father, uncle, and respected Lady Carmen? 


“Oh, dear. Sir Eugene.” Kristina Rogeris called out. She turned her 
gaze towards Ciel, standing frozen on the stairs. Then, keeping her 
gaze fixed, she took a step and clasped Eugene’s arm. “You shouldn’t 
overdo it. You haven’t eaten or drank in three days, right?” 


Her words were nothing special, only spoken out of concern. She was 
only helping him for fear of him stumbling. However, Ciel did not see 
it as such. To her, it felt as if time had slowed down. In Ciel’s eyes, 
Kristina was the opposite of a Saint, a wicked woman frolicking with 
Eugene’s arm as she wished. 


‘,..Wait. He hasn’t eaten or drank for three days?’ 
A glimmer appeared in Ciel’s eyes, and her fists stopped quivering. 


“Let’s get you back to your room first. Lie down comfortably, and I 
will bring soft food that won’t burden your stomach,” Kristina 
continued. 


“Ahahahaha!” However, she was interrupted by Ciel’s laugh. Time 
resumed flowing at a normal pace, and Ciel continued down the rest 
of the steps with an elegant gait and approached Eugene. 


“Lady Ciel, why are you laughing?” asked Kristina with a slight frown. 


“You really don’t know anything, do you? You want to feed him soft 
food when he’s starved for three days?” Ciel asked in a mocking tone. 


“He has fasted for too long. Anything else would burden his stomach,” 
retorted Kristina. 


“Maybe for a normal person. But that’s probably not true for him,” 
Ciel said, smiling at Eugene. 


“..ARh.’ 


Ancilla understood that her only daughter was a black lion, but she 
did not want her daughter’s precious, green youth to be exhausted by 
hard training. As such, she regularly sent expensive hard-procured 
cosmetics to Ciel to protect her daughter’s beauty. So Ciel was 
beautiful and appealing, a fact she was well aware of. But... 


‘...This brat. Was his skin always this clear?’ 


Although Ciel’s skin was spotless and bouncy despite her daily 


training, she felt insecure when she saw Eugene’s skin up close. But 
she could not hesitate here. 


Ciel smiled as usual and pulled Eugene’s wrist. “Y-you like meat, 
right? Thick slices of meat. You’re lucky. Older sis hasn’t eaten 
anything either.” 


“Why are you calling yourself older sis all of a sudden?” asked 
Eugene. 


“Why not? Doesn’t it remind you of our childhood? Lady Carmen, 
Father, and Uncle. None of you have had anything to eat yet either, 
right?” asked Ciel. 


“T had something to eat earlier...” Gion stopped himself in the middle 
of his sentence. He saw Cyan desperately mouthing something at the 
top of the stairs, as well as a chilling light in Ciel’s eyes. “...but my 
stomach must be working harder than usual. I’m hungry again, all 
because of you.” 


Gion quickly grasped the situation, having taught Ciel and Cyan when 
they were kids. As such, he patted Eugene on the shoulder before 
continuing. “Why don’t we all go together? Brother, I mean, family 
head, would that be all right with you?” 


“There’s no reason to refuse, is there?” answered Gilead. In the end, it 
was decided that they would eat together at the family dining room, 
or the Lionheart’s dining table, to be precise. Kristina stopped in her 
place, knowing that she was a foreigner. 


[You were too complacent, Kristina.] Anise mumbled while clicking 
her tongue. An ordinary person? Both Anise and Kristina knew well 
that Eugene was by no means an ordinary person. It was just that they 
had wanted to be in his room alone, just them together, and to feed 
him food. 


‘I won.’ 


Ciel smiled triumphantly while taking the lead. But instead of 
following her, Eugene turned to look at Kristina. 


“Can't she just eat with us as well?” he asked. 
“What!?” Ciel asked, looking back with disbelief. 


“Of course, she can. It’s just that ’m rather worried that the Saint 
Candidate might feel uncomfortable,” answered Gilead. He wasn’t 
someone who would forbid her from eating with them because she 
wasn’t a part of the family. Just as he said, he had simply been 
worried that she would feel burdened and uncomfortable eating with 
the family. 


“Then why don’t we ask her? What do you want to do?” Eugene 
directed the second question at Kristina. 


“What... what?” 


Kristina had not been expecting an invitation. Over the past half a 
year, Kristina had always dined in the dining room prepared for 
guests. But if she set a precedent today, she could continue to sit at 
the Lionheart family’s table in the future as well. 


[Kristina!] shouted Anise urgently. 
“Thank you for inviting me,” said Kristina before bowing her head. 


Ciel’s shoulders trembled with anger. 


Chapter 217 
A Signature (1) 


In Sienna’s Mansion, within the Magic Kingdom of Aroth. 


This mansion, which the Wise Sienna had actually lived in hundreds 
of years ago, was treated like a holy land by the many wizards who 
lived in or were visiting Aroth. As a result, the mansion was opened 
daily as a tourist attraction for twelve hours, from noon until 
midnight, and was closed to visitors during the early hours of the day. 


However, even among Aroth’s countless tourist attractions, this 
mansion overflowed with tourists every day, so there was no 
guarantee that one would be able to enter the mansion even if one 
waited patiently for the entire twelve hours. So the young wizards 
who could visit the Wise Sienna’s mansion had usually started waiting 
in front of the mansion gates from the dawn of the previous day. 


Even now, that was still the case. If one looked out the window, one 
would see that the wide square outside of the mansion’s front 
courtyard was packed full of wizards' heads. 


“Was that chick Sienna, really all that much?” Anise muttered to 
herself in a grumbling tone. She shook her head as she closed the 
slight gap in the curtains, “No matter how much I think about it, I 
can’t help but feel that Sienna’s reputation among the future 
generation is overblown [1] 


“Tt’s not overblown,” Mer denied sulkily. “Lady Sienna is such a great 
person who deserves this much respect. The Circle Magic Formula that 
Lady Sienna created is said to have advanced the field of magic by five 
hundred years.” 


“Little Miss Familiar, if you mumble like that, we won’t be able to 
hear anything. If you want to say something to me, speak louder. Look 
me straight in the eyes when you speak,” Anise instructed as she tilted 


her head consideringly and stared down at Mer. 
Mer’s shoulders trembled under her cool blue eyes. 


Mer began crossing her legs and fiddling with her fingers 
unconsciously... while instead lowering her head even further. Anise 
snorted at this sight and sat down on the window sill. 


“Could you really be that upset that I insulted the mother who gave 
birth to you?” Anise asked in disbelief. “I know that Sienna is your 
mother, but before that, Sienna and I were very close friends.” 


“.,.Lady Sienna... isn’t my mother...,” Mer mumbled hesitantly. 


Anise scoffed, “Since she created you, what else can you call her but 
your mother? In any case, whatever I say about my friend is just my 
personal opinion, so please don’t feel the need to argue with me.” 


“Uwwww...,” Mer just pointed instead of saying anything further. 


Though she had used the word overblown, Anise didn’t seriously think 
that was the case. It was just that Anise found it comical that these 
young wizards, who were waiting outside her mansion even when it 
was this early in the morning, were giving such blind respect to 
Sienna, whom Anise clearly remembered as a bit of a punk. 


Of course, Anise had also received such respect in Yuras. But unlike 
Sienna, Anise hadn’t left behind any teaching materials for her 
posterity. In the first place, faith was the most important foundation 
for divine magic, so it was difficult to leave behind any teaching 
materials for future generations like you could with ordinary magic. 
So all Anise could do was write down a few lines or passages of 
scripture for her posterity. 


Naturally, Anise didn’t enjoy having to write down any passages to be 
recorded in the scriptures. Although the Pope and the Cardinals of 
that time had begged her to write down a few lines, what she had 
written were really just a few empty lines whose contents were vague 
and airy without any true intentions or sincerity. The words filled 
with Anise’s sincerity and the truth were actually written down into a 
children’s tale instead of a scripture. 


“Although this is my first time coming here... I feel the same sense of 
nostalgia as if long ago I visited this place several times,” Anise 
observed. 


“Nostalgia?” Mer repeated. 


“Yep.” Anise sighed, “Back then, Sienna was busy with her magic 
research while I was busy drinking alcohol.” 


“.,.Drinking alcohol...,” Mer mumbled in disappointment. 


Anise laughed, “It’s just a joke. Though admittedly, not much of one. 
In any case, both she and I had a lot of eyes on us, and I also had to 
serve as a Symbol of Peace and Light during that post-war era, so it 
was hard for me to get away from Yuras. As such, it was rare for me to 
be able to meet Sienna in person, so most of our communication was 
done through magic.” 


The distance between Aroth and Yuras was large enough that it would 
take an exceedingly long journey to cross it, and in that era, with the 
chaos that followed the sudden end of the war, the peace between 
countries was still unstable. Warp-gates had now been opened, 
connecting different countries and cities, but warp-gates didn’t exist in 
that post-war era. That made it even more difficult for them to meet 
each other. 


As such, Sienna had presented Anise with a crystal ball that she had 
personally enchanted. Though it had the flaw of requiring large 
amounts of mana, such a drawback was meaningless for Sienna and 
Anise. 


Although it wasn’t as often as seeing each other every day, this still 
allowed them to chat often. They exchanged insignificant gossip and 
whined to each other. They also shared all the stories they hadn’t 
shared or couldn’t share when the five of them wandered around the 
devildom together. 


—That Hamel was a real asshole. 


One day, Sienna had called Anise while drunk. There was no need to 
even ask what was going on. Her face was dyed red with intoxication, 


and she continued to chug huge gulps of alcohol even in the middle of 
the call. 


Thinking back on it now, it seemed quite creepy, but Sienna had been 
crying while rubbing her cheek against the necklace that held Hamel’s 
soul sealed within. 


She then proceeded to talk a lot about their sole deceased comrade. 
Hamel didn’t have any family, nor did he have any descendants. 
Although he might still be remembered in the current time, it was 
clear that as things stood, he would surely be forgotten someday. 


Anise and Sienna didn’t like the thought of that. They considered 
themselves failures. Although they had sworn to slay all of the Demon 
Kings, they couldn’t kill them all. Sienna and Anise were well aware 
that the current peace had been obtained due to the whims and mercy 
of the Demon King of Incarceration. 


The world was praising the four people who had returned from the 
Demon King of Incarceration’s Caste as heroes. There were many 
questions about what had happened in the devildom, what kind of 
hardships and adversity they had gone through in order to reach the 
Demon King of Incarceration’s Castle — no, in order to save the 
world. 


But the four survivors had never once properly answered such 
questions. The whole world had praised their journey and its ending 
as some glorious feat, but for them, their journey and its ending were 
a disgraceful failure. 


—I don’t want to write an autobiography. It’s condescending and feels like 
I’m trying to put a nice spin on it. I also don’t want to leave the story of my 
failure for the future generations to read. Anise, how about you? 


—They’re preparing a new version of the Scriptures of the Light, and they 
keep saying they want to put my biography into it, calling it the Gospel of 
Anise. They even want me to include a lot of good words for the future 
generations. 


—Did you agree to it? 


—Are you insane? They even knelt down in front of me and begged, so I 
just poured my beer on him and boxed him in the ear. 


As they were exchanging such stories... 


—How about a fairy tale? Without revealing who wrote it, let’s secretly 
spread it into the world. We’ll talk about just how much bullshit we went 
through in Helmuth. 


—Is this for Hamel’s sake? 


—... Well... he’s already dead, but... if we continue to remain silent about 
it, the people of the world won’t even know how he died, right? I... I don’t 
want Hamel to be forgotten. 


From then on, Sienna started writing the fairy tale as her hobby and 
would ask Anise to review the draft for support. Naturally, Anise 
didn’t just read it but instead added more words of her own accord. 
Then she would return the manuscript to Sienna, who would read it 
and add even more words... 


Obviously, the initial purpose of it was to prevent Hamel from being 
forgotten. It was also to put out their answer to the world of what the 
Hero and his companions had gone through in the Devildom of 
Helmuth. However... 


Somewhere in the middle of all that, a lot of selfish interests and other 
such rubbish got mixed into it. 


‘Thanks to that, he is still remembered as the Stupid Hamel even after three 
hundred years have passed, so wasn’t it a good thing in the end?’ Anise 
thought to herself as she looked around the room. 


It was a familiar sight. Sienna’s room looked just as she had seen it 
through the crystal ball hundreds of years ago. Sienna had used to 
study magic or continue writing the fairy tale until late at night with 
their crystal balls still connected. 


The place where Sienna had been sitting during those times... was 
where Eugene was currently sitting. 


Eugene was presently deep in thought as he had Akasha slung over his 
shoulder. 


The reason he had left the Lionheart estate and come here to Aroth 
was to seek advice from Lovellian and the other Tower Masters 
regarding a Signature. 


A Signature was a spell that could be used as a symbol of an 
Archwizard who had reached the Eighth Circle. It needed to be an 
original spell created by the Archwizard themself. It was a realization 
of all the magic they had learned and what they had been pursuing 
their whole life. A Signature was a great spell that the Archwizard 
themself must be proud of and not something to be used lightly, but if 
and when it was used, it must be able to create a phenomenon that 
corresponded to its importance. 


In the present, the standard for an Archwizard was reaching the Eighth 
Circle, and Eugene had yet to have reached the Eighth Circle. 
However, the Ring Flame Formula that had been conceived by 
incorporating Witchcraft’s Eternal Hole allowed Eugene to perform 
magic of a much higher rank than his current one. 


Then there was Akasha. With this extravagant staff that had been 
created using an entire Dragonheart, and along with Mer’s assistance, 
he was able to cast spells up to the Seventh Circle without any burden. 


‘Although Eighth Circle spells are impossible,’ Eugene thought. 


In the first place, a catalog of Eighth Circle spells hadn’t been clearly 
established. This was because wizards who had reached such a high 
level preferred to invent fun spells that were more suitable for 
themselves rather than casting any generic spells. That was why 
Eugene wouldn’t be able to cast any Eighth Circle spells, no matter 
how useful the Ring Flame Formula and Akasha were. 


It was a simple enough reason. Eighth Circle spells couldn’t be used 
without first reaching that stage yourself. So no matter how deeply 
and intricately Akasha enabled him to understand the spell, the Circles 
he created inside his body weren’t able to cast such magic. 


“ ..Ugggghhh...” 


He had lost count of how many moans he had let out. 


Not long after Eugene had overcome the Dark Room, a letter had 
arrived from the Red Tower Master in Aroth, Lovellian. The letter had 
been sent as a polite inquiry to check if he was doing well, and 
Eugene had included in his reply the news that he had reached the 
Sixth Star of the White Flame Formula. 


Then after a few days, another letter arrived in return. The letter 
started with congratulations for his phenomenal achievement and 
proceeded to ask if he had any spare time to visit Aroth and work on 
creating his Signature. 


When they received this news from Aroth, Anise had been even 
happier than Mer to accept the invitation. Her reason was that she 
wanted to visit Sienna’s mansion. This wasn’t a very difficult request 
for Eugene to fulfill. He had been recognized by the Royal Family of 
Aroth as the heir of the Wise Sienna, so with just a word, he could 
enter the mansion in the early hours of the morning when it was 
supposed to be closed. 


While Anise!2]and Mer were taking a look around the empty mansion 
and reminiscing, Eugene took a seat and started thinking about his 
Signature. 


fer A Signature, huh... ’ 


Almost all of the spells that Eugene had used so far had been learned 
from Akron, and Eugene himself had never once created a spell of his 
own. Also, Eugene didn’t think he had the kind of flair or talent that 
was needed for such a creation. 


What about the fact that he was able to learn magic so quickly? That 
was just because Eugene had been born with the ability to perfectly 
sense, control, and manipulate mana. It was easy for him to learn the 
already established spells with this talent, but... it wasn’t so easy for 
him to get the hang of creating a new spell that hadn’t existed before. 


‘But that doesn’t mean I can just give up,’ Eugene continued pondering. 


He wouldn't have been so ambitious if he didn’t have any talent for 


magic or had never learned any magic in the first place. However, 
Eugene had already reached the rank just below an Archwizard in 
terms of magic, and because of that, he couldn’t give up on creating a 
Signature. Naturally, what Eugene wanted wasn’t the recognition of 
being called an Archwizard. 


Eugene was focused on a Signature’s uniqueness and surprise factor. 
Although he had heard what the phantasm of Vermouth had to say, 
Eugene still wanted to kill all of the Demon Kings. 


Especially the Demon King of Incarceration. 


In order to get to him, Eugene would first have to reach the Demon 
King’s castle, Babel, and he would then need to climb to the top to 
enter Incarceration’s royal chambers. And like Vermouth had warned 
him, the Demon King of Incarceration wouldn’t just watch quietly as 
Eugene climbed Babel. 


‘But the biggest obstacle to climbing Babel will, of course, be that bastard, 
the Blade of Incarceration,’ grumbled Eugene. 


In his previous life, Hamel had been weaker than the Blade of 
Incarceration. That was an undeniable fact. But if he could create a 
viable Signature, it would definitely be able to serve as a wild card 
during his fight against the Blade of Incarceration. 


‘And Raizakia. It should come in handy when the time comes to catch that 
viper bastard as well.’ 


The chair that he had been leaning back in tilted upright again. 


According to Mer, Sienna had laid the foundations of Witchcraft and 
the Eternal Hole while sitting at this desk and chair in this mansion. 


Although it wasn’t often that he believed in things like superstitions, 
Eugene had hoped that something might light up inside his head like a 
sudden stroke of inspiration if he sat here and thought deeply about 
ieee 


“'..Hey, Anise,” Eugene called out as he shook his head, which was 
aching from concentrating too hard. 


“What is it?” Anise, who had been sitting on a nearby window sill, 
replied as she turned to look at Eugene. 


“About the portrait of Sienna that’s hanging over there. Don’t you 
think that it looks a bit cheeky?” 


A large portrait of Sienna was hanging on the opposite wall. It 
depicted Sienna with an uncharacteristically benevolent smile. 
Perhaps because his head was crammed full of thoughts about his 
Signature, Eugene couldn’t help but feel that that smile was very 
provocative. 


“Sienna always looked cheeky,” Anise pointed out. 


“That might be true, but seeing her smile like that feels a bit more 
unpleasant,” Eugene grumbled as he got up from the chair. 


Since Anise and Mer had already finished looking around the mansion, 
there was no longer any need to stay here. 


Before they left the room, Eugene took one more glance at the portrait 
hanging on the wall. 


Although this was a sentiment he had already felt many times before, 
the smile depicted in the portrait felt awkward to Eugene. Although it 
was true that a benevolent smile like that didn’t seem to suit Sienna, 
Eugene also felt a sorrowful and empty emotion that was 
uncharacteristic of Sienna in that smile. 


Eugene’s mood worsened whenever he saw this. It made him recall the 
sight of Sienna’s face when Hamel was dying, her tears falling down as 
she begged him not to die. And it resembled her crying face when 
they met inside the World Tree when she kept apologizing even 
though she had nothing to apologize for. 


“ ..Next time,” Eugene muttered to himself in a low voice as he placed 
Akasha back inside his cloak. 


He didn’t know when it might be, but when they next met... Eugene 
had the idea that once Sienna was released from the seal, he wanted 
to come to this mansion with her. 


He would stand Sienna in front of that portrait and point to it. Eugene 
wanted to tease her as they looked at that stupid smile together. 


“Where are you going now?” Anise asked. 


“To the Red Tower of Magic,” Eugene answered. “But since there’s no 
reason for us to go there together, you can go find another inn to—” 


Anise interrupted him, “But there’s no real reason for us to separate, 
now, is there? Could it be that Aroth’s Towers of Magic are so miserly 
that they don’t even have a single room they can lend to foreign 
guests?” 


“Tf we ask, then he should lend us one, but...,” Eugene stopped 
grumbling as he saw something ahead of them. 


They had left the mansion and started walking down the street while 
it was still mostly night. Pentagon was the Capital City of Aroth, 
which was called the Magic Kingdom. The view of these streets 
illuminated at night was beautiful enough to be called a tourist 
attraction in and of themselves, but currently, it was early in the 
morning, so the only light that was illuminating the street was a pale 
streetlight. 


Below that streetlight, a woman was standing there wearing a coat 
that was so large that its hem touched the ground. Her eyes were 
covered by a butterfly-shaped mask, and then she had worn a mask 
below it to make for an even more suspicious appearance. 


Eugene stood there dumbfounded as he stared at the woman. Mer, 
who had been walking beside him instead of getting into his cloak, 
tugged on Eugene’s sleeve. 


“What on earth could she be doing standing there?” Mer asked him. 


“Pretend you don’t know her,” Eugene instructed as he immediately 
turned around. 


In order to get to the Red Tower of Magic, they needed to go in the 
direction of where the woman was standing, but Eugene thought it 
would be less of a bother to just go around her than to be caught by 


that half-witted, crazy woman. 


“Why are you ignoring me?!” the woman suddenly cried out as she 
ran out from beneath the streetlight. 


The identity of this woman was Melkith El-Hayah, the White Tower 
Master. 


Melkith continued, “Lionheart brat, I’m talking to you. Of course, I 
knew you wouldn’t be surprised by my identity. You’re extremely 
sharp, so I knew that you would recognize me no matter what disguise 
I had on. But don’t you think you’re going too far by just ignoring 
me?” 


“Then how on earth were you expecting me to react to you?” Eugene 
demanded exasperatedly. 


“White Tower Master, what in the world are you doing here? Couldn’t 
you have asked me something like that? Then I could have laughed, 
taken off my mask, and shown you the joke I had prepared,” Melkith 
said as she lifted her butterfly mask up slightly and glanced at Eugene. 
She still hadn’t lowered the mask that she was wearing on the bottom 
half of her face as she asked, “Aren’t you curious about what kind of 
joke I had prepared?” 


“No, I’m not curious at all,” Eugene easily denied. 
“Can’t you at least pretend to be curious?” 
“T don’t want to.” 


Eugene continued to stride forward without even looking at Melkith. 
Melkith felt like her insides burning up at his callous reaction, but she 
didn’t give up and even used a spell to block Eugene’s way forward. 


“Am I pretty?” Melkith asked as she tilted her head to the side and 
lowered her mask. 


Her lips were torn open on both sides. No, they just looked like they 
had been torn. It was truly an unnecessarily realistic illusion. 


Neither Eugene nor Mer nor Anise showed any reaction to Melkith’s 
face. 


In this early morning, under the pale streetlights, it had been boring to 
just wait there silently, so Melkith had prepared a joke that she 
thought matched well with this dreary autumn atmosphere, but... 


Melkith just stood there silently for a few moments before she erased 
the illusion on her cheeks with a light flick of her finger. She then 
changed her expression as if to pretend that nothing had happened. 


“T am the White Tower Master, Melkith El-Hayah,” Melkith introduced 
herself with a confident smile as she offered a hand to Kristina. “I’ve 
heard a lot about you as Yuras’ Saint Candidate. It’s a pleasure to meet 
you.” 


Currently, the one controlling Kristina’s body was Ansie. She just 
stared at Melkith without a single trace of amusement on her face. 


Anise didn’t have the slightest desire to understand what kind of joke 
Melkith had just attempted to pull. However, she was wary of the fact 
that Melkith’s appearance was quite beautiful and that Melkith had 
openly approached Eugene and tried to pull a joke on him. But while 
Anise might be wary of Melkith, she wouldn’t immediately expose this 
fact. Anise’s personality wasn’t that shallow. 


“Tt’s nice to meet you too,” Anice responded to Melkith’s greeting with 
a broad smile on her previously expressionless face. 


Eugene finally asked, “What are you doing here? With that look, it 
doesn’t seem like you’re just out taking a walk at night.” 


“Why would you ask something so obvious?” Melkith scoffed. “I was 
waiting for you.” 


“That’s why I was asking. Why are you waiting for us here?” Eugene 
insisted exasperatedly. 


“T’ve heard the news from the Red Tower Master. You, you’re trying to 
create a Signature, right?” Melkith asked with a proud smile as she 
leaned over to Eugene. “But a Signature isn’t something you can 


create just because you’ve decided you want one, right? So — that — 
is — why, this Archwizard and Super Spirit Summoner, you big sis 
Melkith, will help you—” 


“No need,” Eugene cut her off before she could finish. 


“Hey, how stubborn... What’s so bad about getting some help from an 
adult?” Melkith pouted. 


“TIsn’t it obvious?” Eugene said with a shrug. “There’s no way you 
would offer me a gift without any strings attached, Lady Melkith [3], 
so what is it that you want from me now?” 


“Just what in the world do you see me as, huh? I just, I really wanted 
to help you out of the goodness of my heart,” Melkith righteously 
claimed. 


“Liar. You’re going to request something from me later on the pretext 
that you helped me now, aren’t you? You’ve already used the excuse 
of teaching the elves magic to visit the forest in our estate regularly, 
so what else do you want?” Eugene demanded as he narrowed his eyes 
and glared at Melkith. 


“Didn’t I say that it’s not that?” Melkith fired back. “I just want to 
help you. Do you really think I’m always trying to get something from 
you? As your distant senior, I just want to help out a junior wizard.” 


Eugene still insisted doubtfully, “There’s no way, it’s—” 


“Tf I had to say something, then I can’t deny that I have the slight 
desire to dye your Signature with my color. Won’t that make it easier 
for me to get some benefits from your reputation in the future? As the 
kind senior wizard who helped the Archwizard Eugene Lionheart 
develop his Signature, is what I mean,” Melkith said with a sly smile 
as she poked Eugene in the side with her elbow. 


Her personality and behavior might be a bit strange, but Melkith 
herself wasn’t fundamentally a bad person... or at least that’s what 
Eugene thought. 


[Her behavior isn’t just strange. It’s crazy. Aside from her talent as a 


Spirit Summoner, this human named Melkith El-Hayah is the shame of 
all Spirit Summoners,] Tempest grumbled his opinion inside Eugene’s 
head. 


1. The original text uses the idiom, full of foam like a beer. = 


2. The raws said Kristina but Anise had been in control of their body 
this chapter = 


3. The Korean idiom used for this is a ‘bare-lipped offer.’ <= 


Chapter 218 
A Signature (2) 


Most wizards’ biological clocks were broken, with the days and nights 
reversed. As such, most Towers of Magic, including the Red Tower of 
Magic, didn’t impose any curfews. Of course, there was a strict 
security system for entering the tower, but Eugene, as a disciple of the 
Tower Master, wasn’t impeded by this security system. 


“What are you doing here?” asked the Red Tower Master, Lovellian 
Sophis. 


While he was happy to reunite with his disciple after such a long time, 
Lovellian was still taken aback by the sight of Melkith standing beside 
Eugene without any apparent compunctions. Blatantly furrowing his 
brow, Lovellian scanned Melkith from head to toe. 


“Did you drink too much during the night? But no matter how much 
you drank, you must have confused the Red Tower of Magic with the 
White Tower of Magic... ’ll immediately contact the White Tower of 
Magic and summon a wizard to take you home,” Lovellian offered. 


“Red Tower Master, why are you acting like that when it’s just us?” 
Melkith said with a pout. “No way. Are you joking with me right now? 
Sorry, since it’s so rare to see you joking around, it seems that I’m 
having trouble understanding—” 


Lovellian quickly clarified, “I’m telling you to go back home.” 


“Oh, come on... not again. There’s no need for such harsh words 
between friends, hm?” Melkith said in a cutesy tone as she shot 
Lovellian a playful wink. 


At this wink, Lovellian staggered a few steps backward with a 
disgusted look on his face. 


Still, the fact that he didn’t deny the words ‘between friends’ was 
proof that Lovellian was also one of the few wizards with unusual 
personalities. 


After clearing the disgust from his expression, he turned to Kristina 
and introduced himself with a welcoming smile, “Ah... I’m sorry for 
the late greeting. My name is Lovellian Sophis, the current Master of 
the Red Tower of Magic.” 


Then Kristina also replied to his greeting with a faint smile and a 
slight bow of her head, “My name is Kristina Rogeris.” 


Lovellian politely inquired, “How would you like me to address you? 
As far as I’m aware, you still hold the position of Auxiliary Bishop of 
the Alcarte Parish. So shall I call you by your title as the Auxiliary 
Bishop? Or else, would you prefer for me to call you the Saint 
Candidate?” 


“Tt should be announced soon, but I have already stepped down from 
my position as the Auxiliary Bishop of Alcarte,” Kristina informed 
him. “Also, the title of Saint Candidate sounds a bit overly polite for 
casual conversation.” 


“In that case, would it be alright with you if I called you Lady 
Kristina?” 


“It would be my honor for the Red Tower Master of Aroth to address 
me by my name, and I would be very thankful for it.” 


Melkith, who had been quietly listening to their conversation, waved 
her hand in front of her face and tilted her head towards Eugene, 
“Phew, don’t you think such a conversation is a bit too polite?” 


“T think it might be that Lady Melkith is the one who’s a bit too 
lacking in respect for others,” Eugene opined. 


“T am a person who prefers to show her respect through actions 
instead of words,” Melkith defended herself as she threw her head 
back with a laugh. 


There was no way that Lovellian wouldn’t hear her mutters. He glared 


at Melkith with open irritation in his narrowed eyes, only for Melkith 
to pretend not to notice and point at the floor with her finger. 


“Red Tower Master, I heard that your disciple is planning to start 
creating his own Signature? As a wizard and his senior, I also plan to 
provide some support, so let’s head straight down to the labs right 
away,” Melkith suggested. 


“What are you saying now after coming here so early in the morning,” 
Lovellian complained. 


“In any case, it’s not like we’re going to sleep right now, is it? Is there 
any reason for us to procrastinate? The underground research 
laboratories of the Red Tower of Magic are said to be especially 
sturdy, so let’s go take a look,” Melkith proposed eagerly, but Eugene 
had no intention of granting her wishes. 


Although he wouldn’t be tired out even if he stayed up all night, 
Eugene felt that that wasn’t any reason not to get some sleep. Melkith 
squawked in protest, but Eugene and Kristina just went to their 
allocated rooms and got some late rest. 


“As I’ve always said, young people these days don’t know how to 
cherish their time. They don’t even need to rest, so why go and get 
some sleep? It’s just a waste of time,” Melkith scolded. 


Eugene yawned, “You really do speak like an old-timer.” 


Melkith yelped, “An old—! As your senior wizard, I will give you some 
advice that you should make sure sticks in your head!1]_” 


“Talking like that just makes you sound even more of an old-timer.” 


When Eugene teased her like this, Melkith had to grit her teeth as her 
two fists trembled in anger. 


‘Who are you to call someone old-timer...?’ 


Mer, whose head was the only thing sticking out from a hole in 
Eugene’s cloak, resisted the urge to roast Eugene with these words 


rolling around inside her head and could only pout her lips instead. 


In Mer’s view, the way Eugene looked during the times he regularly 
motivated Cyan back at the main estate more than qualified him to be 
called an old-timer, and the things that Anise would sometimes say 
after arbitrarily controlling Krisitna’s mouth didn’t leave her far 
behind. 


“Do you have any preliminary ideas for your Signature?” Lovellian 
asked as he led them somewhere that wasn’t deep underground. 


As Melkith had said, the Red Tower of Magic’s basement laboratories 
were extremely sturdy, and in the past, when Eugnee was still living 
in the Red Tower of Magic, he had also made use of them several 
times. 


However, no matter how sturdy a Tower of Magic’s research 
laboratories were, if Eugene decided to fully unleash his mana, they 
would be destroyed even if he didn’t cast a spell or use any sword- 
force. 


As Lovellian was also well aware of this fact, he instead led Eugene to 
the rooftop of the Red Tower of Magic instead of the underground 
research laboratories, which held the risk of collapsing. This open 
rooftop area served as Lovellian’s research area and practice room. 


“Truthfully speaking, I’m not sure where to even start thinking about 
it,” Eugene admitted. 


He had given it a lot of thought, but nothing, in particular, came to 
mind. 


Lovellian grinned and pulled a staff out from within his robe. With a 
light swing of his staff, he raised something like a transparent curtain 
that encircled the rooftop. He had cast a spell so that no one would be 
able to observe what was happening on the rooftop from the outside. 


“Sir Eugene, due to your special circumstances, I felt that it would be 
even more likely for you to face such a problem,” Lovellian readily 
admitted. 


“Special circumstances?” Eugene repeated. 


Lovellian nodded, “Yes, there have been several warriors in this 
continent’s history who could also use magic, but most of them have 
been pretty lackluster, both in their skills as a warrior and as a wizard. 
Although they got some use from mixing the two skill sets, even 
speaking generously, they could hardly be called first-class. That is, 
except for the ancestor of the Lionheart clan, the Great Vermouth.” 


Lovellian was telling the truth. All of the Archwizards who had existed 
throughout history had been people who had solely walked on the 
path of magic with a single-minded focus. Similarly, those who had 
made a name for themselves as knights or warriors were the ones who 
had devoted their whole lives to either combat or martial arts. 


“The people of the world are currently pointing to you, Sir Eugene, 
and calling you the Second Coming of the Great Vermouth. I also 
agree with them. In fact, though you just reached the Sixth Star of the 
White Flame Formula at this young age, this only means that you’ve 
reached the level of being able to freely cast the spells of the Seventh 
Circle, correct?” Lovellian accurately assessed. 


“Well, yes...,” Eugene humbly confirmed it. 


Lovelian nodded, “That’s why you’re having such a hard time coming 
up with something, Sir Eugene.” 


Eugene tilted his head to the side, unable to understand what 
Lovellian meant by these words. 


It was Lovellian who had taught Eugene the basics of magic and had 
broadened his foundation. While he couldn’t be compared to Sienna, 
no one could deny that Lovellian was an exceptional wizard. So when 
such an Archwizard directly said that Eugene would have a ‘hard time 
with something like this, he couldn't just take those words lightly. 


“Where would you say the difficulty comes from?” Eugene asked 
politely. 


“The essence of magic is finding ways of doing things that you’re 
unable to do,” Lovellian replied with a smile. As he thrust his staff 


forward, a whirlwind of flames began to churn out of the end of his 
staff. “People can’t just spray fire out of their hands without using a 
tool. However, if they use magic, they can start a fire all by 
themselves. In the end, that’s what magic is all about. It’s a skill that 
enables a person, no, enables you to do what you cannot do.” 


Eugene listened to Lovellian without interrupting him. 


Ending the demonstration, Lovellian continued, “If I had to put it in 
simpler terms, I’m not able to fly in the sky. However, if I use magic, I 
am able to fly up into the sky. If I just run normally, I'll be slower than 
a dog, let alone a horse, but if I use magic, I can move faster than 
anyone else.” 


“T wondered what you were trying to say,” Melkith, who had been 
listening quietly, suddenly spoke up with a chuckle and raised a 
finger. “Now then, take a look at this, kid. ’m not a warrior, and I 
don’t even have a Core. Although I’m able to manipulate the mana 
inside my body, I can’t manifest a sword-force like warriors or knights 
can. However, if I use magic, I can make a blade of mana that’s 
similar to sword-force even if it’s based on slightly different principles, 
no?” 


While her lips were moving, Melkith cast a spell, and her light blue 
mana coalesced according to the spell formula, becoming a sharp 
blade. That was definitely something different from sword-force, a 
blade made of magic. 


“This isn’t sword-force,” Melkith unknowingly agreed. “However, it’s 
as sharp and as strong as sword-force. While I might still lose to you, 
I’m sure I’d at least be able to fake a sword fight with an ordinary 
knight.” 


“.,.Ahah,” Eugene understood what the two were trying to say. 


Eugene wasn’t an ordinary wizard. If he needed a sharp blade or a 
powerful attack, he didn’t need to wring out a new formula and cast a 
spell. He could just manifest his sword-force. If he wanted to run fast, 
he didn’t need to use any speed-related spells; he just needed to start 
operating the White Flame Formula and run. 


His distinction between what could be done and what could not be 
done was different from ordinary wizards. 


“That’s why you’re having such a hard time with it,” Lovellian 
emphasized. “Sir Eugene, for an Archwizard, the Signature is the 
essence of all the magic they’ve accumulated over a lifetime of 
practice and research. Usually, after studying magic for decades, they 
specially tailor a spell that best suits themselves—” 


Melkith interrupted him impatiently, “In conclusion, brat, it’s true that 
you're a strong wizard, but as a wizard, you’re also really flawed. So 
far, you’ve never once properly conceived your own spells, and you’ve 
never even felt the need to do so, right?” 


The answer was undeniable. 


Even in his previous life, Eugene had been a warrior. The same went 
for the life he had led after being reincarnated. He knew that magic 
was both convenient and strong, but his magic had never once been 
the main focus in the battles that Eugene had fought thus far. Seeing 
as this was the case, he had never researched any new spells, nor had 
he felt the need to do so. 


4 


‘,..Well, that’s true,” Eugene eventually admitted. “To be honest, I 
find it more comfortable to fight directly with my body than to use 
spells.” 


“However, it’s not like you don’t use any magic at all, right?” Melkith 
prompted him. “At the very least, it’s overwhelmingly more efficient 
to use a spell when you need to fly through the air.” 


Eugene nodded thoughtfully, “Yes... and apart from that... um... 
when I need to attack my enemies from a distance... and I also often 
use Blink to mix up my movements. I also like to use spatial magic to 
create diversions...” 


The more he talked, the more Eugene’s expression twisted into a 
grimace. 


No matter what angle he considered it from, Eugene thought that 
wasn’t something that he should admit to in front of Lovellian, who 


had helped him a lot ever since he was young, who had accepted him 
as a disciple, taught him magic, and had always been on his side. 


Although he couldn’t tell what his master’s inner thoughts were, didn’t 
most teachers want their teachings to be valued by their disciples? 


“That means to you, Sir Eugene, magic is only really used as an aid in 
battle,” Lovellian assessed thoughtfully. 


Eugene meekly responded, “Yes... I’m sorry...” 


“Why are you apologizing?” Lovellian asked as he tilted his head with 
a puzzled expression. 


Eugene awkwardly cleared his throat and snuck a peek at Lovellian’s 
reaction before replying, “Well, you’re the one who taught me most of 
the magic I know, Master. But doesn’t this feel like ’m neglecting the 
magic you taught me...?” 


Anise, who was watching through Kristina’s eyes, felt quite pleased by 
this current situation. 


Hamel, who always seemed so violent and rambunctious, was filled 
with a curious concern in front of this neatly-trimmed wizard. On top 
of that, Hamel had even called him master? Though it was only 
natural for a disciple to be respectful towards his teacher, it was 
something that Anise couldn’t imagine Hamel doing in his mercenary 
days. 


[I’m the one who raised him into this,] Anise whispered to Kristina 
with a sense of pride and fulfillment. 


She wasn’t lying. From the moment that Hamel had joined them as a 
comrade, Anise had spent a long time correcting his behavior and 
thoughts. His dirty mouth, which was the most problematic, had 
always resisted being corrected in the end, but since it seemed like he 
was worried about insulting his master, this could be called a 
successful result. 


“Sir Eugene, how one uses one’s magic is entirely up to the wizard in 
question,” Lovellian said with a grin after understanding what Eugene 


was trying to say. “While it’s clear that I’m the one who taught you 
magic, that doesn’t mean I need you to become a pure wizard, Sir 
Eugene. In fact, I would prefer it if you didn’t become such an 
ordinary wizard. Because it would be a waste of your talents if you 
were to solely be a wizard, Sir Eugene.” 


Eugene coughed in embarrassment, “Ahem...” 


Noticing his embarrassment, Lovellian changed the subject, “Sir 
Eugene, I’ve already said this earlier, but a Signature is the essence of 
all the magic that a wizard has accumulated through practice and 
research. What’s most important is what ‘type’ of magic the wizard 
himself has mainly been dealing with.” 


In Eugene’s case, that was spells that assisted him in combat. 


“Sir Eugene, you don’t need to use magic for your attacks. Because 
rather than needing to use spells to attack, you are capable of creating 
stronger attacks without them. If combat assistance is all that you 
require, that is more than enough. That’s all you need to determine 
the direction of your Signature,” Lovellian advised. 


“Once you’ve decided on a direction, you just have to work out a basic 
technique and then build it up. Magic is used to create a phenomenon 
that doesn’t happen naturally, like lighting a spark in heavy rain or 
causing a blizzard in midsummer. So all you need to do is come up 
with a technique that can create such unnatural phenomena,” Melkith 
picked up the topic with a chuckle as she took off the coat that she 
was wearing. “Since you won’t get a good understanding if we just 
keep talking about it, allow this Archwizard and Great Spirit 
Summoner, Lady Melkith El-Hayah, to show you my Signature. You 
should be honored to know that, of all the people who have seen my 
Signature, only a few have survived.” 


Lovellian punctured her pretense, “But it’s not to the extent that it’s all 
that rare. The other Tower Masters and Lord Trempel have also seen 
your Signature.” 


“Stop saying such useless things and ruining the atmosphere when I’m 
trying to show off!” Melkith shot a glare at Lovellian before firming up 
her expression. “Kid, as you may already know, I am the greatest 
Spirit Summoner in the history of this continent. I’ve made contracts 


with the Spirit King of Lightning and the Spirit King of Earth. So in my 
case, my Signature naturally has something to do with my spirits. The 
name of this technique is...” 


As Lovellian already knew what Melkith’s Signature was, he quickly 
withdrew backward. He also gestured to Eugene and Kristina to follow 
his example. 


While Eugene followed the order and retreated, he kept looking at 
Melkith curiously as she stood proudly in the center of the tower’s 
rooftop. 


Melkith called out the name of her technique, “...Elemental Fusion, 
Trinity Force.” 


A light flashed from Melkith’s eyes. 
Boooom! 


In an instant, black thunderclouds had formed in the skies above the 
Red Tower of Magic. Formidable amounts of mana engulfed Melkith’s 
body. Then, the entire land surrounding the Red Tower of Magic 
began to rise. 


Melkith’s body rose up until she was standing high in the sky. The 
earth that rose up from below wrapped around Melkith’s body and 
began to form a particular shape. 


Boooom! 


Sparks flew as lightning from the thunderclouds coiled around the 
shape being formed from the earth. 


Eugene, Mer, and Kristina were all at a loss for words as they watched 
this scene. Melkith’s figure could no longer be seen. 


No, could it really be called unseen? The shape that appeared in the 

skies above the Red Tower of Magic... was a giant Melkith El-Hayah 
that had been made out of the soil. If someone had to describe it... it 
looked like someone had sculpted a giant doll of her out of clay. 


Although it was made up of earth, it didn’t really have the color of 
dirt. 


This was the Elemental Fusion, Trinity Force. It looked as if Melkith 
had just become a giant. Of course, this wasn’t the body of the real 
Melkith. Melkith stayed in the center of this gigantic earthen doll, and 
by linking her mind to the earthen doll’s body, she was able to control 
it perfectly. 


Crouching in the air, Trinity Force, the giant Melkith, opened its 
mouth and asked...”Well, how is it?” 


Its smile was exactly the same as that of the smaller, human version of 
Melkith. 


“T’m talking about this voluptuous body made of dirt. It’s a perfect 
recreation of my body’s three sizes. I can also freely change its outfit 
to whatever I wish,” Melkith revealed. 


The three spectators on the rooftop couldn’t say anything in response 
to Melkith’s proud statements. 


“Those aren’t the only great things about my Signature!” Melkith 
continued excitedly. “This body is no different from an incarnation of 
the Earth Spirit King, so while in this state, I can control the earth to 
my heart’s content. And all the energy required to move this gigantic 
body is supplied by the power of the Lightning Spirit King!” 


Melkith stretched out one giant hand in a demonstration. As she 
snapped its index finger and thumb, a formidable force of lightning 
gathered at the fingertips. 


“Fufufu! In the form of Trinity Force, I might be able to crush the 
Abram Royal Palace with just one gesture of my finger, no...?” 
Melkith trailed off thoughtfully. 


“Tt’s fortunate that Lord Trempel isn’t here to hear that,” Lovellian 
commented dryly. 


Melkith defended herself, “Not even I would say something like that in 
front of the old man who’s extremely loyal to the royal family, you 


know?” 


“Then stop talking nonsense and get down here,” Lovellian 
impatiently instructed. “White Tower Master, I’ve already said this in 
the past, but while it’s undeniable that your Signature is outstanding 
and impressive... its outer appearance is disturbing.” 


“That’s my face you’re talking about!” Melkith roared back. 
“But there’s no need to make it in your own image, right?” 
“T’m not afraid to love myself,” Melkith declared. 


The huge Melkith formed a cradle with her hands and rested her chin 
on it in a cute pose. Lovellian just made a disgusted expression and 
turned his gaze away from the sky. 


“..Its outer appearance might be disturbing, but I think the White 
Tower Master’s Signature will serve as a good example for you,” 
Lovellian reluctantly admitted. “It is the essence of all the magic she 
has accumulated over the years and the embodiment of her ideals.” 


As Eugene scanned Trinity Force while holding Akasha, he found 
himself agreeing with Lovellian’s words. 


An Elemental Fusion, this definitely wasn’t a wrong description. 
Melkith had used herself as the center of the fusion to combine the 
Spirit King of Earth with the Spirit King of Lightning. It was close to 
impossible to create such an existence with just mana, so she had 
formed a body out of soil with the power of the Earth Spirit King and 
then used the lightning of the Lightning Spirit King as its power 
source. With that, Melkith was able to fully deploy the strength of 
both Spirit Kings while also supplementing them with her own magic. 


“Tt’s unfair that I’m the only one showing off my secrets, Red Tower 
Master. Aren’t you going to show yours as well?” Melkith goaded. 


Lovellian huffed, “I was going to show them even without you 
pressing me.” 


After drawing a sufficient distance away from Eugene, he formed a 
hand sign with both hands. 


“Pantheon,” Lovellian called out. 


There was no need for any long incantations of complex spell formulas 
with his Signature. 


The Red Tower Master, Lovellian’s specialty was summoning magic. 
So his Signature, Pantheon, wasn’t a spell that caused any phenomena, 
like the Signatures of other Archwizards, but instead was a spell that 
summoned creatures. 


Thanks to that, Lovellian’s Pantheon had the advantage of 
overwhelming speed. In contrast, Melkith’s Trinity Force couldn’t help 
but require a lot more time for chanting and application. 


The same went for the Signatures of other Archwizards as well. 
However, Lovellioan’s Signature could summon a ‘door’ from a 
different dimension just by forming a hand sign and calling out the 
name Pantheon. 


Booom! 


A huge door fell from the sky. The door was covered in complex 
engravings. In the past, after Eugene’s duel with Jeneric had ended, 
Jeneric, who had refused to accept the outcome of the duel, restrained 
his hostility the moment that Lovellian descended onto the scene with 
Pantheon. 


That was just how unorthodox and terrifying Pantheon was. While 
overwhelming speed was one of its strengths, another strength that 
Pantheon had when compared to other Signatures was its randomness 
and unpredictability. 


“This door itself is a Summoning Object that I’ve spent my whole life 
creating,” Lovellian said as he stroked the iron gate posts of Pantheon, 
which was towering beside him. “And contained within the secondary 
dimension that’s connected to this door are all the Summoning 
Creatures and Summoning Objects that I’ve either collected or created 
throughout my life.” 


This included everything from an ancient monster that had been 
lurking in a dungeon deep underground to a supreme hybrid that was 
created by cross-breeding several different monsters — the chimera, 
or even a curse whose true form had been sealed away within a magic 
book, etcetera. 


It wasn’t just living things either. Summoning Objects, like the golems 
created by Lovellian and other wizards of the Red Tower of Magic, 
and other non-living monsters that could move on their own were also 
kept dormant within Pantheon. 


“Only I know what Summoning Creatures and Summoning Objects 
will emerge from this door. By opening this door, I can create a large 
army by freely summoning all of my Summoning Creatures and 
Summoning Objects. However, that alone isn’t enough to explain the 
pride I have in my Signature,” Lovellian said with a bright smile as he 
turned to look at Eugene. “I’m able to freely combine the Summoning 
Creatures and Summoning Objects stored within this door. To put it 
simply, I can create a chimera from any of the materials stored within 
the door. Depending on what combination I come up with, the 
purpose it’s meant to be used for will change, along with the power of 
the Summoning Creature itself.” 


“That’s why the Red Tower Master’s Pantheon is so hard to deal with. 
You never know what might come out of that door, but the power of 
the synthesized creatures made by combining his existing Summons is 
completely unpredictable,” Melkith said as she dispelled Trinity Force 
and leaped down from the sky. “The most terrible thing about it is 
that there are really no restrictions on the combination of the objects 
stored within Patheon. So, that means he could mix a hundred 
different Summoning Objects with a hundred different Summoning 
Creatures in order to create a single creature that has all of their 
combined strengths.” 


“T’ve never done something like that. I’ve never wanted to do so, nor 
have I ever desired an opportunity that would require me to do so,” 
Lovellian said with a wry smile as he banished Pantheon back. “As 
you can see, my Pantheon is the pursuit of my heights as a Summoner. 
I hope my Signature will be of use to you, Sir Eugene.” 


“.,.Pantheon and Trinity Force...,” Eugene mumbled to himself as he 
considered these spells. “...Um... do you have to come up with the 


name of our Signature yourself?” 
“Huh?” Lovellian grunted. 


Eugene elaborated, “I was wondering if you might be willing to come 
up with a name for me, Master—” 


“What are you talking about, kid? The Signature is the crystallization 
of a wizard’s knowledge and the realization of their ideals! Of course, 
it should be named by yourself!” Melkith fired off an objection with a 
confused expression. 


That... that was something Eugene also understood. However, Eugene 
wasn’t very confident in his ability to name things. 


“Ignition,” Mer whispered. “And Asura Rampage.” 

“Tl kill you,” Eugene immediately threatened. 

“Eclipse,” Mer continued unabated. 

Eugene’s expression twisted into a scowl as he pinched Mer’s cheeks. 
“Tt hurts,” Mer whined. 

“Don’t lie. You can’t feel pain,” Eugene pointed out. 

“Tt hurts in my heart.” 


After saying something like that, how could anyone who called 
themselves a human, bear to keep pinching her? Eugene quietly let go 
of Mer’s cheeks. 


Mer continued to give her opinion, “However, Sir Eugene, I think that 
the name Eclipse is pretty cool. Didn’t you come up with that name 
after giving it a lot of thought? It’s also similar to the real thing. Dying 
the sun black like a solar eclipse—” 


Unable to endure listening to any more of this, Eugene stuffed Mer’s 


head back into his cloak. 


“What’s Eclipse?” Melkith tilted her head to the side and asked, but 
Eugene clamped his lips shut tightly. 


“,..Still, it seems that Eclipse is better than Asura Rampage or Dead End...,’ 
Eugene admitted to himself in his heart of hearts. 


1. The original text uses the equivalent Korean idiom of making sure 
that the advice becomes part of your blood and flesh. 


Chapter 219 
A Signature (3) 


For Eugene, he had spent these past few months with a singular focus 
on studying magic, even more than when he had first started learning 
magic. He re-read the magic books kept within the Red Tower of 
Magic, even though he had already finished reading all of them a long 
time ago, while also working his way through Akron once again from 
the first floor to the top floor. He had even cajoled and threatened 
Melkith into lending him the rarer magic books that were kept in the 
White Tower of Magic. 


Seeing as he was so focussed on this, it was only natural that rumors 
would start to spread. In fact, even if Eugene hadn’t been so 
enthusiastic in his pursuit of magic, rumors would still have no choice 
but to start flying. It was because the name Eugene Lionheart was just 
that famous. 


Aside from being associated with the Lionheart clan, Eugene was the 
master of Akasha and the successor of the Wise Sienna. With someone 
like Eugene already beginning to research his Signature and preparing 
to rise to the ranks of an Archwizard, it was only natural and 
inevitable that Eugene would become Aroth’s eye of the storm. 


The very first person to come looking for him was Aroth’s Crown 
Prince. Honein Abram, the Crown Prince who had been interested in 
Eugene since he first started studying in Aroth, visited the Red Tower 
of Magic accompanied by Trempel Vizardo, the head of the Court 
Wizards Division. Under the pretext of renting them out, Honein 
loaned Eugene several books from the Royal Palace’s Library of Magic. 


The next person to come looking for Eugene was Hiridus Euzeland, 
the Blue Tower Master. Since he was worried that, as someone who 
was not a member of the Red Tower of Magic, it would be rude of him 
to give advice and instruction to Lovellian’s disciple, he had only 
come looking for Eugene after first seeking permission from Lovellian. 
Like Trempel, Hiridus had heard the news that Eugene was conceiving 


his own Signature and had come to give advice from an Archwizard’s 
point of view. 


The Green Tower Master, Jeneric Osman, hadn’t come looking for 
Eugene. Perhaps it was because he had yet to shake off the 
humiliation and rage from losing that duel he had had with Eugene 
back then? From what Eugene had heard, it appeared that Jeneric had 
been cooped up on the top floor of the Green Tower of Magic ever 
since the day their duel had ended. 


It didn’t really matter much to Eugene. He didn’t know what kind of 
advice the Green Tower Master might be able to give from his 
perspective, but Eugene had already listened to advice from three 
Tower Masters and the Head of the Court Wizards Division. 


Also, he had already seen the Green Tower Master’s Signature, 
Yggdrasil, and thanks to comprehending the previous level of the 
spell, the Divine Tree, through Akasha, Eugene was even able to cast 
the spell himself. 


“If possible, you shouldn’t visit Merdein Square,” Melkith advised him. 
“You also shouldn’t go to any of the stores in town that have green 
letters or patterns on their signs.” 


“Why not?” Eugene asked. 


Melkith scoffed, “Are you really that ignorant? Merdein Square is the 
front yard of the Green Tower of Magic. The stores with green letters 
or patterns on their signboards are stores that support the Green 
Tower of Magic. So naturally, those stores are filled with wizards from 
the Green Tower of Magic.” 


Eugene argued back, “And why should I be so afraid as to avoid 
them?” 


“T’m not saying this because I am worried about you. No, I’m just 
worried about the wizards from the Green Tower of Magic who’ll 
pointlessly pick a fight with you and get beaten up. It’s already a pity 
and a shame that their Tower Master got beaten up and humiliated in 
public, but if they also get beaten up, they might just explode from the 
overwhelming shame and commit suicide.” 


Eugene didn’t ignore this advice that Melkith gave while clicking her 
tongue in feigned concern. In any case, Eugene didn’t have any reason 
to go to Merdein Square or to any of the taverns, restaurants, or shops 
selling magical items in the city. 


But for this reason, it was convenient for Eugene that Kristina and 
Anise had accompanied him here. As long as Kristina was in charge of 
Mer, who had been begging him to be allowed to go to the restaurants 
in the city whenever they had free time, Eugene could comfortably 
concentrate on his ideas for a Signature. 


But then there was the Black Tower Master. 


Balzac Ludbeth had sent several letters to the Red Tower of Magic and 
Eugene. While congratulating him on starting on climbing to the half- 
step before becoming an Archwizard, his letter had also offered to 
provide whatever help Eugene needed if he wanted advice on 
designing his own Signature. 


However, the Red Tower Master, Lovellian, had a deep hatred for 
black wizards, and Eugene was no different in this regard. While the 
world may have changed drastically over the past three hundred 
years, and the position of black wizards had shifted drastically, to 
Eugene, black wizards were just black wizards. 


Of course, having recently returned from visiting the Holy Empire, he 
could perhaps acknowledge the fact that the black wizards these days 
might actually be pretty decent guys... Eugene had even had the 
thought that Aroth’s Black Tower of Magic, in particular, might be an 
extremely humane and sensible magic research facility compared to 
what he had seen in Yuras. 


Even so, black wizards were still black wizards. The fact that he 
wasn’t cursing in their faces or trying to blindly kill them was already 
proof that Eugene was holding back a lot and that he had managed to 
adapt to this era in his own way. 


“You’ve finally made time for me,” Balzac greeted Eugene with a 
smile. 


In the end, Eugene had still agreed to meet with the Black Tower 


Master. It was Lovellian, not Eugene, who had first given in to Balzac’s 
fervent requests. While Lovellian might not like Balzac, he did respect 
the man. He might still hate all black wizards, but Lovellian had to 
admit that Balzac himself and the Black Tower of Magic that the man 
controlled hadn’t caused any large problems. 


A fellow Tower Master and Archwizard, whose name would 
undoubtedly leave its mark in the continent’s history, was sending 
them a letter every few days so even Lovellian could no longer ignore 
him. So Lovellian subtly entreated Eugene to meet with the Black 
Tower Master, and Eugene also pretended to give in and accepted 
Balzac’s invitation. 


“T was also curious about the Black Tower of Magic,” Eugene replied 
as he looked up at the Black Tower of Magic. 


The Black Tower of Magic was located in a place that was considered 
remote, even if it was still within the Capital City of Pentagon, and 
like its name, the tower appeared pitch-black, as if it had been carved 
out of obsidian. The square beneath the tower was also packed with 
black roses that were in full bloom, and the atmosphere of this whole 
place felt somber and dreary. 


“Those roses.” Eugene pointed out. “Did you intentionally design them 
that color and plant them there?” 


Balzac readily admitted, “Yes, we did.” 


Eugene gave his opinion, “Why did you do something like that? 
Aesthetically speaking, I don’t think it looks all that good.” 


“Honestly, they were planted to give off that impression,” Balzac 
confessed. “This goes for me as well, but the wizards belonging to the 
Black Tower of Magic don’t often attract friendly gazes from their 
surroundings, so instead of having to deal with such unfriendly looks, 
we would much rather avoid them altogether. So if we planted a lot of 
roses in that ominous color, people wouldn’t come here as it would 
just ruin their mood... or at least that’s what we thought.” 


Balzac looked around their surroundings with a grin. 


The square beneath the Black Tower of Magic was extremely crowded. 
Most of the people here were lovers having fun on dates. Although a 
flower garden with a variety of colors was common, a flower garden 
filled with nothing but black roses was rare in this world. As a result, 
the Black Square had inevitably become famous as a dating spot for 
lovers living in Aroth. 


Balzac shrugged, “Although we couldn’t have expected this to happen, 
I don’t think it’s all that bad. It’s also quite enjoyable to look down on 
the black rose gardens from the tower.” 


Could it be that he really hadn’t predicted this? Eugene shot a glance 
at Balzac’s grin, then looked up at the Black Tower of Magic once 
more. The only thing different was the color; the shape of the Black 
Tower of Magic wasn’t that much different from the Red Tower of 
Magic or any of the other Towers of Magic. 


“Although I don’t know what you might be expecting, the inside of the 
Black Tower of Magic won’t be that much different from the Red 
Tower of Magic,” Balzac revealed. “Naturally, that also means you 
won’t find things like human corpses lying around.” 


Eugene responded, “According to the rumors, the land that the Black 
Tower of Magic was built on was once a cemetery long ago. Even 
now, it's said that unidentified corpses of those who died or went 
missing in the back alleys of the city are piled up in the basement of 
the Black Tower of Magic.” 


“Aroth is a developed country. As such a country, our security is 
exceptional, and magic has infiltrated our lives to such an extent that 
most daily activities are dependent on magic. How many unidentified 
corpses could there really be in a country like this?” Balzac asked 
rhetorically. 


“Did I put you in a bad mood?” 


“T’ve heard of such misunderstandings so many times that I’m fine 
with it. In fact, ’m actually happy to hear that your suspicions are 
only the traditional ones, Sir Eugene.” 


Balzac chuckled as he opened the doors to the Black Tower of Magic. 


As Eugene followed him in, he sharpened his senses but didn’t smell 
the scent of rotting corpses like he’d been expecting. Just like Balzac 
had said, the scene inside the Black Tower of Magic wasn’t that much 
different from the Red Tower of Magic. 


Balzac smirked, “I admit that necromancy is the most typical example 
of black magic, but necromancy isn’t all there is to black magic.” 


Balzac knew that Eugene had been looking for the smell of corpses. 
While maintaining a relaxed smile, he led Eugene forward. 


“Also, I don’t really like necromancy myself,” Balzac continued 
speaking. “After all, the only thing that necromancy can do is raise the 
corpses of the deceased or summon souls and manipulate them, but 
isn’t that such a crude use of magic?” 


“It seems like your dislike doesn’t stem from moral reasons,” Eugene 
said accusatively as he stared holes into Balzac’s back. 


Balzac was silenced by this statement for a few moments, but he soon 
burst into laughter and nodded. 


Balzac readily admitted, “Yes. If I have to be honest, that’s correct. I 
refrain from necromancy because the crude spells of necromancy 
simply don’t appeal to me as a wizard. What fascinates me about black 
magic... is the fact that by receiving power from a Demon King, whose 
existence is verifiably proven, you can achieve things that are beyond 
what is capable through ordinary magic. Just like divine magic, you 
can use spells that are almost miraculous by relying on a Demon King 
for support.” 


The Black Tower of Magic also had an elevator that was driven by 
magic. Balzac got into the elevator first and pressed the button for the 
top floor, while Eugene boarded the elevator just a step behind him. 


“I might say this, but I don’t look down on necromancy,” Balzac 
added. “While it doesn’t suit my tastes in certain ways, necromancy is 
also an impressive field of magic. For example, Amelia Merwin, who is 
currently one of the Three Mages of Incarceration like me, also 
happens to be a necromancer with extremely formidable abilities. 


The moment Amelia Merwin’s name was mentioned, Eugene’s lips 
twitched in disgust. 


That name was carved in a place deep within Eugene’s heart. Amelia 
had trampled on Hamel’s grave with her dirty feet and had even 
turned Hamel’s corpse into a Death Knight. 


At that time, Eugene wasn’t strong enough to kill Amelia. But what 
about now? Honestly speaking, he couldn’t be sure of that. The 
presence that Amelia had given off in that underground tomb was so 
strong that even someone like Eugene had no choice but to be 
cautious. 


“Black Tower Master, if you were to fight with Amelia Merwin, who 
would win?” Eugene suddenly asked. 


The elevator arrived at the top floor. Once again, Balzac took the first 
step off the elevator. While walking down the black carpeted hallway 
and leading Eugene to their destination, at this sudden question, 
Balzac turned to look back at Eugene. 


“You really are asking me quite the unexpected question,” Balzac 
observed. 


“TIsn’t this the sort of question everyone likes to ask and think about?” 
Eugene argued back. 


Balzac conceded, “That might be the case, but they wouldn’t ask the 
person directly involved.” 


“Heh, if someone were to ask me something like that, I would just feel 
happy and give them an honest reply,” Eugene encouraged. 


“If your answer was that you would have the upper hand, then, of 
course, that would be the case. But if we were to fight, I would lose to 
Amelia Merwin,” Balzac admitted with a wry smile as he turned to 
face forward again. 


Eugene fired off more questions, “Would you really lose? You’re the 
Black Tower Master, an Archwizard of the Eighth Circle, aren’t you? 
I’ve even heard that before you became a black wizard, you were a 


genius wizard who had already been selected as the next Master of the 
Blue Tower of Magic?” 


“A genius wizard, you say. Do you really think there is a wizard 
among the current Tower Masters who wasn’t called something like 
that before they became Tower Masters? In the world of wizards, the 
word genius holds very little weight,” Balzac stated deprecatingly. 


Both the question and the topic that Eugene had brought up were 
quite offensive. Perhaps deep down in his chest, annoyance and anger 
were stirring, but Balzac didn’t show any sign of it. 


Balzac continued, “Just like me, Amelia Merwin is also a genius. On 
top of that, she and I are fundamentally different.” 


“What’s the difference between you?” Eugene inquired. 


Balzac explained, “Edmond Codreth and I were originally wizards, and 
we signed contracts with the Demon King of Incarceration for our 
personal goals. Most, no, almost all black wizards are created that 
way. They were all originally wizards, but they didn’t think they’d be 
able to succeed in their goals as wizards, so they would sign a contract 
with demonfolk... in order to pursue magic beyond all ordinary 
magic, they turn their gazes to becoming a black wizard.” 


Balzac's office lay at the end of the corridor decked in black on the top 
floor of the Black Tower of Magic. The door was just a clean black 
door without any fancy trimmings. Without Balzac even reaching out 
to open it, the door opened by itself and welcomed Balzac and Eugene 
in. 


“Long ago, when you told me that you were going to the desert Sir 
Eugene, I warned you about Amelia Merwin,” Balzac reminded him. 


—She’s special. 


—Even before she made a contract with the Demon King of Incarceration, 
she was already an amazing black wizard. 


“Amelia Merwin was also originally a wizard, but she’s a unique 
individual who became a black wizard all by herself without making a 


contract. Do you know what that means? Amelia Merwin is a human 
being, but she was able to comprehend demonic power by herself 
without any contracts and refined it into her own Dark Power, 
enabling her to cast black magic,” Balzac concluded. 


There was no way that Eugene wouldn’t understand what this meant. 
Demonic Power was an ominous power that originally only belonged 
to demonfolk and demonic beasts. For humans to freely use demonic 
power, a contract with a demonfolk was essential. 


However, in extremely rare cases among humans... a very small 
number of people would learn how to control demonic power all by 
themselves. Even three hundred years ago, there were a few such 
cases. 


Eugene was well aware of what these black wizards who were reborn 
this way could become. Such people would become the masters of a 
terrible and heinous fate. Although they were human, they did things 
no human would do, and even though they were born as humans, they 
essentially became something like a demonfolk. 


“As far as I’m aware, in this current era and in all of Helmuth, no one 
else was able to master demonic power and learn black magic all on 
their own like Amelia Merwin did. In other words, Amelia Merwin and 
I are different in terms of our capabilities in black magic. That is why 
the Demon King of Incarceration gives Amelia Merwin special 
treatment and offers her a lot of freedom,” Balzac finally explained. 


Eugene had always thought of Amelia as someone very important, but 
this meant that she was an even bigger deal than he had first thought. 
Yet instead of panicking, hearing such news actually calmed Eugene’s 
racing heart. If Amelia Merwin was just that strong and special, then 
there was no need for him to rush. He just needed to kill her once he 
was confident that he had made all the necessary preparations. 


“T hope that you don’t think my room is too humble. It’s because I just 
don’t like things that are too messy and disorderly,” Balzac said as he 
casually changed the topic. 


Just like he had said, Balzac’s office was so humble that it was hard to 
believe that this was the office of a Tower Master. 


No, rather than humble, it would be better to describe it as empty. 
Other than a large desk and chair, as well as a couch to receive 
guests... there were no bookshelves or magic tools of unknown 
purposes that should have been common in a room like this. 


“T think it’s rather neat and tidy,” Eugene complimented. 


“Please don’t just stand there and take a seat. What would you like to 
drink?” Balzac offered. 


“Just tea is fine. It doesn’t matter what kind.” 


After hearing Eugene’s reply, Balzac flicked his finger. Then, 
something like a small puppet rose up from the shadow beneath the 
sofa. 


A few moments later, the shadow puppet climbed onto the table, took 
out a large teapot and cups from inside its body, and started setting 
them down on the table. 


“Tt’s just an ordinary familiar,” Balzac assured him. 


“Does it really make the tea in its own body?” Eugene asked in 
disbelief. 


Balzac laughed, “Of course not. The shadows in the Black Tower of 
Magic are all connected. Once I’ve sent an order to the kitchens 
downstairs, the food or drinks are sent back up through the shadows.” 


Although he listened to this explanation, Eugene still didn’t want to 
drink the tea that had emerged from the shadow puppet’s body. As 
such, Eugene just placed the teacup in front of him and stared silently 
at Balzac. 


Even with the blatant stare weighing down on him, Balzac leisurely 
asked with his teacup hanging off his finger, “How is the conception 
of your Signature going?” 


“The conception is done, and now I’m building up the formula,” 
Eugene reported. 


“Tt might not be easy to connect all the fundamental formulas of your 
Signature, but that step is actually the most enjoyable part of 
concocting your own Signature,” Balzac informed him. 


The creation of a spell was like solving a formula with a 
predetermined answer. One could either disassemble the formulas of 
other spells and insert them into one’s own as needed, or one could 
start by creating the formula from scratch all by themself. Whichever 
way they chose, it would be a success once the answer they eventually 
came to was able to trigger a phenomenon. 


If it was a spell deserving the title of a Signature, then the answer that 
one decided upon should be able to trigger an unbelievable and 
seemingly impossible fantasy. Though Eugene had already decided on 
how the phenomenon would manifest and what actually would 
happen... creating a formula that satisfied the ‘why’ and ‘how’ of how 
such a spell manifests was a task complicated enough to make his 
head explode. 


However, like Balzac had said, it was true that the stage Eugene was 
currently in was the most enjoyable for a wizard. Right now, he 
needed to accumulate all types of spell formulas and try to connect 
various different spells together. By doing so, the magic formula of the 
initial spell would inevitably be complex and lengthy, but once the 
form of the spell had been established to a certain extent, the work of 
shaving it down could begin. He would need to filter out the 
unnecessary formulas and smooth the whole thing out so that the 
desired phenomenon could still occur even without that part. 


“Asking about the form of your Signature and its formula would be 
going beyond my station, so I won’t do that,” Balzac assured him. “But 
could I at least ask what its name might be?” 


“Tts name...,” Eugene hesitated. 
“What’s the matter?” Balzac asked in concern. 
Eugene finally admitted, “I still haven’t decided yet.” 


This was a lie. It had already been decided, but Eugene felt 
embarrassed about revealing the name before it was completed. Also, 


as with most such creation processes, the result he was imagining 
would be forced to change little by little as he compromised with 
reality. 


In Eugene’s opinion, the name that he had decided on now was made 
with the assumption that it would resemble what he had imagined 
when he first conceived his Signature, but what if he was forced to 
compromise the looks midway? What if he had to change courses 
because something wasn’t working? Then the name he had decided on 
wouldn’t suit the inevitable outcome, so if Eugene told someone his 
Signature’s name in advance, wouldn’t it be very embarrassing later 
on? 


Such thoughts were why he had yet to tell the name to even Lovellian 
and Melkith. But he had unintentionally ended up revealing the name 
to Mer, and as soon as Mer had heard it, she had clapped her hands 
and said...... 


—It’s better than Dragon Burst. 


“.,.What is the name of your Signature, Black Tower Master?” Eugene 
asked eventually. 


“Tt’s Blind,” Balzac easily revealed. 
The name was simple and sounded nice. 
Eugene guessed, “Does it cover up people’s eyes?” 


“Tt’s similar, but I can’t really go into details. Though if you were 
willing to tell me about the Signature that you’re currently conceiving, 
Sir Eugene, I’d also be happy to tell you what kind of spell Blind is,” 
Balzac offered in exchange. 


“My Signature hasn’t been completed yet, but Black Tower Master, 
your Blind must already be completed, right? So wouldn’t you lose out 
if we were to exchange information with each other?” Eugene asked 
cautiously. 


Balzac dismissed his concerns, “That doesn’t matter. Even if you know 
what my Signature is, it’s still hard to deal with it. Although that’s 


pretty much the case with all the other Archwizards’ Signatures as 
well.” 


Balzac might be saying this in a casual tone as if he was only joking, 
but his words were full of the pride of an Archwizard. Eugene was 
curious to see just what could make Balzac show such confidence in 
his Signature, but he still didn’t want to reveal his own unfinished 
Signature to Balzac, who was contracted to the Demon King of 
Incarceration. 


“First, let’s start with this,” Balzac said as he raised his hand. 
At his gesture, the shadow cast on the floor wriggled and rose up. 


Eugene stared at the old notebooks and other books the shadow had 
strewn across Balzac’s desk. All of the books appeared to have been 
personally hand-written instead of printed. 


“What are all these?” Eugene asked. 


“They’re from before I became a black wizard,” Balzac revealed. “This 
is the research material that I used for the Signature that I came up 
with when I was selected as the next Tower Master for the Blue Tower 
of Magic.” 


Balzac said this casually as if it wasn’t significant, but if he was telling 
the truth, then those old notes held an astronomical value. 


Balzac may not have been an Archwizard of the Eighth Circle at that 
time, but those were still the research notes of a top-level wizard on 
the verge of becoming an Archwizard who had devoted his life to 
reaching his ideal magic. If this was placed in Aroth’s black market as 
an auction item, it was obvious that an absurd amount of money 
would start moving. 


“Are you really going to give this to me?” Eugene asked in shock. 


“Since it’s all research that I’ve since discarded, it doesn’t matter to 
me. Also, Sir Eugene, it’s not like you would have any intention of 
trying to imitate the Signature that I designed from this research 
material, right?” Balzac pushed the research notes over to Eugene 


with a smile. “I’m giving this research to you because I hope it will 
help you learn the tricks of building, refining, and finally honing your 
own spells.” 


Eugene confessed, “This is so generous it actually feels burdensome. 
Would you at least be willing to accept some money?” 


“Allow me to decline. In any case, I don’t have any disciples, and at 
my current level, it’s actually embarrassing to look at these research 
materials from my past. Ah, please don’t get the wrong idea. I’m not 
ashamed because they’re lacking in quality. It’s just...,” Balzac pushed 
up his glasses and stared at the research notes. Behind his glasses, 
Balzac’s dark blue eyes wrinkled in a frown as he continued, “It’s 
embarrassing to look back on those days when I was so innocent and 
overzealous. That’s why I can’t just leave these research notes in the 
library of the Black Tower of Magic. Since the black wizards in this 
tower truly respect me, I don’t want to show them my shameful past.” 


Eugene raised a brow, “Are you saying you’re alright with showing it 
to me?” 


“After all, you dislike me, don't you, Sir Eugene? So instead, I hope 
these research notes will make you reconsider your opinion of me, 
even if it’s just a little,” Balzac said hopefully. 


“T do currently suspect that you might be one of the few honest people 
among all the black wizards. Another thing that I’m sure of is that you 
are the one who’s been the friendliest to me among all the black 
wizards I’ve met, Black Tower Master,” Eugene stated confidently. 


This was the truth. The black wizards he had seen in his previous life 
had all either tried to kill Hamel or run away in fear, and the same 
went for those that Eugene had met in this life as well. 


However, Balzac hadn’t tried to kill Eugene, nor did he seem to want 
to. 


Balzac seemed to be showing the same sort of favor that the other 
Tower Masters, except for the Green Tower Master, had shown to a 
talented young junior. But it was difficult for Eugene to tell whether 
Balzac’s kindness was genuine or whether it was meant to lure him 


into becoming a black wizard. 
‘He did say that he wasn’t gay, but... ’ 


Was that really the truth or a lie? The moment Eugene started 
seriously considering that question, Balzac spoke up once more. 


Balzac confessed, “I asked for a meeting like this because there’s 
something else that I need to speak to you about, Sir Eugene.” 


“T knew that would be the case,” Eugene said with a nod. 
Balzac raised an eyebrow, “Hm?” 


“Hasn’t that always been the case up until now?” Eugene responded. 
“When I was about to leave Aroth, you warned me about Amelia 
Merwin being in Nahama, and you even handed me a personal letter 
to give to her in order to save my life. Also, when I last came to Aroth 
for the hearing, you warned me that the Rakshasa Princess would 
come looking for me.” 


After quietly listening to these words from Eugene, Balzac burst into 
laughter, “Now that you mention that, it really does seem that way. In 
fact, I would prefer if I could meet with you for a casual matter, but 
Sir Eugene, since it seems that you wouldn’t appreciate it... However, 
since I’ve forcefully insisted on meeting with you whenever I feel it's 
necessary, it seems that things have just turned out this way.” 


Eugene hesitated, “Um... Black Tower Master, youw’re not married, are 
you?” 


Balzac immediately straightened unnaturally and forcefully insisted, 
“Please don’t come to any strange misunderstandings.” 


As such, Eugene swallowed the words he was about to say and 
shrugged. “So, is there something you would like to warn me about 
this time as well, Black Tower Master? Does it seem like the Rakshasa 
Princess is planning a return?” 


“T don’t know what the Rakshasa Princess has been up to since she last 


turned her back on Helmuth,” Balzac admitted as he took a sip from 
the teacup that he hadn’t even touched so far and then set the cup 
down. “First of all, I would like to ask you a question. I heard there 
was an internal conflict at the Lionheart’s Black Lion Castle a while 
back. What exactly did Eward Lionheart try to do?” 


“Haven’t you already heard the rumors?” Eugene asked. 


Balzac answered, “I’ve heard that he instigated a rebellion and 
committed a serious crime. Something about performing a sinister 
ritual. I was quite amused to hear what people have guessed Eward 
Lionheart was getting up to. Rumor has it that Eward Lionheart was 
attempting to commit treason in order to become the Patriarch, but... 
haha! He surely must have had some other purpose, but I couldn’t 
figure out what that was.” 


Eugene scratched his head, “It’s a bit difficult for me to tell you that.” 


“The evil ritual that Eward Lionheart attempted to perform must have 
been black magic, correct? If that’s the case, I might be able to 
provide some more clues from a black wizard’s point of view,” Balzac 
offered. 


This was a pretty tempting proposition. They had already managed to 
figure out what Eward had been attempting to do back then. The diary 
he had written because he was full of the desire to show off his crimes 
was packed with details about what Eward had been going through 
and why he did what he did. 


It was all for the Remnants of the Demon Kings that resided within the 
Demonic Spear and the Annihilation Hammer. Those ominous 
existences had transformed into a Spirit of Darkness and had enticed 
Eward, who had the blood of the main family, into performing an evil 
ritual. If the ritual had been successful, those Remnants would have 
been reborn into a new body and become the Spirit King of Darkness, 
and if it wasn’t at that time, it could even have become a new Demon 
King. 


That was what they had managed to figure out from the perspective 
offered by the Red Tower Master and the White Tower Master. Eugene 
still had a perfect recollection of what the magic circle had looked like 
back then, so he was a little curious to see what the Black Tower 


Master could decipher from it. 


But Eugene was only a little curious. He had no intention of truly 
enlightening Balzac. If it was a black wizard like Balzac, he might be 
able to perfectly reproduce the spell once he was taught its complete 
formula. 


- 


Eugene recalled something, ‘...Apart from the formula... 
... There was also the matter of Hector Lionheart. 


While Hector wasn’t strong enough for Eugene to be unduly concerned 
about him, he was quite curious about how Hector had managed to 
escape from that spot without dying. 


“So you wanted to meet with me to ask about that?” Eugene 
confirmed. 


“There’s also another reason. And, of course, I’m not talking about the 
research materials,” Balzac said jokingly as he lowered his glasses and 
smiled. “Helmuth has begun to pay attention to you, Sir Eugene.” 


“ ..Huh?” Eugene belatedly responded. 


“To be more precise, apart from Duke Raizakia of the Dragon Demon 
Castle, it’s the other Dukes who are interested in you,” Balzac 
clarified. 


The Blade of Incarceration and the Queen of the Night Demons. 


Chapter 220 
A Signature (4) 


Along with regret, the mention of those two existences brought up 
many old emotions within Eugene. 


The regret, of course, stemmed from his guilt at not killing them three 
hundred years ago. 


Though, in fact, he had never had a good chance to do so. 


When they had first confronted the Blade of Incarceration, Gavid 
Lindman, Hamel and Sienna had been on their own. At that time, 
Sienna was already an amazing wizard, and Hamel’s skills could also 
be described as having been in his prime, but... 


They still almost died. 


Hamel had gone so far as to use Ignition to buy time for Sienna to 
escape. To be honest, Hamel had been prepared to die. According to 
Hamel at that time, if he considered the value of their respective lives 
now that they were challenging the castle of the Demon King of 
Incarceration, then, of course, Sienna was the one who needed to 
survive and return to their comrades. 


Fortunately, Gavid had been the one to retreat first, but if their battle 
had continued, Hamel would have lost his life without even reaching 
the castle of the Demon King of Incarceration. 


Then there was the Queen of the Night Demons, Noir Giabella. 
Likewise, he had never gotten a good chance to kill her. From the 
middle of their journey through Helmuth, whenever Noir spotted an 
opening, she would invade their dreams and use her Demon-Eye of 
Fantasy to turn their dreams into reality. Whenever this happened, it 
was only with the help of Anise and Sienna that they managed to 
escape from their dreams within a dream and their dreams in reality. 


Even three hundred years ago, these two demonfolk had been strong 
and difficult to deal with, but they had still managed to survive until 
now. As such, Eugene couldn’t help but feel regret. If the Hamel from 
three hundred years ago had just been stronger, he could have killed 
Noir Giabella and Gavid Lindman. 


“'..Youw’re saying I’ve drawn their attention,” Eugene murmured. 


Currently, Eugene wasn’t just feeling regret. He was also feeling some 
concern. And there was part of him that thought this was inevitable. 


Three hundred years ago, Hamel was weaker than Gavid Lindman. He 
had never been in a fight with Noir Giabella, but honestly speaking, it 
would have been impossible for the Hamel in his prime to fight with 
and defeat the Queen of the Night Demons all by himself. 


Even Iris had become stronger by training herself over these past three 
hundred years. In an empire of demonfolk ruled by the Demon Kings, 
Eugene was well aware of just how much the demonfolk valued rank. 
For more than three hundred years now, Gavid and Noir had been 
sitting in their positions as Dukes, reigning over the heads of countless 
demonfolk. 


Eugene recalled, ‘Iris did say that she left Helmuth after being defeated in 
a territory war with Noir, didn't she?’ 


But that didn’t mean Noir was just a few steps ahead of Iris. While it 
was obvious that Noir was stronger, it was even more apparent that 
the gap between Noir and Iris was far greater than just a few steps. 


This meant that the current Eugene wasn’t able to handle her strength. 


“Tt seems that the Dukes of Helmuth are extremely idle,” Eugene 
observed. “To think they’d have the time to pay attention to someone 
in a distant country from theirs.” 


“Youre far from ordinary, Sir Eugene,” Balzac pointed out. “As a 
descendant of the prestigious Lionheart clan... and especially since 
you have even been called the Second Coming of the Great Vermouth 
after all.” 


Eugene conceded, “Well, that might be true. Unfortunately, it’s not 
like we can do anything about those rumors.” 


“The problem is that the Dukes aren’t just paying attention to you 
because of the rumors alone, Sir Eugene,” Balzac warned as he stared 
at Eugene through narrowed eyes. “The Dukes are aware that you 
have been acknowledged by the Holy Sword.” 


Instead of replying immediately to these words, Eugene searched his 
memory. 


Had there been any occasions where he pulled out the Holy Sword in 
public? No, there weren’t any. He had never once pulled it out in the 
Rainforest of Samar. It was only when Eward had attempted that 
ritual at the Black Lion Castle that Eugene was forced to draw the 
Holy Sword. Afterward, he had to prove to the Inquisitors that he was 
the new master of the Holy Sword. 


Then came the Fount of Light. 


“The reason I’m saying this isn’t to confirm whether or not you really 
are the master of the Holy Sword. I don’t really have much interest in 
that. However, since I honestly do favor you, Sir Eugene, I felt that I 
just needed to give you a warning.” After silently exchanging looks 
with Eugene, Balzac continued speaking, “In fact, you can’t really call 
this a warning. If the two Dukes really were to make a move, how 
could we even stop them? Also, if they wished to meet with you, Sir 
Eugene, how would you be able to avoid them?” 


Eugene posed a question back, “Could they really be intending to kill 
me?” 


Balzac assured him, “As long as the Demon King of Incarceration 
hasn’t changed his mind about preserving the peace, the Dukes won’t 
be able to do anything to kill you, Sir Eugene. However, isn’t it a 
burden just to be noticed by existences such as theirs?” 


“That might be true, but it’s not like I can do anything to avoid it. If I 
really didn’t want to draw any attention, I would need to lie down and 
pretend to be dead, but I have no desire to do so,” Eugene declared 
firmly. 


In Eugene’s opinion, it was only a matter of time before this occurred. 
Although if they hadn’t found out that he was the master of the Holy 
Sword and thus the Hero, the Dukes who lived far away in Helmuth 
wouldn’t have been so quick to notice him. 


“By the way, just how did they find out?” Eugene asked. 


Although Eugene was confirming that he was the master of the Holy 
Sword by even asking this question, since he had already drawn their 
attention, what was the point of hiding now? So Eugene decided to 
just ask this question confidently. 


Balzac revealed, “I’m afraid that I don’t know how he did it either, but 
it seems that it was the Staff of Incarceration, Edmond Codreth, who 
informed the dukes about you, Sir Eugene.” 


“But I’ve never even met that person,” Eugene protested. 


“Of course, you wouldn’t have. After all, Edmond never leaves 
Helmuth. However, the facts are that Edmond truly is the one who 
informed the Dukes about you, Sir Eugene, and as a result, the 
attention of the Dukes has now been drawn to you,” Balzac said with a 
wry smile. 


As Balzac was one of Incarceration’s Three Mages, he was also a 
member of Loyalty, a secret group with ties to Helmuth’s Three Dukes. 
Having become the Black Tower Master of Aroth, he was unable to 
attend Loyalty’s regular gatherings, but he still occasionally exchanged 
letters with his fellow black wizard, Edmund Codreth. 


However, in Balzac’s opinion, such a relationship wasn’t close enough 
to be called a friendship. To put it bluntly, it was more of a business 
relationship than camaraderie between fellow partners. While their 
relationship was by no means casual, if you wanted something from 
the other party, you would need to pay for it. 


As such, Edmond didn’t ask Balzac for much information regarding 
Eugene. Even now, after having leaked the information that news 
about Eugene had been brought up during Loyalty’s regular meeting, 
Edmond hadn’t asked Balzac for anything in return. 


Balzac knew the reason for this. It was because he had no interest in 
what had been discussed at the meeting of the Loyalty. Nevertheless, 
Edmond had still bothered to inform him in advance about the 
contents of the meeting because he knew that Balzac had already 
established a relationship with Eugene during his earlier stay in Aroth, 
and Edmond wished to intentionally spill this information. 


“Have you sold them any information about me?” Eugene asked 
bluntly. 


Balzac pointed out, “It’s not like I really have any information to sell, 
no?” 


“And if you did?” Eugene countered. 


Balzac paused, “Hm, I’d have to consider the question at that time, but 
from my point of view, I don’t really have any desires or expectations 
for the price Edmond would be willing to pay for such information. 
Moreover, my interests and expectations are actually greater of you, 
Sir Eugene.” 


“You really are quite a strange person,” Eugene rudely commented. 


“Although I have quite the fondness and curiosity regarding your 
exploits, Sir Eugene, it isn’t purely out of such fondness and curiosity 
that I would be willing to reject such a deal should Edmond offer 
one,” Balzac admitted. “To a certain extent, my greed would factor 
into such a decision.” 


Eugene repeated, “Your greed?” 


“Tm afraid I’m not quite willing to reveal the desires I harbor deep 
within my heart. What I can say for certain is that I have often warned 
you, Sir Eugene, and shown you such favor is not just because I 
approve of you,” Balzac said with a smile as he took another sip of his 
tea. 


Eugene couldn’t read the emotions hidden behind those calm eyes, but 
he could sense that Balzac was only hovering on the edges of 
Helmuth’s true power center. 


‘Well, if that wasn’t the case, then he wouldn’t have had any reason to 
return to Aroth and become the Black Tower Master.’ 


Eugene was lost in thought for a few moments. Balzac seemed to have 
his own goals, and because of that, he had chosen to warn Eugene 
about the danger approaching him several times now. At least for 
now, the current Balzac was not Eugene’s enemy. 


Eugene changed the subject, “Earlier, you asked about the internal 
conflict that took place at the Black Lion Castle, didn’t you?” 


Eugene didn’t go so far as to show Balzac the spell formula. Instead, 
he told Balzac what Eward had been hoping to do and what he had 
done. He abbreviated anything that didn’t need to be said, so the 
whole story didn’t take very long. 


“Hah,” Balzac, who had been silent throughout Eugene’s story, 
suddenly gasped. “To think that they attempted to reconstruct the soul 
and create a new body... Although it’s regarded as a taboo in the 
world of magic, many black wizards have pursued those goals as the 
direction of their research.” 


Eugene asked, “Does that also go for you, Sir Balzac?” 


Balzac shook his head, “It’s not a topic that interests me all that much. 
In the end, reconstruction of the soul is transforming your soul into 
something else, and creating a new body requires replacing the vessel 
you have lived in ever since you were born. In other words, it changes 
the very essence of who you are, doesn't it? I have no desire for such 
magic.” 


After answering the question, Balzac was silent for a few moments. 
The more he focussed, the more furrowed Balzac’s eyebrows grew. 


Eventually, Balzac resumed speaking, “So the Remnants of the Demon 
Kings were the ones who motivated and manipulated Eward 
Lionheart. That certainly seems reasonable. After all, the Demonic 
Spear and the Annihilation Hammer that the Lionhearts have 
inherited were once the favored weapons of their respective Demon 
Kings. I also think that it is possible that those Remnants naturally 
transformed into a Spirit of Darkness. After all, Primal Spirits aren’t 


that much different from mana, and they can transform depending on 
their environments.” 


Balzac’s opinion was the same as Lovellian and Melkith. Without 
personally seeing the spell circle that Eward had drawn and inferring 
from what Eugene had managed to piece together, it was obvious that 
Balzac couldn't help but come up with such a response. 


“Tt’s surprising that Hector Lionheart managed to escape,” Balzac 
muttered. 


It might have been because of Eugene’s subconscious emphasis, but 
Balzac was also interested in Hector’s escape. 


Though, in fact, it couldn’t be helped. After carefully examining the 
forest, Lovellian and Melkith hadn’t been able to come up with any 
guesses as to how Hector had managed to escape. The same was true 
for Inquisitor Atarax, who was the one who had figured out that 
Hector had managed to escape in the first place. He had been able to 
see through Hector’s escape, but he hadn’t figured out the method. 


“You said he had a rare artifact on him, but do you remember what 
kind of artifact it was?” Balzac asked. 


“Yep,” Eugene nodded. 


It was a necklace enchanted with seventeen different spells. Eugene’s 
memory didn’t go so far as to recall the necklace’s appearance, but he 
definitely remembered how the enchantments had been arranged. He 
had already reproduced the array of spell formulas that had been built 
into the artifact once previously for Lovellian and Melkith. 


It was virtually impossible to engrave that many spells into a single 
artifact, especially onto a necklace that wasn’t all that large. However, 
since the capacity of engraved spells varied depending on how such 
artifacts were crafted, there was no way to say that it was absolutely 
impossible. 


There were many excellent alchemists in Melkith El-Hayah’s White 
Tower of Magic. So Melkith had shown the alchemists the diagram of 
the artifact’s spell formulas that Eugene had given her, but the only 


response that came back was that those alchemists couldn’t reproduce 
it. 


“...Hm...,” Balzac rubbed his chin as he gazed to the side. 


One wall of this spacious room was covered by the spell formulas that 
Eugene had drawn in the air. 


“Are you saying that these complex, convoluted, and lengthy spell 
formulas were all contained within a single necklace?” Balzac asked in 
disbelief. 


“That’s right,” Eugene confirmed. “Since I used Akasha to examine it, 
I’m sure of it.” 


“However, there are no spells related to spatial movement within 
these formulas,” Balzac stated. 


“That’s why it’s so curious. In the first place, setting aside Blink, is it 
even possible for humans to use ultra-long-distance teleportation 
magic? Even if that is possible, just how could they have embedded 
such a spell into the artifact?” asked Eugene, revealing the source of 
his confusion. 


Lovellian and Melkith shared a similar opinion to him. Even an 
Archwizard would need to use a warp gate to travel long distances, as 
it was impossible to warp one’s body when casting the spell yourself. 
However, in a forest shaking from the conflict between the Moonlight 
Sword and Dark Power, Hector evaded all their eyes and successfully 
escaped. If Hector had been an amazing wizard, this might have been 
possible on his own, but from what Eugene had sensed when he 
fought Hector, Hector wasn’t a wizard. 


“How interesting,” Balzac, who had been examining the formulas for 
quite some time, suddenly burst into laughter. “Well now, Sir Eugene, 
I’m just speaking from an Archwizard’s point of view, but no matter 
how amazing of a wizard you are, it’s impossible to achieve such long- 
range teleportation. The warp gates can manage such long-range 
teleportation because the connection between the two gates fixes the 
coordinates. However, it’s impossible to do that when personally 
casting Warp. The only thing in this world that could allow such a 


teleportation is a dragon’s Teleport.” 
“T already know that,” Eugene said. 


“Of course you do. But that means Hector didn’t escape through 
teleportation,” Balzac concluded. 


Eugene frowned, “What does that mean?” 


Balzac teased, “Didn’t the Inquisitor who was there already tell you 
the answer? There was indeed a long-distance teleport without going 
through a gate. But the Inquisitor wouldn’t have been able to explain 
the precise spell Hector used to escape, and that’s only natural. So 
while it's true that Hector may have attempted to escape by using a 
spatial movement spell, that wasn't really a teleportation.” 


As he said all this, Balzac blatantly stared at Eugene’s frustrated 
expression as if he had found it interesting. When Eugene couldn’t 
stand it any longer and was about to say something, Balzac suddenly 
struck. 


“Hector is dead,” he declared. 
Eugene gaped, “Huh?” 


“Although I’m not sure what kind of fight was taking place there, 
Hector didn’t actually manage to escape. Even the artifact he 
possessed wasn’t able to protect Hector,” explained Balzac. 


By this point, even Eugene could guess what Balzac was trying to say. 
Eugene’s expression grew cold as he considered the implications. 


Balzac finally clarified, “Hector’s body died, but his soul remained 
intact. Normally, his soul would have left this plane, but if he 
happened to be bound by contract, then the ownership of his soul 
would fall to the master who created the contract, not himself.” 


“’..A demonfolk?” Eugene guessed. 


“Tt could also be a black wizard,” Balzac corrected with a laugh. 


“Either way, it seems that someone from Helmuth instigated Hector. 
Such teleportation is possible if the target is only a soul instead of a 
body. And if that soul was subject to a contract, the master of the 
contract could summon it from anywhere in the world. Though I can’t 
actually say for certain without having seen the scene myself, but after 
looking at the diagram of this artifact, I am sure of it.” 


“What do you mean by that?” Eugene demanded. 


“Sir Eugene, Helmuth’s skill in magical artifice is beyond your 
imagination. I admit that the alchemists of the White Tower of Magic 
are excellent craftsmen, but in terms of technique rather than alchemy, 
they fall short compared to Helmuth,” Balzac stated confidently. 


Eugene listened silently. 


“Tt’s a pity for the dwarves who are forced to labor in the mining 
district of the Dragon Demon Castle, but as they are the property of 
Duke Raizakia, it can’t be helped. Yet even setting them aside, 
Helmuth is the country with the largest numbers of dwarves on the 
continent,” Balzac reminded Eugene. 


If the handicraft skill of the dextrous dwarven artisans were combined 
with Helmuth’s techniques, it would indeed be possible to create an 
artifact with such a compact design. 


Eugene asked, “Do you have any guesses about who might be 
involved?” 


Balzac shrugged, “Helmuth has many demonfolk, as well as black 
wizards. It’s hard to point out who exactly it could have been. Also... 
wasn’t Hector Lionheart previously an honorary knight of the Royal 
Knights of Ruhr, the White Fangs?” 


Originally, Ruhr strictly prohibited all demonfolk and inhabitants of 
Helmuth from entering their country, but ever since five years ago, 
they had opened their gates, and numerous demonfolk had entered 
Ruhr. Therefore, it was a high possibility that one of those demonfolk 
had contacted Hector and signed a contract with him. 


“T can’t be certain of this, but if Hector saw the spell formula drawn 


by Eward Lionheart, he may have informed his owner about the ritual 
once his soul was harvested,” Balzac warned Eugene. 


Eugene silently absorbed this information. 


“Of course, those spell formulas use the characteristics of the 
Remnants of the Demon Kings, as well as their new form of a Spirit of 
Darkness, so it shouldn’t be possible to reproduce it exactly; but it 
might still be possible to imitate the ritual if they follow the basic 
foundation of the spell circle,” Balzac hypothesized. 


“T don’t really care about that,” Eugene said, as a corner of his mouth 
twisted in a smirk before folding his arms together. “As you just said, 
without the Remnants of the Demon Kings or a Spirit of Darkness, the 
spell formulas won’t function properly. Even if they do take the basic 
outline and imitate it, it can’t be any more dangerous than reviving 
the Remnants of the Demon Kings.” 


“That’s true,” Balzac agreed. 


“Since we don’t know who Hector’s master is and we don’t have any 
guesses, him getting his hands on the spell formula and what he 
intends to do with it isn’t any of my business. If he ends up blocking 
my way or pissing me off, I can just slice his throat open then,” 
Eugene said menacingly. 


“Don’t you need any more help from me?” Balzac asked as he tilted 
his head to the side with a faint smile. “Sir Eugene, if you would be 
willing to share with me the spell formulas you saw, I might be able to 
guess how those spells might be imitated with black magic. Also, since 
I have an established status in Helmuth, I may also be able to help you 
search for Hector’s master.” 


“That sounds like quite the generous offer, Black Tower Master, but as 
it happens, the ones who I most suspect of being Hector’s master are 
the Three Mages of Incarceration. Of course, you’re also included in 
these suspicions, Black Tower Master. You might be telling me all 
these things now, but all of this could actually be a tactic you have 
devised to avoid suspicion, right?” Eugene accused suspiciously. 


Balzac was taken aback, “Are you really accusing me?” 


“T might just be overthinking it, but in any case, I still need to be 
careful. I can’t really call you a good black wizard, Black Tower 
Master, but I still think of you as a decent black wizard. However, 
even so, I have no intention of completely trusting you and 
cooperating together with you,” Eugene said as he stood up from the 
sofa. “By the way, Black Tower Master, just because I rejected your 
offer, you wouldn’t say something like I’m no longer allowed to take 
these research notes, would you?” 


“Please, take them,” Balzac insisted. 


“As expected, you truly are the most decent person I have seen among 
all black wizards,” Eugene complimented with a smile as he opened 
his cloak. After he had finished storing the research books within, he 
bowed his head to Balzac and continued speaking, “Thank you again 
for the warning. In fact, even after receiving this warning, I might not 
be able to do anything to prepare for it, but I’ll still try to be 
cautious.” 


“Can I ask you one more question?” Balzac asked with a curious tilt of 
his head as he got up to see Eugene off. “What’s the difference 
between the most decent black wizard and a good black wizard?” 


“Tt’s the difference between a human and a corpse.” 
“Huh?” 


“According to my standards, the only good back wizards are dead 
back wizards,” Eugene stated seriously. “Ah, and liches aren’t included 
in the category of dead black wizards. Liches are fucking bastards who 
need to be torn limb from limb.” 


In his previous life, Hamel was killed by a lich. That was why Eugene 
hated liches. No, he hated all undead. While being killed by a lich had 
already pissed him off, this hatred was also because Hamel’s corpse 
had been turned into a Death Knight. 


“There’s no need to see me off,” Eugene said as he strode towards the 
window. 


By the time Balzac, who had been momentarily lost in thought due to 


Eugene’s words, belatedly came to his senses and turned to look at the 
window, Eugene had already thrown the window wide open and 
climbed onto the windowsill. 


“Tll see you again sometime in the future, but hopefully not too soon. 
And if we don’t end up meeting again, that’s fine with me as well,” 
Eugene still spat out such a rejoinder, even after accepting Balzac’s 
gift, listening to his warning, and hearing his expert opinion of 
Hector’s fate. 


Then, without even waiting for Balzac’s goodbye, Eugene leaped out 
of the window. 


“ ,.Hah,” Balzac huffed in exasperation. 


He could hear screams coming from the lovers who had been touring 
the rose garden outside the tower. When Balzac poked his head out 
the window, he saw Eugene silently landing on the ground below and 
striding calmly out of the garden. While staring at Eugene’s back, 
Balzac let out a snort of amusement. 


“Like I thought, he’s quite the interesting individual,” Balzac muttered 
as he returned to his chair. 


Then, for a few moments, Balzac was lost in thought. 


During this conversation with Eugene, Balzac had mostly spoken the 
truth, but he had told one lie. 


Balzac had already guessed who Hector’s master was. 
‘So that’s how it is,’ Balzac mused as he soon drew a conclusion. 


While sorting out the thoughts that had popped into his head, Balzac 
grinned. 


Chapter 221 
Ruhr (1) 


Although he had expected this to be the case, the creation of Eugene’s 
Signature took quite a long time. 


Eugene turned twenty-one while living in Aroth. He spent his days in 
a familiar, monotonous pattern. He practically lived in the research 
laboratories within the Red Tower of Magic, with occasional visits to 
Akron. 


He received a lot of help with his Signature. 


His master, Lovellian, had put aside all personal matters to stick close 
to Eugene, and Melkith, who came to visit occasionally — no — very 
often would actively examine Eugene’s Signature and advise on the 
spell’s composition. 


Eugene still couldn’t go so far as to ask for advice on the structure of 
his spell formula from Hiridus and Trempel. No matter how friendly 
the two were, the spell formulas that made up his Signature still had 
to be kept a secret. 


Balzac’s research notes were also very helpful. But before he even dug 
into the research, Eugene first showed it to his master, Lovellian, to 
verify its safety. The notes were probably from Balzac’s own research 
before he became an Archwizard, and since Balzac’s personality was 
frighteningly meticulous when it came to magic, Eugene was able to 
draw many inspirations from reading it. 


As for Mer Merdein, she had yet to have many opportunities to 
actively contribute, but Mer was originally the one in charge of 
Sienna’s Hall within Akron. She could use various spells, but her most 
useful help, in this case, was her assistance in interpreting and 
analyzing multiple formulas. 


Without even needing to cast the different spells, Mer was able to 
calculate what kind of combined magic would result from linking 
different spells together and how the different variables introduced 
into the spell formula as a result of combining the different spells 
would affect the main spell. 


“Did you think that I was created to be an administrator of Akron 
from the very beginning? As a familiar, I was created to assist Lady 
Sienna in her magic calculations,” Mer declared proudly, both 
delighted and flattered that she could perform her designated duties 
for the first time in a long time. 


Eugene even had Akasha in his possession. This staff was able to assist 
in comprehending magic. When he first held Akasha, all of the various 
skills that Eugene had already learned and knew were naturally 
reconstructed into their most optimal form through Akasha. 


Akasha’s power was also useful when it came to creating his own 
Signature. Even spells that refused to be linked at first could be linked 
after modifying them this way or that way a few times with Akasha. 
Since even magic that didn’t mesh very well could be smoothly 
connected by using Akasha, the range of choices for Eugene was 
greatly expanded. The formula that was put together in this way 
would then be reviewed by Mer. 


In the summer of Eugene’s twenty-first year, it might still be 
imperfect, but he successfully created his own Signature. 


There were problems when it came to drawing out the spell formula 
and casting the intended phenomenon. This meant there wasn’t any 
possibility of failure due to leftover variables. However, the Signature 
still wasn’t complete, so the scope of the spell was much smaller than 
Eugene’s initial idea for it. 


Even so, there weren’t any problems with using it. Eugene closed his 
eyes as he gleefully felt pride surge within him. 


“Whoa...,” came a quiet gasp. 


Mer, who was watching from a distance, had a dissatisfied expression. 
But the expression of Kristina, who was standing beside Mer, was the 


complete opposite. 


Deeply moved by the sight, Kristina clasped her hands in front of her 
chest and sighed, “What a beautiful and noble appearance...!” 


[Kristina, I can’t help but have these thoughts sometimes. You weren’t 
able to receive much love during your childhood. So your unfortunate 
childhood and repressed innocence seemed to have left you with some 
flawed preconceptions,] Anise said while clicking her tongue. 


Kristina didn’t say anything in response. In her eyes, the current 
Eugene truly looked beautiful and noble. 


Lovellian, who was watching from another side, also had a happy 
expression. 


When he had first heard Eugene’s concept for his Signature, Lovellian 
honestly didn’t think it would work. Eugene’s Signature was different 
from the Signatures of the other Archwizards. Although it was still a 
type of magic, it wasn’t magic for magic’s sake. Instead, the spell was 
only meant to focus on assisting Eugene’s innate abilities. 


That being said, Eugene’s Signature wasn’t a low-level sort of spell. By 
creating layers upon layers of magic, Eugene was able to create a 
completely different type of phenomenon. Even for Lovellian, it was 
impossible to imitate such an intricate technique. 


“But this feels different from magic, doesn’t it?” Melkith murmured as 
she looked at Eugene with her brows furrowed. 


“You’re the one who taught him that magic is meant to make you be 
able to do what you couldn’t before,” Lovellian reminded her with a 
smirk as he turned to look at Melkith. 


Melkith was also aware of the spell formula for Eugene’s Signature. 
However, she hadn’t been told of the original concept that lay at the 
core of the idea. No, even if she knew it, Melkith still wouldn’t be able 
to come up with an answer as to how the spell formula she had seen 
could create such a phenomenon. 


“Also, a Signature is meant to be mixed in with an Archwizard’s 


unique abilities,” Lovellian continued. “Pantheon is able to serve as by 
Signature because of all of my Summons that I have created or 
collected, and your Trinity Force requires contracts with the Earth 
Spirit King and the Lightning Spirit King. They have set a precedent 
for being impossible to imitate and for requiring our own unique 
abilities.” 


“Well, that’s true,” Melkith reluctantly conceded. 


“The same goes for his Signature. That is what makes it so difficult to 
deal with,” Lovellian assessed. 


The particularly troublesome thing about Eugene’s Signature was that 
it couldn’t fully be treated as a magic spell. Since it was meant to 
assist Eugene, its power would continue to grow according to Eugene’s 
own limits. This meant there was no guarantee that what you 
managed to figure out about the spell now would be the same when 
you next saw it. 


“T feel like Lady Carmen will find it even more interesting than I 
expected,” Mer commented to Eugene with a complicated look. 


Purple sparks scattered, then, as if they were really made of flames, 
they died down and disappeared. 


“Be quiet,” Eugene ordered. “Do you really think I made it this way 
because I wanted to? This is the optimal form for the spell, so what 
am I supposed to do about it?” 


“Ts it really the most optimal form?” Mer asked skeptically. “If you 
really wanted to do it, I feel like it would be possible to find other 
forms for it...” 


“You... you’re trying to accuse me of something strange, aren’t you? 
It’s not like this form is really anything special, no? When you 
consider it in terms of magic, just how many spells are there that have 
a similar form to this?” Eugene stubbornly insisted. 


Mer shrugged, “That might be the case, but you have already set a 
precedent in the past.” 


Eugene snapped, “Be quiet, Mer-Mer.” 


“My name is not Mer-Mer,” Mer huffed. “It’s Mer Merdein. By making 
fun of my name like that, Sir Eugene, you just want to draw attention 
to your bizarre naming sense, right?” 


“If you keep that up, I really will kill you, Mer-Mer-Mer-Merdein.” 
“Really, how childish.” 


Clicking her tongue, Mer threw herself into Eugene’s arms as if they 
hadn’t just been arguing. After lightly squeezing Mer’s head as 
punishment, Eugene opened his cloak so that she could go inside. 


The final checks were over. Even if Eugene’s Signature was still 
incomplete, it wasn’t to the point where anything was left undone, 
and the lacking parts could still be supplemented even after he left 
Aroth. 


Honestly speaking, Eugene didn’t have any more time to waste. 


The Knight March would be opening in the territory of the Ruhr 
Kingdom this very next month. The site of the Knight March was on 
the very outskirts of the Ruhr frontier, where there weren’t any warp 
gates, so factoring in the travel time, Eugene would need to leave 
Aroth right away if he wanted to make it in time; right now, in fact. 


As such, Eugene had decided to leave today. 


“Although there shouldn’t be any problems, you should still be 
careful,” Lovellian warned him. 


The rest of the people who had helped Eugene create his Signature 
had already sent their greetings the previous day, so only Lovellian 
and Melkith had ventured out to see them off at the warp gate. 


The Head of Aroth’s Court Wizard Division, Trempel Vizardo, would 
be participating in the Knight March along with Crown Prince Honein, 
but the Tower Masters weren’t members of Aroth’s Wizard Army, so 
they had no reason to participate in the Knight March. 


“Ts there really anything that he needs to be careful of?” Melkith 
scoffed. “I’ve heard that the place where the Knight March is taking 
place is in Lehain. Even for Ruhr, that place is famous for its hot 
springs. No matter what price you offer, it’s difficult to book a 
reservation there.” 


“Of course, it would be difficult to purchase a trip there. Its reputation 
might be famous, but that place is located right beneath the monster- 
infested Leheinjar Snowy Mountains,” Lovellian reminded them. 


Melkith still argued, “But it’s true that the hot spring facilities there 
are top-notch!” 


“Well, that’s... the facilities there are meant for the Snowy Mountain 
Rangers who keep watch over the Leheinjar, as well as the knights 
who regularly go there to train. If you truly want to have fun in 
Lehain, you should also apply to join Ruhr’s White Fangs, White 
Tower Master. They’ll probably welcome you with open arms,” 
Lovellian teased. 


Melkith huffed, “Do you think I’m crazy? As if I’d join the White 
Fangs... Hmmm, if I ask that old guy, Trempel, maybe he’ll take me 
with him...” 


Lovellian snorted, “If you agree to transfer to the Wizard Army, he’ll 
gladly take you along.” 


“Fine then, I won’t go. If it’s a hot spring, I can just make one myself 
to have fun in. As long as you heat up the groundwater, then it’s a hot 
spring, right?” Melkith asked jokingly as she approached Eugene with 
her arms held wide. “In any case, congratulations, kid. Don’t forget 
that the help of Melkith El-Hayah went into your Signature. Later, 
when you write your autobiography, be sure to jot down what a good 
and kind person I am.” 


“T probably won’t write an autobiography, but sure,” Eugene easily 
agreed. 


Melkith added another request, “Also, bring me back some souvenirs 
from Lehain. I don’t know if they actually sell souvenirs there, but I’ve 
heard that you might be able to mine a stone called a fire crystal from 


around the hot springs? Since they’re also sometimes found at the 
bottom of hot springs, just bring one of those with you when you 
come back.” 


“Those are just stones that can give off sparks, aren’t they? Where are 
you going to use them, Lady Melkith?” Eugene asked curiously. 


“Where else would I use them? Of course, I will use them as a bribe to 
seduce the Spirit King of Fire,” Melkith revealed proudly. 


Even though she had already signed a contract with two Spirit Kings, 
it seemed that Melkith still wasn’t satisfied. Turning his back on 
Melkith, who was cackling wickedly, Eugene exchanged goodbyes 
with Lovellian. 


“But we don’t all really need to go there together, do we?” Kristina 
stealthily snuck in an attempt to sabotage a certain reunion. 


Eugene, of course, didn’t manage to recognize the sabotage attempt 
for what it was and instead calmly replied, “They told me that 
everyone else has already left, and they’re already waiting for us 
there.” 


“T can understand if it’s Sir Cyan, but isn’t Lady Ciel a member of the 
Black Lion Knights’ Third Division? Why didn’t she go with Lady 
Carmen and her fellow knights instead of waiting to go with you, Sir 
Eugene?” Kristina complained. 


“Because we’re siblings.” 
“Siblings—! Why should that matter?” 


“Tt can’t be helped that the Lionheart clan will be drawing a lot of 
attention during this Knight March. After all, we’ve been through so 
many things lately. And all that attention will be focused on the 
successors of the Lionheart clan, Cyan, Ciel, and myself,” Eugene 
explained with an emotionless expression as he paid the fee for the 
warp gate. 


“Our journey from the capital of Ruhr to Lehain won’t be easy. At 
best, it will take a month, and the snowfields on the Ruhr frontier are 


infested with monsters. They may have received constant training to 
be knights, but isn’t it a rare opportunity to build up the bond 
between siblings by overcoming such rough terrain together? 
Especially since, as well as being their brother, I’ve also reached a 
high level in the White Flame Formula, so by asking me to accompany 
them across the snowfields together, they must be hoping to be 
positively stimulated and influenced by me.” 


Now that Eugene had said all this, Kristina couldn’t say anything back 
to him. Instead, she felt like what Eugene said was correct, and she 
felt ashamed of herself for having such pointless thoughts. 


As such, while feeling a need for self-reflection, she took a moment to 
recite a prayer for repentance. 


Only for Anise to snort, [What positive stimulation? I don’t know 
about that young master Cyan, but that cunning bitch, Ciel’s insistence 
on traveling together with Hamel, must definitely be full of her own 
greedy desires. ] 


Kristina was too stunned to respond. 


[Kristina, if you're having trouble dealing with that chick, then just 
leave it to me, your Sister,] Anise offered. [I’ll fix those bad habits of 
hers so that she won’t think to do anything so cunning again. ] 


‘,..It’s alright, you don’t need to do that...,’ Kristina hesitantly declined. 


Although Kristina couldn’t help but feel tempted, she still didn’t want 
to make such a request of Anise. 


“Don’t we need to change clothes before we go?” Mer stuck her head 
out from under Eugene’s cloak and asked. “The Kingdom of Ruhr is a 
place where it’s winter all year round. I didn’t ask, but Lady Ancilla 
sent me some new winter clothes. Do you want to see them, Sir 
Eugene? I’ve already changed into them.” 


“What’s there to even look at that?” Eugene scoffed. “You showed 
them to me as soon as you received them and also once yesterday.” 


“Truthfully speaking, even I have to admit that I look cute in my fur- 


lined coat. Don’t you think it’s cute no matter how often you’ve seen 
it?” Mer argued. 


Kristina couldn’t deny those words, but the way Mer’s face looked 
back up at her with a smug and challenging smile was really 
annoying. Eugene shook his head as he pulled on Mer’s cheeks. 


“Don’t pinch my cheeks,” Mer complained. “So, Sir Eugene, are you 
going to change clothes?” 


Eugene rejected her persuasion, “I’m fine. After all, this cloak is meant 
to be worn in winter.” 


Mer turned to Kristina, “How about you, Lady Kristina?” 


Kristina also waved her off, “My robes also have a function to protect 
from the cold.” 


“Really now!” Mer huffed. “How can you all be like this? Do you 
really only wear clothes to keep yourself from getting cold? It’s also a 
lot of fun to wear new clothes you’ve never worn before!” 


“As long as they’re warm when it's cold and cool and easy to move 
around in when it's hot, any clothes are fine,” Eugene grumbled. 


Anise also agreed, [This little familiar is so spoiled because she’s never 
had to wander around Helmuth. ] 


However, Kristina could somewhat agree with Mer, and she felt a 
slight impulse to try Mer’s idea. Come to think of it, until now, she 
had yet to wear anything other than a nun’s habit or a priest’s robes. 


“ ,.Ahem... this robe will keep out the cold, but it won’t be able to 
protect me from the flying snow. So I think it should be alright for me 
to buy at least one set of coats,” as Kristina finished convincing herself 
like this, she walked through the warp gate. 


While following behind Krisitna, Eugene recalled his memories of 
Molon. 


This wasn’t Eugene’s first time in the northern snowfields. To enter 
Helmuth, one needed to cross these snowfields. At that time, because 
most of the northern land had been occupied by demonfolk and 
demonic beasts, while not as much as Helmuth, these frozen lands had 
been filled with a hellish amount of demonic beasts and demonfolk. 


Molon had been enraged by the state of these snowfields. Although he 
and the Bayar tribe that he had been born and raised in had never 
once been to these northernmost snowfields where the ancestors of 
their tribe were once based, the Bayar tribe had always called 
themselves the Children of the North, Children of the Snowfields. 
Even if the snowfields that Hamel and the others had walked across 
three hundred years ago weren’t the territory of the Bayar Tribe, that 
land was still the snowfields of the constant blizzards. 


Molon used a great hammer and an ax as his weapons. 


Whenever Molon struck with his hammer, an avalanche was raised, 
and when he swung his ax, even a blizzard could be split in two. 


Whenever such ferociously barbaric attacks were directed at the 
demonfolk and demonic beasts, none of Molon’s enemies were left 
with intact corpses, either being crushed or exploded, staining the 
snowfields with their various colors of blood. 


The blizzards never stopped. The snow poured down in a perpetual 
shower. So even if these mangled corpses were strewn about and the 
entire snowfield was stained in blood, after a while, all the corpses 
and the blood-stained land would return to a pure-white state once 
more. 


Molon had loved these snowfields. 
‘There’s also the heated river,’ Eugene recalled. 


A heated river flowed near the territory of the Bayar tribe. When 
Anise had first told them about the Fount of Light three hundred years 
ago, Molon had also spoken about that heated river. 


At that, Hamel and Sienna hadn’t believed Molon’s claims and had 
just laughed at them. How could there be an entire river that was 


steaming hot? Especially since the Bayar tribe lived in the 
northernmost part of the continent, where it snowed heavily. They 
had thought that it was ridiculous for there to be a heated river in a 
land where it was so cold that even a normal river would have frozen 
over and stopped flowing. 


But Eugene now knew, ‘It was actually a hot spring.’ 


Molon hadn’t been lying. For a kingdom founded in the middle of 
these snowfields, the hot springs had become a famous tourist 
attraction for the Kingdom of Ruhr. 


—Once this war is over, we can all go there together. At that time, I will be 
the Chieftain of the Bayar Tribe. If I ask them to keep the river empty for 
my friends, our tribe members will gladly give up the opportunity for us. 


Back then, Molon had said this with a broad smile. 


However, that promise hadn’t come true. The war came to an 
unsatisfactory conclusion, and Hamel had died. So it was impossible 
for everyone to go to the heated river together. 


But Molon had still become the Chieftain of the Bayar Tribe, and he 
had founded a kingdom that now bore his name. 


“So Molon ended up being the most successful of all of us,” Eugene 
marveled with a wry smile as he passed through the warp gate. 


Sienna may have received a lot of acclaim while serving as a Tower 
Master in Aroth, but she was still fatally wounded when Vermouth 
had attacked her for unknown reasons. After that, she was crushed by 
Raizakia’s attack and had to be sealed within the World Tree. 


Anise had tried to retire by going on a pilgrimage, but in her very 
final moments, she was overtaken by a whim and took her own life. 
Her body was unable to receive its eternal rest and was instead used 
as a sacrifice so that Yuras could raise the next candidate for 
Sainthood. 


Vermouth had served as an Archduke of Kiehl and founded the 
Lionheart clan, one of the most prestigious lineages on the continent. 


However, Vermouth also couldn’t find a place to rest in his later years 
and instead disappeared after faking his death. 


However, Molon had lived happily for a very, very long time. This was 
a widely known fact. 


He had founded the Kingdom of Ruhr in the snow fields that had once 
been stomped on by Helmuth. He rallied the countess refugees who 
had lost their own countries and took them in as subjects of his 
kingdom. In the three hundred years since its founding, the Kingdom 
of Ruhr had become the most powerful country in the north. It alone 
exerted more influence than the entire Anti-Demon Alliance, a 
coalition of the small and medium-sized countries near Helmuth. 


The Kingdom of Ruhr had been able to show such drastic growth 
because the Brave Molon that stood behind Ruhr had last been seen 
one hundred years ago. After founding the kingdom and serving as its 
king for the next fifty years, he had passed the throne to his son, but 
Molon hadn’t chosen to live in seclusion and had kept a watch over 
the Kingdom of Ruhr as its former king. 


However, even Molon had suddenly disappeared about a hundred 
years ago. 


Eugene cursed, ‘These bastards are really all the same. Molon went into 
seclusion, Sienna also went into seclusion, and Anise went on a pilgrimage. 
Everyone just disappeared suddenly without properly revealing where they 
were going. Then there’s that bastard Vermouth, who’s pretending to be 
dead.’ 


Eugene raised his hand to look at the scene in front of him. He had 
already passed through the warp gate, but the temperature hadn’t 
changed drastically. Instead, the air actually felt quite warm. 


The capital of the Kingdom of Ruhr was called... 


“Hamelon!” Mer cried out cheerfully as she looked up at Eugene from 
inside his cloak. “You knew that as well, right, Sir Eugene? That the 
reason why this city is called Hamelon is that it was meant to 
commemorate the deceased comrade of Molon Ruhr, the first king of 
Ruhr.” 


“T knew that,” Eugene reluctantly acknowledged. 


“In the square in front of the palace are statues depicting Sir Molon 
and Sir Hamel together. We’re definitely going to see them, right?” 
Mer chirped excitedly. 


Eugene refused, “Don’t want to.” 


“Why don’t you want to go?” Mer complained. “It’s said that they’re 
so well-made that they look magnificent.” 


“T think it would feel weird seeing them,” Eugene admitted. 
Kristina hesitantly spoke up, “I really want to see them, but...” 


Inside her head, Anise giggled and said, [I’ve seen them once, but I 
recommend not looking at them too closely.] 


‘Why is that, Sister?’ Kristina asked her silently. 


Anise explained, [Molon was a bit too aggrieved about his deceased 
comrade. How should I describe the statue of Hamel that’s stood 
there...? It might be a statue of Hamel, but it doesn’t really look like 
Hamel. They made it a lot more... noble-looking. Just like my statues 
in Yuras. ] 


‘More noble-looking, you say... I’m not sure I get what you mean by that.’ 


[Molon commissioned and erected a statue of the moment when 
Hamel died. He intended for the people of Ruhr to mourn Hamel’s 
noble sacrifice... So the statue depicts Hamel collapsed with a hole 
through his chest, and Molon is holding his corpse. I can remember it 
clearly. After retrieving Hamel’s corpse from the Demon King of 
Incarceration, Molon’s appearance as he carried Hamel’s body in his 
arms... ] 


While recalling the distant past, Anise let out a sad laugh. 


Eugene might not be able to hear the conversation between Kristina 
and Anise, but he meant it when he said that he didn’t want to go and 


take a look at the statue in that square. 


The reason for it was simple. If he saw it, he might end up feeling 
depressed and unable to hold back his tears, and Eugene didn’t want 
to show such an appearance to Anise. 


“Still, Sir Eugene, wouldn’t it be better to look at it at least once?” 
Kristina cautiously suggested to Eugene. 


But at the moment when Eugene was about to open his mouth and 
reply— 


“Eugene!” 
Someone called out to Eugene in a loud voice. 


When Eugene turned his head, he spotted Ciel running at him from 
somewhere nearby and throwing herself at him in a hug without 
losing any of her momentum. 


“Tt’s been so long!” Ciel cried out. 


Since it had been almost half a year since they last saw each other, 
saying it had been so long wasn’t inaccurate. Ciel threw back the hood 
of her coat, which was bristling with fur, and smiled at Eugene. 


“Didn’t you miss me?” Ciel asked. 
Eugene asked in return, “Were you waiting for us here?” 


“You’re the one who said that you’d be arriving today. That’s why my 
brother and I came out early to meet you,” Ciel explained with a 
bright smile while also exchanging a side glance with Kristina. 


[Kristina, wouldn’t it be better for you to change places with me?] 
Anise whispered to her like a demon on her shoulder. 


Kristina’s lips just twitched silently. 


Chapter 222 
Ruhr (2) 


Eugene had complicated feelings about the statue that had been 
erected by Molon. To be honest, he wanted to see it, but if he did see 
it, he felt like he would be pointlessly overwhelmed by emotions. If he 
had come to the Kingdom of Ruhr alone, he would have snuck over to 
take a look at it, but he couldn’t do that now. 


An elbow started poking into Eugene’s side. 


A strangely out-of-place smile hovering on her face, Kristina subtly 
tilted her head towards Eugene and whispered, “How is it?” 


From just that expression alone, Eugene could tell who was currently 
in control of Kristina’s body. 


It was still Kristina, but it seemed that she had given in to the impulse 
from Anise’s urgings from inside her head due to her own interest in 
the question. 


Eugene cleared his throat and lifted his gaze before finally saying, “... 
It’s well-made.” 


That was Eugene’s honest impression. 


He had seen quite a few statues like this thus far. Right now, a statue 
of Hamel that Eugene had brought from the Nahama Desert stood in 
the Lionheart clan’s garden. There were statues of Vermouth in Kiehl’s 
Capital and the Black Lion Castle, as well as a statue of Sienna in 
Aroth’s Merdein Square. Then, in the Plaza of the Sun in Yuras, he saw 
a statue of Anise that floated in the sky. 


Among all these, the best one by far was the statue right in front of 
him. The statues that Eugene had seen before now had definitely 
looked impressive. Anise’s statue, in particular, had been beautifully 


decorated with precious jewels. But this one... 
Eugene declared, “It’s majestic.” 


The statue that was currently before them was enormous. In that way, 
it definitely felt like Molon. The statue was even taller than an 
ordinary building. And all of Molon’s bulging muscles had been 
reproduced exactly as they were. 


The statue depicted a wounded Molon holding the deceased Hamel in 
his arms. Although it hadn’t included their other comrades, the ruined 
scenery created during a tough battle had been precisely recreated 
around the statue. 


“...And a bit sorrowful,” Eugene added. 


Eugene wasn’t shedding any tears. He was enduring the urge to do so. 
He had already shed many tears in a similar situation, and it was 
obvious that if he did cry, Anise would tease him so much that it 
would make him want to kill someone, so Eugene was suppressing his 
emotions. 


“Sob.” 


Eugene might have been able to endure, but Mer chose not to. With 
only her face still sticking out of an opening in his cloak, Mer was 
weeping openly. Kristina was awkwardly donning a mischievous smile 
as if she meant to imitate Anise, but her eyes were filled with tears. 


Cyan broke the silence, “Is there really a scene like this in the fairy 
tale?” 


Ciel shrugged, “The fairy tale is just a fairy tale, after all. We don’t 
even know who wrote it, so maybe it was altered quite a bit?” 


“Even so, I quite liked the romance between the Stupid Hamel and the 
Wise Sienna,” Cyan murmured. 


Both Ciel and Cyan were impressed by the statue. 


Ciel laughed at her brother’s muttered confession and shook her head, 
“What do you know, brother. What the fairy tale was trying to subtly 
touch your heart with wasn’t the romance between the Stupid Hamel 
and the Wise Sienna.” 


“Then what was it trying to promote?” Cyan asked. “The friendship 
between comrades?” 


“That’s also a great motif, but I liked the relationship between the 
Faithful Anise and the Stupid Hamel,” Ciel declared. 


Cyan paused in disbelief, “Why those two? In the fairytale, the one 
that Hamel liked was Sienna.” 


“Although that’s what he confessed in his final moments, the subtle 
mood between Hamel and Anise revealed throughout the fairy tale is 
very interesting. Should I describe it as very imagination-provoking? 
There were also a few things that allude to something more,” Ciel 
explained excitedly. 


Cyan frowned, “I never saw anything like that...” 


“Sienna and Hamel feel more like close friends than lovers, but Anise 
and Hamel have a mutual respect for each other, so... Haaah, what’s 
the point of talking to you about this?” Ciel shook her head as if 
mocking Cyan. 


Eugene, who had been listening to this talk in silence, felt as if his 
clothes had been stripped off in public, so he kept his mouth shut 
firmly. 


[That little cutie really knows something,] Anise commented. 
“...Is that really in the fairy tale?’ Kristina asked doubtfully. 


[It’s not like I could write the details about my stigmata in the fairy 
tale. That selfish Sienna showed her ugliness by wilfully unveiling her 
selfish desires, but I couldn’t do that. I was supposed to be innocent 
and pure, after all. So I told the story of Hamel and myself in a way 
that only a few who have great sensitivity, like that cutie, would sense 
something. ] 


Just earlier, Anise had called Ciel a cunning bitch, but at some point, 
she had changed Ciel’s label to a cutie. 


“.,.But in the end, Sir Hamel was the only one who died,” Cyan 
muttered. 


“Sir Hamel didn’t die because he was weak. He bravely and 
beautifully sacrificed his own life for the sake of his fellow comrades,” 
Eugene was the one who replied to him. “Three hundred years ago, 
because of Sir Hamel’s sacrifice, our ancestor and his comrades could 
climb all the way to the castle of the Demon King of Incarceration. 
Although the later generations ridicule Sir Hamel as being stupid 
because of that bullshi — no, that ridiculous fairy tale, as someone 
who sacrificed himself for the sake of his comrades and for the sake of 
a world that left him with no choice but to do so, Sir Hamel can truly 
be called a hero.” 


Ciel and Cyan both blinked in surprise at Eugene’s long speech. Mer, 
who had been looking at the statue with a moved expression, couldn’t 
bear to listen any longer, so she hid her head back inside the cloak. 
Kristina’s hooded eyes suddenly widened in shock as she stared at 
Eugene. 


[Isn’t he embarrassed to say all that?] 


Eugene might be unable to hear Anise’s murmurs, but he could easily 
imagine what Anise might be muttering to herself... 


As such, Eugene cleared his throat and shook his head, “In any case, 
about Sir Hamel... I’m just trying to say that he’s a very underrated 
hero by the later generations.” 


“Uh... oh, right,” Cyan gaped with a confused expression before 
suddenly nodding. “That was the case, wasn’t it? Eugene, you’re the 
one who personally discovered Sir Hamel’s grave, so... ah... because 
you're the successor to his legacy, it makes sense that you would have 
different feelings toward this statue than we do.” 


Quite kindly, Cyan showed a great sense of understanding towards 
this non-blood-related brother of his, who seemed to have gotten 
overly immersed in a fairy tale. 


Snow was starting to fall. 


“We never even said a word about Sir Hamel being weak,” Ciel pouted 
as she pulled her hood back over her head. “Who doesn’t know how 
strong Sir Hamel was? But, of course, among the heroes from three 
hundred years ago, the strongest was our ancestor.” 


“Of course, he was,” Cyan also affirmed as he looked back up at the 
statue with a proud expression. 


As he was staring up at Molon's statue, which seemed as huge as a 
mountain, Cyan grew lost in thought for a few moments. 


Eventually, Cyan asked, “...Just how strong was Sir Molon?” 
“Hm?” Ciel hummed curiously. 


“Just look at those muscles,” Cyan pointed out. “It might just be a 
statue, but it’s not like they’d make it bulkier than the real thing, 
right? Sir Hamel looks like a child when he’s being held in Sir Molon’s 
arms.” 


Who was the strongest among the heroes from three hundred years 
ago? There was no real need to think about such a question. The 
answer was the master of the Holy Sword and the Hero, the Great 
Vermouth. Everyone in the world considered Vermouth to be the peak 
of all the heroes. 


But among the remaining four, while the Wise Sienna and the Faithful 
Anise were out of contention because they weren’t warriors, the 
Stupid Hamel and the Brave Molon were warriors. As such, the 
question of which of the two was stronger was a topic of debate that 
was brought up all the time. 


Ciel chided, “Are you an idiot, brother? Just because your muscles are 
bigger, that doesn’t make you stronger. Just look at that pig, Gargith. 
His forearms are thicker, and his muscles are more bulging, but he’s 
no better than Eugene — no, he’s even weaker than me.” 


“That might be true,” Cyan conceded. “However, I still think that Sir 
Molon might have been stronger than Sir Hamel.” 


Ciel considered this, “Hmmm... maybe. After all, three hundred years 
ago, Sir Hamel was the only one who died.” 


Kristina, who had been listening to the conversation between the two, 
glanced at Eugene nervously. As she had expected, Eugene’s brows 
were twitching in anger. 


“What kind of bullshit is that,” Eugene cursed. “Sir Hamel was 
stronger than Sir Molon.” 


“And how would you know that?” Cyan challenged. 


“How else would I know!” Eugene shouted, only to hesitate. “I... Sir 
Hamel... look, just from his face, you can tell he’s stronger than Sir 
Molon. Don’t you see that scar over there? Of course, Sir Hamel died 
first, and he might have been smaller than Sir Molon, but do you 
really think that fights are just decided based on fucking size? Sir 
Hamel was a better fighter than Sir Molon—” 


Eugene stopped talking mid-sentence and turned his head. He had 
suddenly felt a piercing gaze directed at him. The place from which he 
had felt that gaze was quite far from this square, but he sensed the 
presence narrowing the distance in an instant. 


‘From the palace?’ 


Behind the statue, on the other side of the square, stood a huge castle 
surrounded by tall walls. This was the Royal Palace of Ruhr. It was 
from the palace’s lofty spire, through the fluttering snow, that Eugene 
had first felt that gaze. 


However, now it was right on top of them. Eugene reflexively took a 
few steps backward, pulling Kristina, Ciel, and Cyan along with his 
magic. 


But there didn’t seem to have been any need for that. The approaching 
presence showed no signs of hostility, and even though he was falling 
here from a great height, no one was in any danger. 


A thick cloak fluttered behind the descending figure. 


Everyone looked up with shocked eyes. The one who had come flying 
from the tall spire to land in front of the statue in a crouch was a giant 
of a man. Straightening up from his crouch, the man roughly brushed 
back the hair that had fallen over his eyes. 


“Humph!” 


The man appeared to be middle-aged, with windswept hair, a roughly- 
shaven beard, and darkly-tanned skin. Eugene noticed a crown on top 
of the man’s head that was tilted to the side as if it could fall off at 
any moment. 


“Nice to see you, young ones,” the man began speaking. Then, with a 
wide grin that showed off his gums, the man spread his arms wide, 
baring his chest. “We hope that you’re not too offended by Our 
intrusion. I was having fun listening to the cute conversation between 
you young ones, but as a descendant of the Bold King, I couldn’t 
continue to just listen silently.” 


The Bold King was a term used to refer to the founding king of Ruhr, 
Molon. But in fact, aside from Molon, there was one other person in 
Ruhr who was entitled to address himself by the pronoun, We. 


Cyan was so startled that his hair stood on end, and he immediately 
knelt on the spot, “Th-the descendant of the Lionheart clan, Cyan 
Lionheart, is honored to meet His Royal Highness, the King of Ruhr.” 


Ciel and Kristina also hurriedly knelt down and curtseyed. For now, 
Eugene also decided to get on one knee, as the reaction from their 
surroundings seemed unusual. Even though this was the sudden 
appearance of the King of Ruhr, the people in the plaza only spared a 
glance towards him, not showing any particular reverence. 


“Ahahaha! You young ones are embarrassing Us. Since We were the 
one to jump in on you in the first place, there’s no need to be so 
polite. Aren’t your knees getting wet from the snow on the ground? If 
you want to kneel down and pay your courtesies to Us, instead of 
doing it in a place like this, why don’t you visit Us in Our castle,” the 
king invited them. 


This was the current king of the Ruhr Kingdom. The Beast King Aman 


Ruhr. Letting out a hearty laugh, he straightened his tilted crown and 
continued speaking. 


“Furthermore, We didn’t come here just to hear the greetings from you 
young ones. Look here, young Lionheart,” Aman’s grinning eyes 
turned to Eugene, “You’re the one who said that the Bold King was 
weaker than Sir Hamel, right? I can’t accept those words. While, of 
course, the Great Vermouth must have been the strongest, still, among 
the heroes from that era, the strongest besides Sir Vermouth was the 
Bold King!” 


“Uh... um... yeah,” Eugene eventually responded with a puzzled 
expression. 


While everyone was still down on one knee, Aman strode over to grab 
them by the arms and lift them up from their bent positions one by 
one. 


“Cyan Lionheart!” Aman roared cheerfully. “A descendant of the Great 
Vermouth. I’m well aware that you are the next in line for the 
Patriarch of the Lionheart clan. Though it hasn’t been confirmed yet, 
Our daughter may soon be engaged to you.” 


Cyan was similarly hesitant, “Uh... yeees...?” 


“In fact, We have no desire to decide on Our daughter’s marriage for 
political reasons,” Aman confessed. “The most important thing will be 
whether Our daughter wants to marry you or not! Ah, though, of 
course, Our daughter isn’t yet old enough for such things.” 


Cyan frantically scoured his memory, “Princess Ayla’s current age is... 
um... I recall that she’s eleven, but...” 


“Tf you do wish to marry Our daughter, you will need to work hard 
starting now to sway her heart. Alright, since we happen to have met 
like this, allow Us to tell you a secret. Our daughter, Ayla, prefers rare 
weapons and armor over dolls and bouquets. If you wish to impress 
Ayla, it would be better for you to gift her with a small dagger,” Aman 
advised with a chuckle and patted Cyan on the shoulder. 


They may have just been intended as friendly taps, but each time 


Aman’s large hand landed on his shoulder with a bang, bang sound, 
Cyan’s whole body shook. 


Aman turned to Ciel, “Ciel Lionheart! We have also heard about you. 
Indeed, you are just as fair and beautiful as a snowflake! I’ve heard 
that Carmen Lionheart, a heroine who has received Our recognition 
for her strength, is your teacher, correct?” 


“You flatter me, your Majesty,” Ciel responded politely. 


“Flattery? Are you referring to Our compliments on your looks? 
Flattery, you say... hahaha! With your beauty, humility is a luxury 
you can’t afford. No, that’s not it. As a descendant of the Lionhearts, 
could it be that you are dissatisfied with being complimented for your 
looks? In that case, I’m curious to see how sharp your sword is,” Aman 
mused insightfully. 


Ciel couldn’t escape from Aman’s huge hand either. But it was only 
after Aman had stepped past her that Ciel allowed her expression to 
crumple as she rubbed her aching shoulder. 


“And you... Oooh! To think that it would be Yuras’ Saint Candidate, 
Kristina Rogeris. We do not worship the God of Light, but We are still 
in awe of the miracles that can be performed by the Followers of the 
Light. Among all those we have seen, the miracles performed by your 
adoptive father, Cardinal Sergio Rogeris, were particularly 
impressive,” Aman complimented. 


Kristina greeted him stiffly, “It’s an honor to meet you like this.” 


Aman noticed her discomfort, “It seems that We shouldn’t have 
carelessly brought up the unfortunate death of your adoptive father. 
May the Light protect you.” 


Aman didn’t pound on Krisitna’s shoulders. He instead reached out 
with his own large hand to shake her hand, and with a bow of her 
head, Kristina took his hand with both of hers. 


“Eugene Lionheart,” Aman finally turned to Eugene. Striding over 
with a hearty smile, Aman looked down at Eugene and said, “The 
foster child of the main family. The Second Coming of the Great 


Vermouth. The Wise Sienna’s Successor... But it seems that those 
aren’t the end of it.” 


“Were you eavesdropping on our conversation from such a long 
distance away?” Eugene accused. 


“Please don’t think that We were intentionally eavesdropping. Our 
ears are extremely sharp, so We can hear all sorts of things without 
even intending to. However, We must still offer our apologies for 
something else,” Aman lifted the crown that he was wearing on his 
head with one hand as he slightly lowered his head in apology. “From 
the moment you entered this square, We have been watching you with 
great interest. We were merely confirming the news that the younger 
generation of the Lionheart clan had arrived in Ruhr through the 
warp-gate.” 


Eugene shook his head, “I’m not offended by that information. After 
all, Your Majesty is the king of this country, right?” 


“Ahaha! There is no law saying that it’s alright to observe and spy on 
others just because you’re the king. At least there isn’t such a law in 
this country,” Aman stated proudly as his large hand patted Eugene’s 
shoulder. 


Bang, bang. 


The sound might have been just as loud, but Eugene’s body didn’t 
shake like Cyan and Ciel’s had. Aman’s eyes grew cheerful at this 
sight. 


“So then, Eugene Lionheart, what is your opinion?” Aman asked 
seriously. 


Eugene frowned, “What opinion are you talking about?” 


“Do you really not know what We are asking, or are you just 
pretending? You said that Sir Hamel is stronger than the Bold King. 
However, We choose to disagree,” Aman lowered his body to bring 
himself close to Eugene. 


Eugene realized why Aman was called the Beast King. He also saw the 


proof that Molon was indeed Aman’s ancestor. 


As they stared piercingly at Eugene, Aman’s eyes were just as clear as 
Molon’s, and the same intense desire for conflict that had once swum 
in Molon’s eyes could also be seen in his. However, unlike Molon, 
Aman wouldn’t restrain his desires on the grounds that they were 
comrades. In Aman’s eyes, a wild, bestial spirit was stirring apart from 
the dignity that came from being the king of a country. 


“If you continue to insist on Sir Hamel’s superiority, then We, as the 
descendant of the Bold King, must strive to convince you. Don’t you 
think that it would be fun to cross swords for the sake of our friendly 
relations?” Aman proposed. 


“How dare I cross swords with you, Your Majesty?” Eugene tried to 
evade. 


“Ahaha! It seems that there is a law in Kiehl that states you must not 
draw your sword against the Emperor, right? But something like that 
has no relevance here. No matter who it is, if they so desire, We will 
gladly exchange blades with them,” Aman declared with loud laughter 
as he straightened up his lowered body. 


As if to demonstrate, Aman looked around the square, and indeed, the 
people of Ruhr who were out in the square were looking in this 
direction with eyes full of amusement and curiosity instead of anger 
and concern. 


“Tm afraid I will have to decline,” Eugene politely rejected. 


To be honest, Eugene did want to compete with Molon’s descendants. 
However, Eugene didn’t want to face Aman in the middle of a square 
full of watching eyes on the very day he had entered Ruhr. 


“Ts that so? Then it can’t be helped. It’s not like today will be the only 
chance we will get for it,” Aman sighed. 


Now that Eugene had refused, Aman also didn’t continue to insist. 


He patted Eugene on the shoulder once more and said with a grin, 
“Tt’s fine even if it’s in the middle of the Knight March, so if you ever 


wish to compete with Us, come visit Us at any time. These words 
aren’t just for you, Eugene. Cyan Lionheart and Ciel Lionheart as well. 
If you two so desire, you can come to Us anytime. We will be happy to 
show you the martial arts that have been passed down to us from the 
Bold King.” 


“Would it be alright for me to ask you something?” Eugene asked after 
clearing his throat and looking back up at Aman. “Sir Molon... no, did 
the Bold King himself ever say something like that directly? That he 
was stronger than Sir Hamel.” 


“Ahaha! He never said anything like that. He didn’t leave such words 
in any of the historical records either. Of course, he did often mention 
Sir Hamel in those while calling him a dear comrade and friend. 
Although he said that he really wanted to seriously compete with 
Hamel at least once, they never actually managed to compete because 
they never got the chance to...,” Aman trailed off with a grin. He then 
leaned over slightly towards Eugene and whispered, “However, this 
information is written down in the Annals of Ruhr. According to the 
words of the Bold King, three hundred years ago, the person with the 
most physical strength next to the Great Vermouth was Molon himself. 
If that’s the case, then doesn’t this naturally mean that the Bold King 
was stronger than Sir Hamel?” 


Was this a provocation? 
Eugene smiled stiffly and nodded. “I guess that’s true.” 


Aman laughed smugly, “Ahaha! Well, it’s only natural. Just by looking 
at this statue, you can tell that the Bold King was stronger than Sir 
Hamel. But what will you all be doing now? I’ve heard reports that 
you’re not traveling with the Lionheart clan’s main force but are 
instead heading to Lehain independently.” 


“Yes, we plan on heading to Lehain right away,” Eugene revealed. 


“Tt seems that you’re in a hurry,” Aman observed. “If your 
preparations are inadequate or you’re anxious about the journey, how 
about accompanying Us? You can rest well in the palace and leave for 
Lehain when We and the Knights of Ruhr do.” 


“Although I’m grateful for your words... I’m afraid [ll have to decline. 
However, why haven’t you departed yet, your Majesty?” Eugene 
inquired. 


“Tt is because We haven’t yet finished dealing with the affairs of state,” 
Aman admitted. “We and our Knights of Ruhr will most likely be able 
to depart next week.” 


Aman blinked for a few moments. Then he made an oops sound and 
smacked his own forehead. 


“We really should be more careful with our words,” Aman chided 
himself. “Hector Lionheart, the one who participated in that upheaval 
at the Black Lion Castle last year... he was an honorary knight of the 
White Fangs, wasn’t he?” 


“As far as I know, all discussions considering that issue have already 
been concluded. Even though Hector was an honorary knight of the 
White Fangs, the White Fangs cannot be held accountable for what he 
did at the Black Lion Castle,” Eugene assured him. 


“However, wasn’t it still Our mistake to make such a deplorable man 
an honorary knight? As such, We feel that We must do something to 
aid you on your journey,” Aman insisted. 


Eugene didn’t really think it was necessary, but Aman just stood there 
absentmindedly, lost in thought for a few moments. Then he suddenly 
smiled and looked down at Eugene with a nod. 


“Just wait here for a few moments.” 
“Huh?” 
Booom! 


Aman kicked off the ground and leaped into the air. With just one 
leap, he flew through the air and crossed the large distance between 
the square and the palace spire that he had first flown from. 


“.,.Just what on earth?” Cyan questioned dumbfoundedly, still having 


yet to come to his senses. 


Just as Aman had said, it couldn’t have been more than a few 
moments before he returned. Just like when he first arrived, he leaped 
over from the palace and landed in the square, but unlike that last 
time, he wasn’t alone. 


“We shall allow our pet dog to go with you,” Aman stated generously. 


The pet dog wasn’t the kind of cute puppy that the words brought to 
mind. Though Aman was a giant of a man, the body of the wolf he 
had brought with him on his shoulders was even bigger than Aman 
was. 


“His name is Abel. He’s a descendant of the Snowfield Wolves, which 
have been bred by the Bayar Tribe since long ago and have been 
raised within the Royal Palace since the founding of this kingdom. 
This guy won’t get lost in a blizzard or even in the flat, featureless, 
white snowfields. If you’re accompanied by Abel, you should be able 
to reach Lehain without getting lost,” Aman stated. 


The Snowfield Wolf that Aman lowered to the ground was as big as an 
ox, but it didn’t seem anywhere as dull-witted as an ox. Aman grinned 
as he stroked Abel’s gray fur. 


“Abel,” Aman instructed. “Guide these young lions to the training 
grounds at Lehain.” 


“Woof!” 
“That’s right, there’s a good boy.” 
Abel let out a loud howl. 


Turning back to the group, Aman explained, “You don’t have to worry 
about Abel’s food because this clever guy can hunt down his own 
food. If one of you injures your leg on the way there, it’s fine if you 
need to ride on Abel’s back.” 


Eugene hesitated, “Uh, yes...” 


“As long as you stick to the path that Abel leads you on, you should 
have more than enough time to cross the snowfields. Young ones, are 
you interested in sightseeing?” Aman suddenly asked. 


“Did you say... sightseeing?” Eugene repeated. 


Aman nodded, “Lehainjar might be dangerous, but it’s a fascinating 
place.” 


It was the most dangerous mountain in Ruhr, a place where the 
Snowy Mountain Rangers and knights would occasionally visit for 
training. 


“Tf you feel the urge, you should go take a look at the Grand Hammer 
Canyon,” Aman recommended. 


“And where is that exactly?” Eugene inquired. 


“If you want to go, Abel can lead you there. You don’t need to be able 
to speak wolf, this clever guy... if you tell him that you want to go to 
the Grand Hammer Canyon, he will guide you there immediately,” 
Aman said with a wide smile that showed off his gums. “That’s where 
the legends of the royal family are passed down.” 


“Legends?” Eugene repeated curiously. 


“Tt’s also the place where the descendants of the royal family are 
reborn as warriors,” Aman said without any further explanation as he 
turned away. “Of course, it’s up to you whether to go or not.” 


With those last words, Aman kicked off the ground once again. 
Booom! 
With a loud roar, Aman flew back to the palace. 


“.,.What an extremely... free-spirited king,” Cyan muttered as he 
watched Aman’s back disappear within mere moments. 


Chapter 223 
Ruhr (3) 


Eugene had felt the need to find a guide. 


Most of the Ruhr Kingdom’s territory was snowfields covered in 
blizzards, but if one considered it simply in terms of land mass, it was 
large enough to be comparable to the Kiehl Empire. 


But since most of the kingdom’s population lived in the cities, the vast 
snowfields were the home of the natives who refused to mix into the 
cities. They weren’t as savage as the natives of the Samar Rainforest, 
but Eugene had heard that they were eccentric enough to reject 
civilization and insist on surviving out in the harsh snowfields. 


The snowfields were an even harsher locale than the Rainforest. In the 
first place, it wasn’t easy to forage for food, and if you were to fall 
into a crevasse while walking carelessly, a pointless death was a real 
possibility. There were also the blizzards that swirled up from time to 
time, and one needed to be careful of avalanches in the mountainous 
areas. In the Rainforest, all one needed to worry about were things 
like attacks from the savage natives or monsters, but in the snowfields, 
one needed to be more cautious of the immensity of nature. 


There were fields of white snow everywhere you looked, so losing 
your sense of direction was easy. Even if you used a map, a compass, 
or an enchanted guidebook, it was still easy to lose your way in the 
snowfields. That was why people who wanted to cross the snowfields 
often hired the natives living in those lands as guides. 


But thanks to the King of Ruhr’s consideration, there was no longer 
any need for them to hire a guide. 


“Woof-woof.” 


Having emerged from the cloak, Mer approached Abel with her eyes 


shining brightly. 
“Woof-woof.” 


Mer tried to imitate a dog’s bark once more, but Abel just stared at 
Mer, lazily blinking his golden eyes. Unable to get him to show the 
reaction she had hoped for, Mer pouted her lips and crept closer to 
Abel. 


“Hand,” Mer instructed when she finally stood in front of the large 
wolf and stretched out her own hand. 


And as expected, Abel proved to be just as smart as Aman had said. 
Mer smiled broadly as she looked down to see Abel’s large front paw 
draped lightly over her tiny hand. 


“Tt’s okay if I ride on his back, right?” Mer pleaded. 


Eugene pointed out, “Wouldn’t it be more comfortable to travel inside 
my cloak than on the back of a wolf—” 


“Either way, it’s more comfortable than walking on my own. Also, it’s 
no fun to be stuck inside your cloak, Sir Eugene, and I’ve gotten sick 
of it after standing inside there for so long,” Mer complained as she 
quickly climbed onto Abel’s back. 


Mer might have been a young girl, but she was also a familiar, so she 
didn’t actually weigh much. On top of that, perhaps because of Abel’s 
huge size and excellent strength, he showed no signs of difficulty at 
having Mer ride on his back as he looked to Eugene for instruction. 


Eugene considered Mer silently. 


It’s no fun, and she was bored of it — Mer may have said those words 
without giving them much thought, but Eugene felt a little sullen 
because of it. However, if he acknowledged and expressed this feeling, 
he felt like he would be admitting that he had lost to this mutt, so 
Eugene kept his mouth shut. 


Anise suddenly remarked, “As Molon’s descendant, he really does 


resemble Molon.” 


“But he doesn’t look like the same sort of fool that Molon was. Though 
it makes sense, there’s no way that a fool would become a king,” 
Eugene responded. 


“Molon was also a fool, but he was actually pretty good at handling 
state affairs,” Anise revealed. 


Eugene scoffed, “That’s just because Molon was strong. Three hundred 
years ago, during all that mess, didn’t he manage to build a kingdom 
through strength alone? When a strong man like him said he would be 
king of this polar region where it’s always snowing heavily, who 
would dare to say anything against that?” 


Anise argued, “Although it’s true that Molon’s strength was helpful in 
the founding of the Ruhr Kingdom, the kingdom wasn’t established 
and governed solely by force. Hamel, you should know this as well, 
right? Molon may have been a fool, but he was also kind, and despite 
being a fool, he did have a wise side to him. Now that three hundred 
years have passed, he is still called by and praised with the prestigious 
title of the Bold King because Molon was more of a proper king than 
the one who ruled your hometown.” 


“Fine, I admit it. Molon is great. And I’m worthless. I fucking died first 
for no reason, and because of that, I keep getting called weaker than 
Molon...” 


As Eugene trailed off into grumbles and repeatedly sighed, Anise, who 
was still borrowing Kristina’s body, laughed mockingly. 


“TIsn’t it just a fact that you were weaker than Molon? You also had a 
weaker body than he did. Hamel, no one else might be able to tell, but 
boasting like you were stronger and tougher than Molon in front of 
me is... Hehe. It feels a little cute of you,” Anise said with a smirk. 


“What did you just say?” Eugene growled. 


“Wasn’t it just like I said it was? Whenever a battle was over, you 
always had more injuries than Molon. And who was the one who had 
to heal those wounds?” Anise asked rhetorically. 


“Sienna,” Eugene answered sarcastically. 


“Nope, it was me,” Anise insisted. “Please don’t try to act cute with 
that useless pride of yours. Without me, Hamel, all your limbs would 
have been cut off at the roots, and you would have been left with only 
your torso, forced to roll around like a ball.” 


Eugene coughed guiltily, “Ahem... But it’s not like I was the only one 
whose limbs were cut off. Molon also lost his legs...” 


“That’s because Molon always stupidly ran off like a colt with its tail 
on fire.” Anise snorted, then continued, “Though indeed, you were the 
same in that regard.” 


Eugene couldn’t bear to refute Anise’s ridicule. If it hadn’t been for 
Anise’s miracles, even if all his limbs hadn’t been amputated, he felt 
like he would have at least lost an arm or a leg. 


A voice suddenly intruded, “Just what are you two talking about so 
secretly?” 


The ongoing conversation between Eugene and Anise couldn’t be 
heard by anyone else. This was because Eugene had concealed each of 
their voices using magic in order to talk about Molon. 


The sight of this was very, very, very annoying to Ciel. 


As Ciel approached them with her eyes staring piercingly, Eugene 
replied with a calm expression, “We’re talking about the Signature 
that I came up with in Aroth.” 


“Why talk about that in secret?” Ciel argued. “I’m also curious about 
your Signature.” 


“Um... something like this needs to be seen as a surprise to look 
cooler and more shocking,” Eugene said as an excuse. 


“So you’re keeping it a secret because you want to show it off to me?” 
Ciel asked happily. 


“Well, something like that,” Eugene agreed vaguely. 


Although Ciel didn’t like this situation, Eugene’s response made her 
very happy. She withdrew once more with a look that said it couldn’t 
be helped. 


Eugene turned to Anise, “So, Lehainjar, what do you think about it?” 


“Molon’s descendant didn’t explain anything properly, but wasn’t he 
quite explicit in suggesting you go there? No way, Hamel. Do you 
actually think he might have set a trap for you?” Anise asked in 
disbelief. 


“TIsn’t that still a possibility?” 


“How could a descendant of Molon use such petty tricks as laying a 
trap—” 


“Even among Vermouth’s descendants, there are idiots,” Eugene 
pointed out. 


Anise conceded the point, “That might be the case, but if we really fall 
into a trap set by a descendant of Molon... I’d be so ashamed that I 
would never be able to ascend to the heavens and instead become an 
evil spirit.” 


Eugene also readily agreed, “I’d also be just as ashamed, enough to 
kill myself by burying my nose in a saucer of water.” 


For now, they would just keep their guard up, but what reason would 
the Beast King have for laying such a trap? As far as Eugene was 
aware, the Lionhearts and the Royal Family of Ruhr had quite an 
amicable relationship. 


Since the war ended three hundred years ago, Vermouth had strangely 
distanced himself from his former comrades. Molon was no exception 
to this. But after Molon had abdicated the throne and a funeral had 
officially been held for Vermouth, the kings who succeeded the throne 
of Ruhr sought to establish a good relationship with the Lionheart 
clan, even if they still weren’t that close. 


Every year, on the Patriarch’s birthday, letters and gifts would be sent 
from Ruhr, and currently, there were even talks about marrying the 
next Patriarch, Cyan, to the Princess of Ruhr. 


“Perhaps Molon might have gone into seclusion in that place called 
the Great Hammer Canyon?” Anise proposed. 


Anise was also well aware of why it had been decided that the Knight 
March would be held in the Kingdom of Ruhr. It was all because of 
the Brave Molon, who had gone into seclusion one hundred years ago. 
By holding it here, they hoped to rouse him from his solitude. 


“Hamel, you... hehe. Though it seems that you don’t really like to be 
called as such, at least for now, aren’t you called the Second Coming 

of Vermouth? Also, Kristina happens to look exactly like I did,” Anise 
pointed out with a giggle. 


Eugene couldn’t respond to this. 


“Tt’s unknown whether Molon is still secretly in contact with the Royal 
Family of Ruhr even after going into seclusion. And if he really did go 
to the Great Hammer Canyon for his seclusion... he should be able to 
notice us once we arrive there, even if he’s far away,” Anise 
speculated. 


Eugene snorted, “That fool will probably be surprised and come over 
running like crazy.” 


If it was Molon, that definitely felt like what he would do; as Eugene 
grinned while imagining such a sight, Anise also nodded slightly on 
the side. 


However, her smile wasn’t as cheerful as Eugene’s. 


“That’s if Molon hasn’t changed from how we remember him to be,” 
Anise brought up cautiously. 


Eugene didn’t respond to those words right away. Instead, he stared at 
Anise with a calm, assessing gaze. That face might still be Kristina’s, 
but even so, Eugene could sense Anise’s sorrowful melancholy. 


There was a slight pause before Eugene responded. 


He couldn’t be entirely sure of what he was saying, but Eugene still 
tried to project confidence when he assured her, “That fool won’t have 
changed even a tiny bit.” 


They once again made use of the warp-gate in Hamelon, the Capital of 
Ruhr, and arrived at the city of Rosrok, which was in the north of 
Ruhr. Unfortunately, from this point on, they wouldn’t be able to use 
a warp-gate to travel any further and would instead have to traverse 
the endlessly sprawling snowfields all by themselves. 


“You’re going all the way to Lehainjar by foot? You’re crazy.” 


Every merchant they met while purchasing supplies for the journey 
had said the same thing while shaking their heads and clicking their 
tongues in sympathy. However, even though they called it reckless 
and foolish, they didn’t try to stop Eugene and the others. 


This was because of the Lionheart sigil embroidered on the chests of 
the Lionheart trio — Eugene, Ciel, and Cyan. 


“T’ve heard something about that. Apparently, a festival called the 
Knight March is being held at the distant Lehain’s training grounds, 
right?” a merchant inquired. 


“T don’t know if it can really be called a festival, but yes,” Eugene 
confirmed. 


“A bunch of people from all over the world are gathering to enjoy 
some loud and boisterous fun, so what else can it be called other than 
a festival?” the merchant pointed out. “In any case, thanks to you lot, 
we merchants are also enjoying ourselves due to this event.” 


Eugene pricked his ears, “It seems quite a few people have passed 
through here already?” 


“Isn’t it obvious!11? Three knightly orders and four mercenary 
companies have already passed through here, and that’s just Rosrok 
alone.” 


The path through Rosrok wasn’t the only way to reach Lehain. If you 
included the troops departing from other cities, the number of troops 
that would soon be arriving in Lehain would be staggering. 


The merchant generously offered, “Since you’ve bought a lot of goods, 
I'll tell you this for free. Two of the knightly orders were just from 
small countries belonging to the Anti-Demon Alliance, but the last one 
was a very famous knightly order, Shimuin’s Knights of the Violent 
Tide. As the young master of the Lionheart clan, you should naturally 
know of them, right?” 


Of course, Eugene knew. Theirs was a name that was always brought 
up whenever the topic of the best knightly orders on the continent 
was discussed. As Shimuin was a country that claimed to be a Land of 
Knights, there were several knightly orders that were sworn to the 
royal family. 


Among these knightly orders, the Violent Tide Knights were made up 
of the elites who were carefully selected from only the most 
exceptional knights. The Commander of their knightly order was the 
First Knight of Shimuin’s Twelve Finestl2]_ Just like the Knights of the 
Violent Tide, his name was always brought up whenever someone 
discussed picking the best knights of the entire continent. 


“How should I describe the First Knight...? He’s a man so sharp that 
you can almost feel a ghostly aura coming from him. As such, he 
looked like even more of a contrast when standing next to the Princess 
Knight. As for her, she looked as clean and pure as a solitary 
flower...,” the merchant trailed off in reminiscence. 


Cyan gave a low cough as the merchant continued muttering. 


His attention had been drawn to the mention of Shimuin’s Princess 
Knight. Among all of the children of the King of Shimuin, Princess 
Scalia was said to be uniquely gifted with the sword. 


“Sneaky bastard,” Eugene scoffed at Cyan’s obvious interest in her 
gossip. 


Cyan stammered in protest, “Wh-what?!” 


Along with Princess Ayla of Ruhr, Princess Scalia had also been 
brought up as one of Cyan’s potential fiancees. 


The merchant continued, “As for the mercenary companies, well... 
they were all fairly large companies, but... Hah. Although I hope 
nothing dangerous happens, you never know what people might get 
up to, so allow me to give you a warning.” 


“A warning?” Eugene repeated. 


“Among the mercenary companies that passed through Rosrok a few 
days ago, there was one group called the Black Dog Mercenaries. 
Though they call themselves a mercenary company, they’re dragging 
around merchant caravans from other snowfields and extorting them 
under the pretext of escorting them. They’re just robbers wearing the 
mask of a mercenary company,” the merchant sniffed. 


This news didn’t come as a surprise to Eugene, who used to work as a 
mercenary three hundred years ago. Merchant caravans were a 
common customer of mercenaries. As long as a mercenary company 
had both a lack of conscience and enough ability, after killing or 
crippling the original escort warriors hired by the merchant caravans, 
they could force the merchants to sign an unfair contract while 
claiming to be the ones who would escort them from now on. 
Naturally, the contracts that were signed like this weren’t anything 
like proper contracts, and most of them made the merchant caravans 
pay an additional fee for the amount of time they were dragged 
around by the mercenary company. 


“Those Black Dogs probably won’t dare to play tricks on the young 
masters from the Lionheart clan, but... the snowfields are wide, and 
you never know what might happen,” the merchant earnestly 
cautioned them. “The best solution would be to avoid getting 
entangled with them in the first place. If you see the flag of the Black 
Dogs from a distance, don’t needlessly try to confront them and just go 
your own way.” 


Eugene accepted the warning, “Thank you for your advice.” 


“By the way, have you considered borrowing a few more wolves?” the 
merchant recommended. “It seems that there aren’t too many of you, 
and if it’s a group of about five people, it would be better to use a wolf 


sled...” 
“Tt’s fine,” Eugene assured him. 


He actually had thought about hiring a sleigh to ride, but after 
considering it several times, he realized that they didn’t really have a 
need for it. 


“After all, wouldn’t it be more convenient just to use magic?” Eugene 
said mostly to himself. 


“Well, it should be easier for you,” the merchant agreed. 


The spell that was used to keep one’s feet from sliding in the snow 
wasn’t a very advanced spell, and while lasting for a long time, it 
didn’t even consume much mana. However, Eugene had no intention 
of allowing the use of such a convenient spell. 


Eugene turned to Ciel and Cyan, “You two, your White Flame 
Formulas are still on the Fourth Star, right?” 


“At our age, the Fourth Star is still very high,” Cyan insisted sulkily. 


Eugene argued back, “But even though I’m the same age as you, I’m 
already on the Sixth Star, no?” 


“That’s because you're a monster, you bastard,” Cyan growled, his 
brow furrowing as he tried to hold back his hurt pride. 


Eugene got to the point, “You weren’t waiting for me to go with you 
just because you thought that would make the trip easier and pain- 
free, right?” 


Cyan knew that he wasn’t as talented as Eugene. As a result, he 
probably wouldn’t be able to surpass Eugene for the rest of his life. 
Cyan had become painfully aware of this fact early on, and he was 
well aware that no matter how jealous he became, it wouldn’t be able 
to change the reality of this situation. 


Ancilla was the one who taught Cyan how to use his brother, Eugene, 


from an early age. 


Cyan could be jealous, but he shouldn’t be envious. Even though Cyan 
knew that he wouldn’t be able to surpass Eugene, he should still strive 
to do so. Even if they weren’t real brothers, Cyan should treat him like 
a real brother and learn to depend on each other. He needed to build 
up such a friendship between them so that Cyan would never need to 
betray him or be betrayed. 


“Will this really help?” Cyan reluctantly asked. 


“Have I ever made you do anything that wouldn’t be helpful to you?” 
Eugene said with a grin as he patted Cyan on the shoulder. 


This was the truth. Cyan’s White Flame Formula had been able to rise 
up to the Fourth Star in the first place because he had received various 
bits of advice from Eugene about how to train in the White Flame 
Formula. That advice had also been applied equally to Ciel. 


“Fine,” Cyan huffed as he made up his mind and immediately took off 
his shoes. 


As this left him standing barefoot in the snow, the icy chill sent shocks 
up and down his spine. While precisely operating the White Flame 
Formula, Cyan warmed himself up with a minimal amount of mana. 
With that, he slowly began to walk, taking careful steps forwards. 


For the purpose of this training, Cyan wasn’t allowed to sink into the 
snow. There shouldn’t even be any footprints left. It seemed simple at 
first glance, but this actually required meticulous and continuous 
manipulation of his mana. 


Excessively outputting their mana would be meaningless. So what 
Eugene had asked Ciel and Cyan to do was to walk on the snow while 
using the minimal amount of mana so that their White Flame Formula 
wouldn’t release any sparks. 


“Ugh...,” Ciel was disgusted by the need to be barefoot, but she still 
listened to Eugene’s instructions. 


Carefully cradling her boots, she walked over the snow cautiously. 


When Eugene casually approached her to try and hold on to her boots, 
Ciel leaped back away from Eugene in fright. 


“Wh-what are you doing?” Ciel yelped. 


“No... it seemed that it would be inconvenient for you to carry your 
shoes with you... so I was just going to put them in my cloak,” Eugene 
said hesitantly. 


Ciel firmly rejected this offer, “No way, there’s no way that I’m letting 
you do that. I’ll take care of my boots on my own, so don’t even think 
about it.” 


Eugene cocked an eyebrow, “Are you worried they’ll smell?” 
Ciel's face turned pale at Eugene’s question. 


Eugene sighed, “You’ve been like that since you were young. I’ve 
never once thought there was a weird smell coming from your body, 
but a few years ago, you refused to even do any training outside 
because you didn’t want to give off the smell of sweat.” 


“Why are you bringing up something from the distant past?!” Ciel 
shrieked. 


Eugene just grumbled, “It wasn’t even that long ago... maybe four 
years or so...? In any case, you won’t give off any strange odors, so 
don’t pointlessly hold on to those shoes and give them to me.” 


“.,.You... you son of a bitch. I knew you were lacking in 
consideration, but this is going too far. Do you really think I truly 
believed that some kind of strange smell was coming from my body? 
It’s just that I was too shy and embarrassed! Get lost!” Ciel screeched 
like a banshee as she swung her boots threateningly. 


Due to her strong resistance, Eugene couldn’t keep persuading her and 
had to back off. 


“Sir Eugene, you are the one in the wrong,” Kristina muttered from 
deep within the thick fur coat that she was wearing. 


At these words, Eugene turned his gaze towards her with a look that 
spoke of his feelings of unjust, “Just what did I do wrong?” 


“You’re lacking in consideration for a girl’s heart,” Kristina said as she 
clicked her tongue and shook her head. 


Mer also stared at Eugene with narrowed eyes as she accompanied 
Kristina in clicking her tongue. Mer seemed to be quite happy sitting 
on Abel’s back, so they had even bought a saddle she could sit on 
while riding him. 


A young girl wearing a fluffy-looking hat was sitting on the back of a 
wolf as big as an ox. That wolf was also responsible for determining 
their party’s direction and leading them. The twin siblings were 
following behind the wolf on bare feet, and a man wearing an 
oversized cloak was watching over the siblings with a stern look in his 
eye. A woman wearing a coat was also sticking to that man’s side. 


Several parties were leaving the gates of Rosrok at the same time, but 
none were as unique as Eugene’s. Ciel’s face flushed red as she felt the 
gazes staring at her as if enjoying the show. 


“Tf you keep mincing along like that, just when do you think we'll get 
there? Run!” Eugene roared. 


“Haoyay!” Mer also shouted as she patted Abel’s nape. 


Abel started running across the snowfield. As a result, Cyan and Ciel 
had no choice but to begin running diligently while barefoot. 


“There’s... there’s no need for us to run like this!” Ciel gasped. 
“You need to run if we plan on arriving quickly,” Eugene argued. 


“But I bet you didn’t run like this in Samar!” Ciel cried out in a 
sorrowful voice. 


Just why had Ciel decided to split off from the Lionheart clan’s main 
force to wait for Eugene? It was because she didn’t want Kristina and 
Eugene to travel alone together, all buddy-buddy like they had in 


Samar! It was all because Ciel couldn’t bear the thought of allowing 
them to just leisurely make their way to Lehain on their own. Because 
there had been an increase in their training ahead of the Knight 
March, Ciel hadn’t been able to follow Eugene to Aroth, but this time, 
she would finally be able to travel together with him. 


But just what was going on now? They should be riding around in a 
large, rented sleigh while using magic to circulate warm air around 
them... Ciel had been hoping for a chance to chat with each other 
while they built a bonfire at night and made memories while looking 
at the stars! So why was she currently barefoot, chasing that huge 
wolf’s ass? 


“Didn’t I run around a lot in Samar?” Eugene asked as he tilted his 
head, unable to understand what Ciel meant by her miserable cry. 


“Sir Eugene did run while I flew behind him,” Kristina affirmed before 
spreading her own wings in a demonstration. 


Of course, she hadn’t unfurled all eight of her wings. It was the divine 
spell that she had used while they were traveling through Samar, the 
Wings of Light. But with Kristina’s current strength, even if she flew 
for several days while using the Wings of Light, she wouldn’t run out 
of divine power. 


“Lady Ciel, it seems that you misunderstand something. Sir Eugene 
and I faithfully carried out our mission while we were in Samar. Every 
day, we were busy traveling while also being on guard for surprise 
attacks. ’'m actually more relaxed now than I was back then,” Kristina 
whispered softly as she flew over to Ciel at a low height. 


However, Ciel couldn’t afford to respond to her. Although she hadn’t 
had any problems while walking slowly, she was currently limiting the 
output of the White Flame Formula, protecting her feet from getting 
frostbite, and manipulating her mana so that she didn’t sink into the 
snow, all while running. So while Ciel had to keep focused on just 
maintaining her breathing, all she could do was glare at Kristina. 


Of course, Kristina wasn’t as burdened or as busy as Ciel. She fluttered 
her wings proudly as she lay down in mid-air. The wind and the 
flurries of snow which came flying toward her were irritating, but she 
could cover her eyes with a leisurely wave of her hands. 


“Although, Lady Ciel, it seems that you aren’t having as easy of a time 
as Iam,” Kristina calmly observed. 


While swallowing the swear words that threatened to erupt, Ciel 
resumed glaring ahead of her. 


The sight of Mer, who was giggling away while sitting on the wolf’s 
back, was the most annoying thing of all. 


Above Rosrok, a man who looked so beautiful that it was hard to 
believe that he was a man was holding his coat closed. While staring 
in the direction of Eugene’s back, which had at some point receded 
into the distance, the man licked his lips. 


“Your Majesty,” the man muttered. 


This whisper wasn’t directed at anyone here but instead to the 
territory of his Queen far away from here. 


“Eugene Lionheart has departed from here,” he reported. 


In the Devildom of Helmuth, the Black Shadow Forest, which just 
until a year ago, had been the territory of the Rakshasa Prince and 
home to the dark elves who followed her. It was a gigantic forest that 
had retained its primordial appearance. 


However, almost nothing remained of the appearance that the Black 
Shadow Forest had at that time. Trees had been cut down in swathes, 
and neat roads had been laid down on top of the soil. Buildings that 
might be seen in the capital city of Pandemonium were being erected 
in ones and twos by the undead, human, and demonfolk workers that 
had been hired by the Dreaming Construction Company. 


In the middle of all this, a statue of Noir Giabella that reproduced her 
alluring figure had been completed. 


“Ahahaha.” 


Noir Giabella, who had been sitting on top of her own giant statue’s 
head, bared her teeth in laughter. 


1. The literal translation of the original Korean phrase used here is, 
don’t even say anything. It’s used when someone is asking about 
something that should be obvious. 


2. A reminder that the ‘Twelve Finest’ is a group of the strongest 
knights in Shimuin. Eugene killed one of their members in the Samar 
Rainforest. = 


Chapter 224 
Scalia (1) 


The unnamed merchant of Rosrok had advised staying away from any 
flags depicting Black Dogs. It was perhaps a valid word of caution for 
any merchants. However, the mercenaries in question were only 
relatively famous in the region of Ruhr, which meant that they were 
nothing for Eugene to worry about. 


What would he do if he chanced upon the flags in the distance during 
his journey? He probably wouldn’t go out of his way to avoid them. It 
wasn’t that he wanted to ignore the merchant’s advice, but he also 
couldn’t be bothered to avoid a group he did not fear. 


“Hmm.” 


Indeed, it just so happened that Eugene came across the flags of the 
Black Dog Mercenaries. However, the flag of the Black Dogs was 
cemented in the snow instead of flapping in the wind. It wasn’t just 
their flag, either. Debris from their carts and sleds was laden across 
the snow, and even frozen bodies were buried in the snow. 


Eugene observed the scattered corpses and identified bodies of snow 
wolves, reindeer, horses, and other domesticated animals that would 
have pulled the carts and sleds, as well as the mercenaries themselves. 


“Tt wasn’t a monster attack,” Cyan remarked after observing the mess 
from Eugene’s side. 


A week had already passed since they departed from Rosrok, and Cyan 
was standing barefoot on the snowfield as if this was the most natural 
thing to do. That wasn’t all, either. A fierce snowstorm was raging on 
even at this moment, but the flurries never touched his body. He was 
manipulating fine mana that was almost invisible to the eye with 
extreme precision to push the snow away. 


“They slaughtered them as if it were a joke,” Ciel commented. 


She was more accustomed to inspecting such events compared to Cyan 
since the Black Lion Knights performed many different tasks for the 
Lionheart family, which included examining and handling corpses as 
basic fundamental knowledge. 


“Tt looks like it was done by... a single person. Of course, there could 
have been more, but for this incident, only a single person was 
responsible for slaughtering the mercenaries here,” Ciel continued 
with her analysis after pondering for a moment. She didn’t appear 
unaffected. Nevertheless, Ciel continued to closely examine the bodies 
for wounds and other hints. 


Eugene agreed with Ciel’s assessment. Just as she said, only one 
person was responsible for killing the mercenaries. But they had not 
been alone. Although the snow had wiped out most of the traces, it 
was possible to deduce the formation the assaulter’s group had taken 
in the beginning, as well as the patterns of the battle, from the 
locations and the conditions of the corpses, sleds, and carts. 


“There was at least one other person who was keeping watch,” Eugene 
added while kicking over the corpse in front of him. 


Ciel had also been correct in her initial statement; they had been 
killed in a nonchalant, joking manner as if the perpetrator had not 
been concerned at all. The one responsible had not swung their blade 
with the intent to kill. Instead, they had stayed faithful to their desire 
to cut their opponents. The wounds indicated that the one responsible 
had wielded their blade not because they wanted to kill the 
mercenaries but because they wanted to cut them. As such, the cuts on 
the bodies were promiscuous and shallow. The mercenaries had been 
hurt, allowed to run, then... cut down from behind. 


In a field as open and wide as this, one could escape in any direction 
if one wanted to. However, all of the mercenaries had fallen while 
fleeing in a specific direction. In other words, their choice had been 
limited in their path of escape, indicating another presence besides the 
killer who had been blocking their retreat. But the one tasked with 
preventing their escape had not wielded their blade but only herded 
the mercenary. 


“Who could it be?” muttered Cyan. 


At first, he thought it could have been infighting between the 
mercenaries. Since they were said to be vile, it wouldn’t have come as 
a surprise if any internal strife immediately led to stabbings. But 
judging from the traces left behind, what had occurred here was 
neither a battle due to internal conflict nor an execution between the 
mercenaries. Instead, it was a playful game of slaughter and 
execution. 


“T get that they’ve done bad things here and there, but this isn’t a 
result of resentment,” Cyan remarked grimly. 


The Black Dog Mercenaries had been en route to Lehain to participate 
in the Knight March, but in their bad fortune, they had encountered a 
killer who slaughtered for pleasure. 


The corpses weren’t old either. Although it was difficult to determine 
their exact time of death due to how frozen they were, it was always 
snowing in this field. It was snowing right now as well, and it had 
been snowing earlier too. It snowed in the morning, at dawn, and at 
night. Nevertheless, the bodies and the various debris weren’t 
completely buried. 


“What will you do?” Kristina asked after standing up once she was 
done praying for the dead. She continued while looking back at 
Eugene with worried eyes, “I don’t know the identity of the attacker, 
but if they are targeting those who are participating in the Knight 
March... Isn’t there the possibility that they will attack us as well?” 


“Then I’ll just ask them,” said Eugene with a shrug before gesturing to 
Abel. Mer was pinching her nose with a frown while riding on Abel’s 
back. 


She pouted while looking alternatingly at the corpses and the candy in 
her hand. “My candy is as red as blood. I lost my appetite; I don’t 
want to eat it anymore.” 


“Then don’t. It’ll make your teeth rot anyways,” answered Eugene. 


“My teeth will never rot, no matter how many candies I eat. And you 


telling me not to eat them made me want to eat them again, Sir 
Eugene.” Mer stuck out her tongue, which was red from eating the 
candy. 


After glancing over at Mer, Eugene approached Abel and stroked his 
forehead. “Smell it and follow it.” 


“Ts that really necessary?” asked Mer. 


“Tt’s better to find this unknown crazy killer than to be wary,” Eugene 
answered simply. 


“But what if it’s someone really strong?” Mer questioned back. 


“They’re not that strong. You can tell from how they used their sword. 
The person who was watching might be stronger, but that’s more the 
reason we should find them first,” responded Eugene. 


Snow wolves possessed an excellent sense of smell, and the wolves, as 
well as monsters, could track their prey even during a powerful 
snowstorm. Moreover, Abel was quite intelligent, just as the Beast 
King had promised, so he understood exactly what Eugene wanted. 


“Sniff sniff sniff...” Abel sniffed the ground while walking between the 
bodies, then gave a low cry. He then raised his head and turned back 
before glancing at Mer. Mer gave him a smile, then patted Abel’s 
rump. She had developed a good relationship with him during the 
week they spent together. 


Abel charged forward, followed by Ciel and Cyan. Kristina also 
unfolded her Wings of Light and soared into the sky. Eugene took his 
place at the party's rear to prepare for any unexpected situations. He 
expanded his senses to monitor the surrounding area and prepared 
himself to intervene immediately if something unexpected happened. 


Not long after, they encountered more corpses belonging to the Black 
Dog Mercenaries. The bodies belonged to those who had escaped... or 
rather, had been let go. It was as if the killer had played a game of 
tag, allowing the mercenaries to run before chasing them down. It 
wasn’t one or two bodies either. These were less than the dozens of 
bodies they initially encountered, but there were still five or six 


corpses at each encounter. 


The scent Abel pursued grew stronger as they saw more and more 
corpses. The distance between the killings grew further apart, but Abel 
dashed forward with even more confidence as he continued. The snow 
wolf traveled quite fast when it was locked onto its target, so fast that 
ordinary knights would have difficulty chasing after it. However, Ciel 
and Cyan managed to keep up with Abel while staying faithful to 
Eugene’s instructions from the first day. 


Eugene felt rather proud of their growth. Hamel had never had any 
successors, and although Cyan and Ciel weren’t technically Hamel’s 
successors, it pleased him to see them following instructions and 
growing stronger. Although the habit he instilled in them of finely 
manipulating mana wouldn’t immediately push them to five Stars of 
the White Flame Formula, it would certainly serve as a cornerstone for 
their growth in the future. 


The twins weren’t the only ones who were presented with the 
opportunity to grow through Eugene. After suffering because of 
Eugene’s constant visits to the Dark Room, Gilead and Gion were on 
the cusp of stepping into the Seventh Star of the White Flame 
Formula. Unfortunately, Carmen did not experience the same growth 
that pushed her to the boundary, but she was still satisfied with her 
achievements. 


—Blood Lion, thanks to you, I was able to create a new technique 
besides Destiny Breaker. I call it... Gungnir. I think it will be a good 
match against your secret technique, Eclipse. Why don’t we have a 
go? 


—How did you find out about Eclipse, Lady Carmen? 


—Mer told me. Eclipse... that’s a nice name. Blood Lion, how did you 
manage to blacken the sun to create an eclipse? 


The charming familiar had been hiding the fact that she had sneakily 
engaged with Eugene’s mind during the time he developed Eclipse. 
Then she had gone on to blabber the name, which Eugene didn’t want 
anyone to know, to none other than Carmen... 


Eugene trembled as he reflected on the anger, shame, and self- 
loathing he had felt then. He had thought that the good smack he gave 
Mer on her head had been sufficient at the time, but he felt a rising 
desire to run forward and give her another smack as he recalled the 
memory. 


After glaring at the back of Mer’s head for a moment, he suddenly 
spoke. 


“Stop.” 


His words reached all the way to the front, and Abel stopped even 
before Mer could give the order. It was a sudden command, but Ciel 
and Cyan immediately stopped in their tracks in an unusually neat 
motion as if someone had grabbed them from behind. 


“What’s wrong?” asked Kristina as she approached Eugene, who felt 
pretty satisfied. Instead of answering, Eugene raised his right hand. 


He formed signs with just one hand. Kristina’s eyes glimmered when 
she saw it, and Mer also gave a small burst of exclamation while 
riding on Abel’s back. 


Fwoosh. 


A small spark formed into existence in front of Eugene’s right hand. It 
was a purple flame created from Eugene’s White Flame Formula, and 
with a flick of his finger, the flame soared into the sky. 


“What did you just do?” asked Cyan with a confused expression. 


Mer burst out laughing as if she had been waiting. “Well, let me 
explain. That is something Sir Eugene has been working hard on in 
Aroth. His Signature...” 


“Mer Mer, be quiet,” Eugene growled with a glare. 


Mer grumbled while pouting, “You don’t even bother to finish the 
word Merdein anymore?” 


Eugene ignored her. His view connected with the flame and expanded, 
even without having to close his eyes. There was a limit to how far a 
human could expand their mana to scout their surroundings. 
However, if you used mana to cast magic, the radius could be 
increased significantly depending on the level of the wizard. 


The flame itself wasn’t Eugene’s Signature. Just as Jeneric Osman had 
gone through several stages while developing his Signature, Yggdrasil, 
this flame was just one of the steps Eugene had taken in creating his 
Signature. 


He spotted the things that had been bothering his senses and saw the 
sight clearly through his flame. Two people were standing in front of 
three dead bodies. In addition, one person was kneeling on the snow 
as a sword carved his neck like a saw blade. 


“This is crazy,” grumbled Eugene as he extinguished the flame. 
Although he had not bothered to guess who the attacker would be, the 
person he saw was someone truly unexpected, and in all honesty, he 
didn’t really want to proceed any further if it entailed meeting this 
person. No matter how he looked at it, they weren’t normal. 


However, the two of them had met gazes right before Eugene 
extinguished the flame, and he didn’t know if the attacker would try 
to head toward his group. As far as Eugene could tell, the attacker was 
still unmoving. If they had not sensed Eugene’s presence, there would 
be no need for the two groups to meet. However, Eugene judged there 
was a need to take the initiative to meet them if they had sensed him 
and would try to target him and his group. 


The opponent was someone in a position of power. 


Eugene and the others were no longer in a rush to advance, and both 
Mer and Abel backed up as well. None of them wanted to provoke 
their opponents, regardless of the power disparity that might exist 
between them. Would they take the initiative? Or would they leave 
without caring? The latter was unlikely, and from the trail of blood 
they had left in their path, the former would probably come true, 
but... the attackers remained in their spot. The two of them remained 
unmoving from where Eugene had spotted them. 


“ ,.Ugh.” Ciel frowned. It was hardly snowing where they were, which 


meant that the ground was still vividly colored crimson with blood. 
The heat of the red liquid had already dissipated, but the unique, fishy 
smell of the expunged filth from the dead heavily stained the nearby 
area. There was more blood and odor than usual coming from a 
simple corpse because they had been killed in such a gruesome way. 


Eugene spread his cloak without a word. Mer wasn’t afraid of the 
sight, but she still thought it was terrible. As such, she didn’t protest 
against Eugene’s invitation and unhesitatingly entered her haven. In 
the meantime, Kristina recited prayers for the dead after giving a 
small sigh. 


“’,.Don’t tell me,” Cyan said after hesitating for a while. His hand 
remained on the pommel of the sword hanging from his waist. “... 
Princess Scalia Animus?” 


The two people standing up ahead adorned armor emitting a pale 
purple light but forwent any sort of thick winter coats suitable for the 
freezing land. Although their armor looked to be made of metal, it did 
not stick to the flesh in the cold. 


Mithril was famous for being capable of embracing mana on its own, 
but their armor was made of something even more valuable — 
oirhalcon. An armor made of this rare metal protected its owner’s 
body from all kinds of harm, even without a separate inscription or 
enchantment of magic. The armor was known as Exid, and it belonged 
to the Sea Kingdom of Shimuin. In particular, Exid, created using large 
amounts of oirhalcon, was the symbol of the kingdom’s royal knights. 


The bloodstained knight raised their head. It was the same knight who 
had been sawing the head off the body in front of them like a maniac. 
It was hard to tell their gender due to the Exid covering their chest, 
but they were rather petite, which indicated they were likely a girl. In 
addition, inscribed on their chest plate was a depiction of waves and a 
whirlpool, which was the symbol of the Violent Tide Knights, and the 
eagle soaring above it represented the royal family. 


Clack. 


The helmet flipped open, and once it reclined like a hood, red hair 
poured out like a waterfall. 


“How impudent.” It was Princess Scalia, Vice Commander of the 
Violent Tide Knights, nicknamed the Princess Knight. “How is it that 
you don’t lower your heads, bend your backs, and kneel, knowing well 
who I am?” 


Her orange eyes glimmered between her messy bangs. It was difficult 
to tell why her eyes had lost focus and why there were deep, dark 
bags under her eyes. 


“Your vulgar actions have insulted me. Or are you the colleagues or 
family of the rascals I just punished? I thought I had disciplined 
everyone, but could it be that traces of the muddy filth still 
remained?” she continued. 


“What?” Cyan asked, confused. 


“Shut your mouth, you lowlife. I, Princess Scalia, have not given you 
permission to open your dirty mouth,” Scalia retorted immediately 
with a glare after hearing Cyan’s flustered question. She flicked away 
the blood staining her sword. “I mistakenly thought that I had killed 
enough, but clearly, this white land is still filled with filth. Fine. I, 
Princess Scalia, will act on behalf of the Barbarian King!1] and grace 
your filth with enlightenment. Only a painful hell awaits those who 
are unscrupulous.” 


“Wait, Princess Scalia...!” Cyan called out. 


“Do not taint my name with that filthy, vulgar mouth of yours, you 
trash! The stench oozing from your maw makes me sick!” shouted 
Scalia, and Cyan quickly clasped his hand over his mouth in surprise. 


A stench? That couldn’t be true...? Cyan’s eyes quivered with shock as 
Scalia strode toward them with heavy breaths. 


“Hey, hey... What do we do?” asked Ciel while looking back at 
Eugene in surprise. 


They were up against the Princess of Shimuin. No matter what she 
said, they couldn’t simply retort in kind. Moreover, Scalia’s current 
condition was bizarre. Eugene, Ciel, and Cyan were all wearing 
uniforms engraved with the symbol of the Lionhearts. But instead of 


showing any sign of recognition, Scalia was openly expressing anger 
and disgust toward them, mistaking them as the colleagues or family 
of the dead mercenaries. 


“...Princess.” The other knight spoke up when they saw Scalia striding 
forward. He was also armed in Exid, and his face was covered with a 
helmet. However, it was clear from his voice that the knight was a 
young man. “They are neither colleagues nor family of the 
mercenaries you punished, Princess.” 


“Then why are they acting so impudent towards my royal self? Why 
are they still not showing respect to me?” asked Scalia. 


“This is not Shimuin, and they aren’t ones with status low enough to 
kneel unconditionally out of respect for you, Princess,” the knight 
answered. 


“Dior! It is difficult for my royal self to understand what you are 
saying. I... feel very dizzy. I can’t see very well, either. Who in the 
world are they?” asked Scalia. 


“They are the young lions of the Lionhearts, the descendants of the 
Great Vermouth,” answered Dior. 


“What?” exclaimed Scalia before coming to a stop. She looked straight 
ahead, then down at the sword in her hand before shaking her head 
vigorously. “...That cannot be. I do not see them as the lions of 
Lionhearts...” 


“Tt must be because you are so tired, Princess. Please listen to me...” 


“Stop! I will not listen! How...! How could I, Scalia Animus, not 
attend the gathering of famous knights from all over the world!?” 
shouted Scalia before collapsing on the spot. “If it’s because of fatigue, 
I can just rest right away. Dior, prepare to rest immediately.” 


“Yes.” The man, Dior, bowed his head. His helmet was still obscuring 
his face, and when he raised his head again, his gaze remained on 
Eugene for a moment. 


“All of you. Come over here and sit,” said Scalia. “Come and speak. 


Why were you lot wandering in the snowy field, and why did you 
stand in the way of my royal self?” 


“We were on our way to the Knight March as members of the 
Lionheart family,” answered Cyan, his hand still clasped over his 
mouth. 


Scalia snorted before shaking her head. “Do not lie, you lowly 
peasant. If you really are members of the Lionheart family, then why 
are your manners so shabby? Where are the brave knights of 
Lionheart?” 


“That’s...” 


“T have seen straight through your lies! How dare you try to deceive 
me. I will have you executed immediately and—” shouted Scalia. 


“Then why were you wandering the snowy fields with only a single 
knight accompanying you, Princess?” Eugene asked after quietly 
listening to the conversation for a while. “I saw the people you killed, 
Princess. The Black Dog Mercenaries. I’ve heard that they were a 
rotten bunch, but the method of their execution was excessive for the 
nature of the crimes they—” 


“How dare you try to judge the nature of their crime? You are not 
qualified!” roared Scalia, interrupting Eugene. 


“Then what qualifications do you possess to judge them, Princess?” 
asked Eugene. 


“My royal self has only responded to the cries of the poor, asking for 
their punishment. You ask why I was wandering the snowfields with 
only one knight? It was one week ago. My royal self and the Violent 
Tide Knights stopped by a village of the natives to rest. However, the 
village had already been looted to the point of starvation! To the 
extent that they couldn’t find the means to survive the immediate 
cold!” thundered Scalia. 


“Tt was a terrible crime committed by those scum mercenaries who 
looted the village before the before the Violent Tide Knights stopped 
by. My royal self found the people of the village pitiful and released 


the supplies of the Violent Tide Knights and distributed them to the 
village. Then I decided to punish the scum myself since it was the 
right thing to do. However, it was clearly too much to mobilize all the 
knights just to punish a simple group of mercenaries.” 


While Scalia talked, Dior finished setting up camp. He set up a tent 
against the snowstorm and laid a wide cloth over the ground. Once he 
rolled a small sphere in the middle, the object swelled up greatly and 
started emitting heat and light. 


Princess Scalia continued. “So I decided to chase and punish them 
alone, and the commander of the Violent Tide Knights willingly 
allowed me to carry out this righteous task. That is why my royal self 
was wandering around with Dior, my aide, to clean up the trash. So, 
did you say that my method of execution was excessive? They were 
sinners who deserved to die writhing in pain! The villagers might have 
died in the freezing cold if I had not taken care of them. Isn’t it only 
right for the sinners who caused such pain and suffering to suffer 
before they die?” 


While she continued, Dior climbed into the tent and sat down. Instead 
of taking off her Exid, Scalia grabbed and embraced the warm sphere 
with both hands. “So I... They...” 


“Princess.” 


“No, no. Dior. I am fine... I do not need to rest.” Scalia felt her tired 
eyes threatening to close. After grinding her teeth while staying still, 
she threw the sphere out of the tent. “I don’t need this. I don’t need 
anything like this. My sword... No, no... I need to rest a little...” 


She was contradicting herself over and over. Indeed, Scalia’s condition 
was beyond understanding. 


“,.Please come and sit down,” said Dior. Scalia said no more and sat 
before embracing her knees while chewing on her lips. 


1. She actually refers to the Beast King, Aman Ruhr, as the Barbarian 
King. & 


Chapter 225 
Scalia (2) 


“Sorry for the late introduction,” Dior said with a deep sigh after 
taking off his helmet once Eugene and the others entered the tent and 
sat down. The face that was revealed belonged to a young, beautiful 
man, and he looked as young as he sounded. 


“My name is Dior Hyman. I am a member of the Violent Tide Knights 
and an aide to Princess Scalia,” continued Dior. 


“Hyman?” Cyan was the first to respond. After blurting out the name, 
he stared intently at Dior’s face for a while. “Are you perhaps Sir 
Ortus Hyman’s... Ba 


“T’m his son,” answered Dior. 


Ortus Hyman was the name of the First Knight, the Commander of the 
Violent Tide Knights, and the one who stood at the peak of the 
Shimuin’s Twelve Finest. 


Eugene also searched his memory after hearing Dior’s introduction. He 
recalled hearing the name while receiving education at the house of 
the Lionheart clan’s main branch. If his memory served correctly, Dior 
was the same age as the late Eward, two years older than Eugene and 
the twins. The Hyman family was one of the most prestigious, skilled 
families of knights in Shimuin, and Ortus Hyman was a name that was 
always brought up when discussing the continent’s finest warriors. As 
a result, the children of the Lionheart clan were cautioned to be wary 
of the one named Dior ever since they were young. 


‘They said he was heads and shoulders above the others ever since he was 
young,’ Eugene recalled. 


With their interests piqued, similar to Cyan, Ciel and Eugene also 
observed Dior. He was clearly outstanding for his age, but it only 


seemed so because Eugene’s standards were too high. Truthfully, the 
aura he emitted was great enough for him to be considered a member 
of the Violent Tide Knights. However, he felt a little lacking, 
considering that he was the son of Shimuin’s First Knight. Leo, 
Alchester’s son, was a genius even by Eugene’s standards, and even 
Cyan and Ciel were top talents of the Lionheart family, though they 
were overshadowed by Eugene. But what about Dior? Indeed, he 
seemed strong and talented, but... it wasn’t astoundingly so. 


‘Well, I’m sure what’s on the surface isn’t everything.’ 


When Eugene had seen the Shimuin duo through his flame, Dior had 
noticed his presence, while Scalia failed to do so. Their gazes had even 
met, so Eugene did not want to judge Dior’s skills hastily. 


“T ask for your understanding regarding Princess Scalia’s attitude,” 
said Dior. Scalia had acted violently while leaning on her royal 
authority, but Dior, her aide, did not attempt to follow her example. 
But he wasn’t dismissing Scalia either. Instead, he continued taking 
glances at Scalia to check her condition. As evidenced by earlier 
conversation, Scalia didn’t seem to be in her right mind. She was 
chewing on her chapped lips while pulling on her hair, wrapping it 
around her finger. 


Dior gave a deep sigh before parting his lips, “Princess.” 


“Stop, Dior. I know what you are trying to say. So don’t bother saying 
it. My royal self will not do as you say,” responded Scalia. 


“But Princess, don’t you feel that the symptoms of your disease are 
quite serious?” asked Dior, trying to sound rational. 


“Symptoms? Disease? I am just tired from a lack of sleep. How could 
you call this a disease?” asked Scalia, glaring at Dior with bloodshot 
eyes. “I am completely fine. The climate of this land is vastly different 
from that of Shimuin, which is why I haven’t completely adapted yet. 
Once I rest, I will be well in a few days at the latest. So, Dior, stop 
yourself from speaking any words that I don’t want to hear.” 


In the face of Scalia's stubbornness, Dior couldn’t think of anything to 
say. 


“My royal self will walk around for a while. You, young lions of the 
Lionheart clan, if you wish to go with me, you may stay. But if you are 
planning to disturb me, leave quickly,” saying so, Scalia leaped up 
from her seat. The hood of her helmet fell and covered her face. Dior 
quickly stood up and attempted to follow her, but she turned her head 
and glared at him in response. “Do not follow me. My royal self will 
not go far. I feel distracted and dizzy, so I just want to walk around by 
myself for a little while.” 


“But...” 


“T know that you are concerned, but I will not listen to you,” said 
Scalia in a sharp voice before jerking away. Dior stood in place for a 
moment, staring at Scalia’s back with worry. 


“She... must be very sensitive,” said Cyan after a moment. 


He was trying his best to keep his expression under control, but a 
mark had already been left on Cyan’s tender heart. Even though it had 
been well over a year since talk of marriage between him and Princess 
Scalia began, he had been called all sorts of mean names instead of a 
kind greeting. 


‘Even the King of Ruhr recognized me and patted me on the shoulder,’ 
Cyan mused, dejected. 


It felt as if his heart had been broken before he even got to meet her 
properly. The wound in Cyan’s heart only widened with each passing 
moment, causing his shoulders to droop. 


“The princess suffered from mild insomnia even when we were back 
in Shimuin,” said Dior with a bitter smile after taking a seat once 
more. “As is the case with these kinds of illnesses, the princess’ 
insomnia is a disease of the heart. Still, she managed to sleep, albeit 
very lightly, when she was in Shimuin. However, she has barely slept 
at all after we’ve arrived in this snowy field.” 


“T can help with that,” Kristina spoke up for the first time. “I apologize 
for not introducing myself earlier. My name is Kristina Rogeris of the 
Holy Empire.” 


“Ah... the Saint Candidate?” asked Dior. 
“Yes.” 


“You said you could help, but what exactly do you mean by that?” 
asked Dior. 


“Of the divine magic I know, one of the spells calms the uneasy mind 
and leads the restless mind to a peaceful sleep. Sir Dior, as you said, 
most cases of insomnia are diseases of the heart that are hard to cure, 
but I’m sure my divine magic could help to alleviate some of the 
princess’ burdens,” answered Kristina. 


She wasn’t thinking of the benefits that would come from helping the 
princess. Although she had received coercive education, Kristina was 
still a priestess. It was her duty to lead the suffering to the peace of 
Light. Even Anise had been extremely delinquent, especially 
considering her role as the Saint, but had never hesitated to help 
others in need. 


“Tt didn’t seem like insomnia was the problem,” said Eugene. “That’s 
what she said just now. The princess said she could fall asleep 
whenever she wanted.” 


Indeed, Princess Scalia had brought up the topic of taking a break. But 
immediately after taking a seat and feeling languid, she resisted. She 
had chewed on her lips, ripped her hair, and forced her eyes open. 
Moreover, she had gone for a walk — which Eugene suspected was to 
shake off the feeling of drowsiness. 


“T dare not speak easily of the princess’ situation,” said Dior, looking 
out the tent with an awkward expression. The snow and the wind 
were getting stronger, and Scalia could no longer be seen. 


The Princess Knight was a nickname that acted as the symbol 
representing the Kingdom of Knights, Shimuin, and its royal family. 
Although it was true that Scalia rose to the position of the Vice 
Commander of the Violent Tide Knights partially because of her 
status, it was also undeniable that she was skilled enough to be 
recognized within the Violent Tide Knights as well. Even if there were 
monsters that could threaten her in the depths of the Lehainjar Snowy 


Mountains, she certainly would not run into any problems in the 
snowy field they were currently traversing. 


“T must go find the princess,” Dior said after a brief silence. He knew 
better than anyone how skilled she was, but that didn’t mean he could 
simply leave her alone. Scalia had been acting strange lately, and this, 
too, was something Dior knew all too well. 


“We will get going then,” said Eugene before quickly rising from his 
seat. But he realized belatedly that everyone except Dior was staring 
at him with surprise. 


“Yes. I look forward to seeing you in Lehain,” Dior responded calmly. 
He was the only one who seemed unfazed by Eugene’s response. 


Dior exited through the tent’s flap, and Cyan stared at Eugene with a 
dumbfounded expression. “We’re leaving? Why?” 


“What do you mean why? Why not, you punk? What else would we do 
besides leave?” asked Eugene. 


“Well... Sir Dior looked a little troubled, so we could help them out 
and...” mumbled Cyan. 


“What is there to help him with? It’s not like Princess Scalia is a child. 
She only went out for a short walk, so why should we help search for 
someone we have nothing to do with?” Eugene asked, exasperated. 


“That’s true, but...” muttered Cyan with drooping shoulders. 
“Wouldn’t Princess Scalia be in need of my help?” asked Kristina. 


“T told you earlier, right? It’s not that Princess Scalia can’t sleep; it’s 
that she’s not sleeping on purpose. I don’t know exactly what it is, but 
she’s not normal.” 


“Eugene is right,” Ciel piped in, nodding. “Princess Scalia is not 
normal. Even now, she almost attacked us, right? It means she’s 
incapable of distinguishing what’s right in front of her eyes. She’s not 
in the right state of mind. However, it’s even more annoying because 


she’s Shimuin’s princess. So even if we are the Lionhearts, there’s 
nothing we can do against her.” 


Kristina and Cyan did not argue any further after hearing Ciel and 
Eugene’s opinions. 


[Can I come out now?] Mer asked from inside Eugene’s cloak. 


Instead of answering, however, Eugene tightened the cloak around 
him. But it wasn’t out of spite. Mer realized Eugene’s intent and let 
out a small, surprised sound. 


“.,.Ah,” Kristina exclaimed as well. Although she could not read 
Eugene’s mind, Anise had spoken from inside her mind. Kristina 
placed her hand on the flail on her waist with a stiff expression. They 
found themselves in an even stronger snowstorm once they exited the 
tent. Abel took the lead once more, and the group began cutting 
through the blizzard. 


“Don’t get too far from the group,” Eugene cautioned. 


It wasn’t their first time traveling through a snowstorm, but the 
warning felt quite unusual for Cyan and Ciel. However, they didn’t ask 
any questions. Eugene’s voice was as cold as the swirling snow; the 
finality in it meant the table wasn’t open for any discussions or 
questions. The following silence only intensified the tension. Cyan 
took off Gedon’s Shield from his back and placed it on his left arm, 
though he couldn’t give an exact reason for his behavior. Ciel grabbed 
the pommel of the Phantom Rain Sword, which was hidden inside her 
cloak. 


Eugene was the first to sense the change. But instead of speaking out, 
he activated the White Flame Formula. Cyan and Ciel halted their 
steps at the sudden activation of mana. 


Fwoosh! 


Kristina called on the Light and pushed the blizzard away. Wings of 
Light unfolded brilliantly to encompass their surroundings, and a large 
cross enveloped in a circle appeared beneath their feet. 


Eugene turned around. The snow did not invade the holy formation, 
and he could see that someone stood on the far side of the blizzard 
outside the circle. It was none other than Princess Scalia. 


“Something’s...” mumbled Cyan. 


He stared at Scalia while holding Gedon’s Shield. Although the 
blizzard was raging quite strongly, he could make out her face if he 
focused hard enough. 


Something was wrong. It was similar to what he had felt before, but 
Scalia was even stranger now. Her eyes were rather dim and out of 
focus earlier, but now, they had no focus at all. Even though Scalia’s 
eyes were open, they were utterly devoid of any light, as if they 
belonged to the dead. 


“Where is Sir Dior...?” 


“Pay for your sins with death!” Scalia roared before Cyan could finish. 
Her face was displayed inside her helmet, and dark blue mana 
wrapped and soared from her figure. 


Boom! 


The snow around her scattered and evaporated in an instant. Scalia 
charged forward through the blizzard. 


“Princess!” However, Dior ran forward and blocked her path before 
anything else happened. He opened his arms wide in front of Scalia 
and shouted in a bewildered voice. “P-please stop! They are from the 
Lionheart—” 


“Do you dare to stand in the way of my royal self!? You are not 
worthy!” roared Scaila before swinging down at Dior without 
hesitation. She wasn’t attacking to threaten him but rather trying to 
cleave his body in half. Dior belatedly drew his own sword in surprise. 


Clang! 


Although he had been late to draw his blade, Dior managed to deflect 


Scalia’s blow without any difficulty. Moreover, his posture wasn’t 
disturbed even the slightest, even though he had received her blow 
from the bottom. 


“Ah...!” Cyan stepped forward to help, but Eugene raised his arm and 
blocked his path. Cyan looked at Eugene with shock. “What!? Why?” 


“Hold on a second,” said Eugene without any further explanation. 
Boom! 


Another explosion resounded. Scalia had swung down her sword like 
an axe with a grimace, and Dior received her blow once more without 
backing down. He was quite skilled. Eugene had assumed that Dior 
had been hiding his skills earlier, and as expected, Dior showed 
prowess befitting or even greater than what was expected from the 
son of Shimuin’s First Knight to block Scalia’s fierce offensive. It was 
difficult to estimate exactly how much mana he was outputting, but it 
was pretty clear that Dior had an advantage over the Vice Commander 
of the Violent Tide Knights when it came to sword-light. 


Scalia was out of her mind, but her blade was not dulled by the 
influence on her mind. Instead, Scalia was wielding her sword with all 
her might precisely because she was not in her right mind. But, even 
so, she could not best Dior. 


“Ugh...!” Dior was genuinely at a loss. Although he had intervened in 
a hurry, he had no idea why Princess Scalia was running rampant. The 
only thing that was clear was that Princess Scalia did not recognize 
the Lionhearts or him. 


“You dirty, scumbag pirates. Have you followed my royal self out of 
the sea all the way to this white land? You, aren’t you the mercenary I 
killed earlier? How is it that you’re still alive? Aha! That’s right! You 
must have sold your soul to an evil demon!” shouted Scalia. It was 
impossible to understand what she was saying at all. 


That wasn’t the only problem either. Dior didn’t want to expose 
himself to the young lions of the Lionheart clan. However, it wasn’t as 
if he could leave Princess Scalia to turn her sword against them either. 


‘Let’s focus on subduing her... ’ Dior thought fast. 


There would be no end in sight if he only focused on defending. As 
such, Dior was left with no choice but to come to a compromise. He 
would properly subdue Princess Scalia. After making up his mind, he 
tightened his grip on his sword. 


He made one last eye contact with Princess Scalia as if to ask for her 
understanding. He could see her dull eyes nesting inside her helmet, 
her lifeless, dim eyes... 


“Princess Scal—” 


Dior was never given an opportunity to finish. The distance between 
him and Princess Scalia was short enough for proper eye contact, and 
as soon as he peered into her eyes, it felt as if the distance between 
them had shortened. Had it, really? No, the only thing that had 
approached him was the gaze. 


‘Her eyes.’ 


Dior stiffened up like a stone statue. He found himself unable to 
control his body, let alone wield his sword. 


“This body is too weak.” 


He heard a voice coming from inside Scalia’s helmet. The voice 
belonged to her, but the one speaking wasn’t Princess Scalia. 


“Or is the host too weak? Well, there’s nothing to be expected from a 
low-ranking incubus.” 


Scalia’s Exid helmet opened wide, and she raised her head as her coral 
hair spilled out like a waterfall. Countless stars were born in her 
lightless eyes. 


This was Forced Slumber, Oneric Cascade. There were no warning 
signs nor any wavering mana. As soon as the target was captured in 
sight, they could be forced to slumber at will. It was a power that any 
high-ranking Night Demon could use, and she was stronger than any 


of the Night Demons. In her case, she could force almost anyone to 
sleep. The activation of the ability signaled the end. Just like its name, 
Oneric Cascade, the one afflicted would be led to a world of endless, 
cascading dreams the moment they fell asleep. 


“Oh my,” said Scalia with surprise. She had planned to put everyone 
to sleep but had clearly failed. Only two people had fallen asleep, and 
her skill had been interrupted as well. The two people on their knees 
were simply sleeping, not affected by Oneric Cascade. 


“Divine barrier... It sure is amazing, but I didn’t think something 
made quick and dirty could block me like this.” The one speaking was 
the Queen of the Night Demons, Noir Giabella. She painted a smile on 
Scalia’s face while tilting her head. 


Although she gave a relaxed smile, Noir’s mind was turning nonstop. 
Her main body was in the Forest of Dark Shadows, located far from 
here in Helmuth. She could be here solely because she was using the 
body of a low-ranking incubus, one active in Rosrok, as a vessel. As a 
result, Noir wasn’t capable of using the full extent of her power nor 
her Demoneye of Fantasy. But she had never imagined she would need 
it in the first place. Bullying Scalia in her dreams had only been a 
mischievous prank, though she had eventually taken control of 
Scalia’s body after she fell asleep. 
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‘I was going to lead them to their dreams and have a taste... 
Noir’s smile grew deeper. 


“That’s funny,” she said. Even at this moment, she was continuing to 
use Forced Slumber. However, Kristina and Eugene were unaffected. 


“What are you?” asked Noir with curiosity. 


1. The original Korean text had Ortus’ last name as Neumann (though 
Dior was always Hyman), and it was initially translated so. But the 
subsequent chapters made us realize that it must have been a mistake, 
as Ortus is mentioned as Ortus Hyman. = 


Chapter 226 
Scalia (3) 


It felt as if his head had frozen over. Eugene strained his eyes and 
clenched his fists tightly. Forced Slumber, the power of the Night 
Demons, allowed the Night Demons to put to sleep any targets in their 
sight. It was closer to an intense suggestion rather than magic, and it 
was a power that every Night Demon possessed. 


Naturally, the actual strength of the skill varied depending on the 
level of the Night Demon themself. Low-level Night Demons would 
need to stare into the eyes of their target for quite some time before 
they could put them to sleep, so the inferior succubus of Bolero Street 
abetted their attempts with additional things like drugs and alcohol. 


However, when it came to Night Demons that were mid-level or 
stronger, they could push their target into sleep with nothing but 
sharing a gaze and holding a conversation. As their name suggested, 
Night Demons dug into the dreams of their opponents, so it wasn’t an 
exaggeration to say that what distinguished them from each other was 
how fast they could put their opponents to sleep. 


The opponent Eugene was faced with at this moment was powerful 
enough to immediately force sleep with a simple eye contact, and on 
several people as well. It was from quite a distance as well, and with 
not even proper eye contact with everyone. Moreover, it wasn’t as if 
Eugene’s group had been unprepared and defenseless either. 


Kristina’s divine power had grown exponentially after Anise’s 
awakening, and the variety and power of divine magic she could wield 
had also increased. Even so, she had failed to completely prevent 
Forced Slumber. It was partially because Kristina wasn’t as strong as 
Anise in her prime, but also because the existence in control of Scalia’s 
body was of a different class altogether — Noir Giabella, the Queen of 
the Night Demons. 


‘Compared to three hundred years ago, she’s more... ’ 


Eugene could feel the inside of his fist throbbing. His fingertips were 
digging into his palm and causing it to bleed, but it couldn’t be 
helped. He felt as if he would instantly collapse into sleep if he didn’t 
force himself to focus like this. Noir’s Forced Slumber had not been 
this strong three hundred years ago. In fact, Noir’s Forced Slumber 
had never succeeded in penetrating through Anise’s barrier. As such, 
Noir had resorted to other methods to harass Hamel and his comrades 
in the past. 


The most common tactic had been to ambush them. First, she would 
attempt to overpower Hamel’s party with sheer numbers of Night 
Demons. Then she would use her Demoneye of Fantasy to change their 
realities and dreams. 


But what about now? Eugene glared at Scalia, or rather, Noir. Her 
eyes were filled with countless stars. Her eyes were representative of 
Noir, but this wasn’t the Demoneye of Fantasy. Recalling how she had 
grumbled about having to use a low-level vessel, it could be deduced 
that it wasn’t even Noir’s true body that had taken control of Scalia. 
And yet, her Forced Slumber was so powerful... There was an obvious 
explanation. 


Three hundred years was a long time, and Noir had not been sleeping 
around. Noir Giabella had grown powerful to even surpass her 
nickname as the Queen of the Night Demons. She was now as strong 
as the Demon Kings from before. 


‘I should have killed her three hundred years ago,’ thought Eugene 
regretfully. 


[We should have killed her three hundred years ago.] The same 
thought was going through Anise’s mind as well. 


Noir had stood at the peak of the demonfolk three hundred years ago. 
No one had expected her to have pursued greater strength and 
achieved it. Sure, there had not been many suitable opportunities to 
kill her, but still, both Anise and Eugene regretted that they had not 
pushed themselves further to eliminate her. 


“You’re being vigilant? How cute,” Noir said with a wide smile. She 
was still leaning her head to the side like a curious cat and continued 
speaking while twirling Scalia’s red hair with her fingers. “You don’t 


have to be so scared. What I did just now was... Well, it was just a 
small prank. You guys are considered young, even among humans, 
right? For me, all of you are nothing more than just babbling babies.” 


While Noir continued in an entertained voice, Eugene and Kristina 
shared a silent gaze. 


They weren’t up against Noir’s true body, which was quite fortunate. 
If Noir were here in person, they would never stand a chance with 
their current strength. They could attempt to tackle a battle against 
Noir’s true body in many different ways, but only one conclusion was 
to be made: it was impossible for them to kill Noir right now. Even 
three hundred years ago, this had been impossible for Hamel to 
accomplish alone, so it was only natural for this outcome to occur, 
especially since Noir had grown stronger since then. 


‘We could kill her if it’s not her true body, but... what’s the point if we 
don’t kill her true body?’ 


Eugene cooled his head and suppressed his murderous intent. 
[Don’t spread your wings. ] 


Anise thought similarly. The only silver lining was that she wouldn’t 
be affected by Forced Slumber or Oneric Cascade. Anise currently 
resided in Kristina, and Anise was more than accustomed to Noir’s 
attacks. Anise wasn’t an ordinary existence by any means, and her 
mental strength far exceeded that of any normal human’s. 


The same was true for Kristina as well. With the two of them together, 
it was impossible for Noir to dig into Kristina’s dream. In fact, it 
wasn’t an exaggeration to say that the Hero’s party from three 
hundred years ago had successfully resisted Noir’s attempts thanks to 
the presence of the Saint. 


If Noir were allowed to break into Kristina, she would realize the 
presence of Anise. Naturally, Anise did not want such things to 
happen, which was why she warned Kristina to keep her wings folded. 
Eight wings would draw too much attention from anyone, including 
Noir. 


“Yow’re not scared,” said Noir with a cheerful smile. “Babies these 
days are very brave. Far from being intimidated by me, you feel anger 
and murderous will instead. Moreover, you're holding them in instead 
of expressing your emotions like a baby?” 


“Then,” Eugene questioned, “Should I not feel anything after you’ve 
suddenly pulled your sword and attacked us?” 


“Come on. I told you, right? That was just a small prank. It’s... think 
of it as a cultural difference. Think of it as a difference between 
humans and demonfolk. Besides, I wasn’t really trying to kill you lot,” 
answered Noir with a giggle. She pointed at Dior, who was buried half 
in the snow. “Even this young knight, right? I could have easily killed 
him when he got in the way of my surprise attack. I could kill him 
even now if I wanted. He’s sleeping without a care in the world, so if I 
took my sword and just...!” 


Noir suddenly raised her voice and swung her sword. “I could just kill 
him! But I didn’t, right? That’s why I’m saying it’s only a prank, a 
joke. I guess humans might think it’s a bit extreme, but it’s nothing 
more than a harmless prank for me.” 


Her sword had stopped millimeters in front of Dior’s neck. Noir 
giggled before tossing her sword behind her. 


“Were you offended?” she asked. 


Eugene didn’t respond but instead focused on keeping alert while 
glaring at Noir. After a brief moment of silence, Noir shrugged. “My, 
my. Kids these days lack a sense of humor. In this age of peace, there’s 
no reason for me to ambush and kill the children of the Lionheart 
clan, is there? If I did that, it would be disastrous.” 


“And is the Princess of Shimuin okay?” Eugene rebuked. 


“T didn’t kill her, did I? This princess tried too hard to live up to the 
expectations of others. She trained hard without even sleeping, but 
honestly, her skills are only so-so. I wouldn’t go so far as to say she’s 
bad, but she’s honestly not talented enough to be revered as the 
Princess Knight,” said Noir. She raised her limp hand and touched her 
cheek. “What a waste of her youth and appearance. I wish she could 


live in moderation and enjoy her life instead of obsessing so much 
about the sword. Do you understand what I’m talking about? I didn’t 
attack this princess. I helped her. I guess it can’t be helped since she’s 
like this by nature, but... isn’t it sad that she can’t even sleep 
properly?” 


“Tt’s not that she can’t sleep. She didn’t seem to like it,” Eugene 
commented. 


“Tt’s because she has so much fear. Well, did I go too far with my 
joke? I simply showed her a few dreams, but she freaked out and 
didn’t want to sleep. It wasn’t even that bad of a nightmare either,” 
Noir replied cheerfully. 


“Youre quite the foul one, aren’t you?” said Eugene with a twisted 
smile. “You dug into Princess Scalia’s dream and took control of it 
because you knew we couldn’t act carelessly against the Princess of 
Shimuin.” 


“Jokes are only fun when they’re foul. It would have been even more 
entertaining if you had hurt this princess with your sword... Ahahaha. 
I’m only kidding, only kidding. Just a joke. Please don’t glare at me 
like that,” Noir said with a wave of her hand. She then asked 
suddenly, “Do you know who I am?” 


“The Queen of Night Demons,” answered Eugene. 


“How did you know? This is no fun! I was going to introduce myself 
with a solemn expression, but now you’ve ruined it for me.” 


“T had a rough idea when I saw Princess Scalia not wanting to sleep. 
Not that I expected it to be the Queen of the Night Demons herself,” 
said Eugene. 


“Should I say you have good intuition? Or a rich imagination? Or... is 
it as expected of a Lionheart?” Noir stared at Eugene with glowing 
eyes. 


“That’s right. I’m Noir Giabella, the Queen of Night Demons. Do you 
know what this name represents? Do you really know who I am? I can 
do anything. Targeting Princess Scalia? It’s just a joke. Attacking you 


lot? Another joke. I couldn’t really consider this an attack. What about 
the fact I didn’t dig into your dreams?” Noir’s smile disappeared in an 
instant. “It’s because the name of Lionheart is more respectable than 

Shimuin, that puny country on the far side of the sea. The founder of 

the Lionheart clan, Vermouth Lionheart, was a horrible man to me but 
also someone deserving of awe. So I respect his descendants. Likewise, 
I respect you who continue Anise Slywood’s, haha, the Saint’s legacy.” 


Even without a smile, Noir’s eyes were still glistening as if they were 
the countless stars in the sky, and when her gaze turned to Kristina, 
Kristina unknowingly grabbed the flail on her waist. 


Disregarding Kristina’s action, Noir continued with her self-righteous 
explanation, “Well, it’s really just a joke and a greeting for me. Why 
did I target Princess Scalia? Well, unfortunately, my true body is in 
Helmuth. I’m here now using a low-level incubus, but... Wouldn’t it 
be embarrassing to show myself in such a pitiful body? That’s why I 
dug into the princess’ dreams. The queen and the princess. If I concede 
quite a bit, it’s just about right, isn’t it?” 


“A greeting?” asked Eugene while cocking his head to the side. 


Noir once again wore a bright smile and clapped. “That’s right, a 
greeting! Why? Don’t you like it?” 


“Whatever your intention was, it’s still true that you tried to force us 
to sleep and harass us in our dreams,” Eugene pointed out. 


“Oh, what do you mean, harass? Look around. Nothing but white and 
wind everywhere. Isn’t it more fun to enjoy ourselves in a nice place 
made in our dreams instead of this desolate place? That’s what I 
wanted to do,” Noir said cheerfully. 


“You attacked the Princess of Shimuin, the Lionheart family, and the 
Saint Candidate of Yuras,” Eugene said bluntly. 


“Aha. So you want to make this a political issue? Don’t be so 
fastidious. Do you really think you can threaten me, a Duke of 
Helmuth, with something like this? It would do you no good to offend 
me.” 


Noir’s smile remained unshakeable. She was right. There was nothing 
to be gained, and Eugene did not want to create an enemy out of Noir 
Giabella just yet. The same was true for Anise, who was watching the 
situation unfold through Kristina. 


“You're right,” Eugene agreed. It felt like thorns were growing in his 
mouth, and he had swallowed pieces of a blade. Even so, he forced 
himself to nod in agreement. “I have no intention of making this a 
political issue, though I can’t say the same for Shimuin’s Princess.” 


“Ahaha. You don’t have to worry about that. This princess and that 
knight will think of everything as a dream. Nothing will happen as 
long as you can convince those cute sleeping babies behind you. By 
the way, are you going to keep upsetting me?” Noir asked with a pout. 


“What are you talking about?” asked Eugene. 


“You really don’t know? Do you not know how much your blunt 
attitude is hurting me?” said Noir in a dejected tone. Her expression 
changed once more. Tears filled her eyes as if she were genuinely sad, 
and after a few blinks, tears started streaming down Scalia’s cheeks. 
“Why don’t you tell me your name?” 


Eugene just continued staring at Noir. 


“Ah, of course, I know who you are. But even if I know who you are, I 
want to hear it from you directly. I told you my name, didn’t I?” 


Rather than answering, Eugene made a slight movement with his hand 
inside the cape. But that was it. He did not pull his hand out. This was 
one of the greatest advantages of the Cloak of Darkness. As long as he 
kept his hand inside the cloak, even the Queen of the Night Demons 
would not know which weapons Eugene would take out. 


“Are you going to take out Altair?” Noir guessed. “Don’t think about 
hiding it. I know that you are the master of Altair, the Holy Sword. It’s 
one of the reasons why I came all the way to this cold land.” 


“So? Is there any reason to keep talking to me?” asked Eugene. 


“Wow, you're really blunt. Is it because you’re Vermouth’s 


descendant? You really are similar to him in how blunt you are. A 
need to continue our conversation, you say? Of course, there is! I still 
haven’t heard you say your name—” 


“Eugene Lionheart,” spat Eugene before Noir could finish. 


Noir did not react immediately and simply stared at Eugene. After 
blinking a few times, she giggled. “Do you hate me that much? I don’t 
think I’ve done much to be hated by you... Hehe, do you know that 
your hatred and determination only stimulate me more?” 


Noir began walking towards Eugene at a leisurely pace. “From a long 
time ago, I was attracted to strong-willed people who show contempt 
for me. I want to dig into their dreams and see their bare bottom. I 
want to drive them crazy with pleasure that only I can give. Of course, 
I can do that in real life, too, since I’m a Night Demon.” 


“Don’t say such disgusting things,” Eugene spat. 


“Ahaha, that’s a good reaction. It’s fresh and cute. You’re said to be 
Vermouth’s second coming... but it was Hamel who hated me this 
much rather than Vermouth. Ah, you know who he is, right? The 
Stupid Hamel,” said Noir. 


As if he wouldn’t know. Eugene quietly activated the White Flame 
Formula, and as a purple flame began to rise around him, Noir 
stopped in her tracks. 


“Hmm, this is beyond what I had imagined. I don’t think I could have 
fun with you in this shoddy vessel and body,” commented Noir. 


“T don’t intend to have fun with you,” Eugene responded flatly. 
“How cute.” 


The light in her eyes snuffed out, and the eyes lost focus before 
closing. Scalia’s body fell straight forward, but Eugene’s gaze lay 
elsewhere. 


Pssssss... 


A substance resembling black fog emanated from Scalia’s body. The 
fog mashed into a single point, and the Night Demon formed into 
existence before raising herself. Her face wasn’t much different from 
what Eugene remembered from three hundred years ago. Her rich hair 
came down to her ankles, her eyes twinkled like the stars in the sky, 
and a red horn grew from her forehead. 


“T like you,” Noir told Eugene with a smile. She raised her finger and 
pointed at Kristina. “The same goes for you, Kristina Rogeris. With 
that robe and rosary around your neck, it really feels like ’'m seeing 
Anise Slywood from three hundred years ago.” 


“Tt’s a pleasure to hear such an assessment from you,” Kristina 
answered. 


“Right? My evaluation is a sure guarantee since I have known Anise 
since three hundred years ago. You should take it as an honor and 
rejoice,” Noir proclaimed. 


She wriggled her fingers and formed a small circle. Black mana 
clumped together to form two coins. 


“Tt’s a gift,” she said. The coins flew toward Eugene and Kristina and 
hovered in front of them. Naturally, they did not reach out. “Soon, 
Giabella Park will be completed in Helmuth. With these coins—” 


“T don’t need it,” Eugene spat abruptly. 


“Come on, don’t be like that. Come visit, itll be so much fun. No, no, 
actually, it hurts my pride to beg so much. Hmph, if you don’t want 
to, then don’t come,” Noir said sulkily. 


The coins fell from the air and dropped into the snow. 


“T’m really going to go no, so I’ll give you one last chance. If you ask 
me not to go—” 


“Go,” Eugene cut in. 


“Fine, fine. I’m really going. But it feels a little disappointing now that 


I’m going to leave. Would you like to sleep with me before I go?” Noir 
asked. 


Eugene’s expression crumpled at her sudden suggestion. Kristina 
glared at her with a pale face as well. 


[That crazy wench,] Anise also spat out harsh words without hiding 
her anger. 


Noir shrugged calmly despite the piercing, murderous eyes. “Don’t 
take it the wrong way. I’m asking in a completely formal way, as a 
Night Demon. I’m just offering to show you your desires.” 


“Get lost,” Eugene growled. 


“All right, all right. Pll really get going. Oh, but... It seems you didn’t 
take so kindly to my joke and greeting, so I’ll apologize in a way 
before I go.” Noir’s nails elongated like a sharp blade, and she placed 
her nails on her neck while giggling. “This head may not be enough of 
an apology, but sincerity is the most important thing anyways, right?” 


She sliced her own throat with a swipe of her fingertips. 
Fwoosh! 


A torrent of crimson poured from the wound, and her half-lacerated 
head leaned sideways under its own weight. But Noir continued to 
laugh as blood flowed from her lips. She grabbed her head with her 
other hand and ripped it to the side. 


“T hope to see you all in Helmuth one day,” she whispered just before 
her head was completely torn off. The headless body thumped to the 
ground, and it wasn’t long before the body changed. It was returning 
to its original appearance after Noir’s departure. 


Eugene stared at the body without saying anything, and soon, the 
incubus’ body scattered and disappeared into the fog. Kristina’s lips 
moved busily in the silence, and a bright light swept their 
surroundings. 


“She’s gone,” Kristina declared. 


There was no sign of Noir in the vicinity. Kristina crumpled to the 
ground with a long sigh, and her heart was beating rapidly. Her fear 
had won, and she was shaking uncontrollably. 


“You did well holding yourself back.” It was Anise who spoke after a 
moment of silence. She raised her head and looked at Eugene’s back. 
“T think it was fortunate in many ways that Noir Giabella did not 
come with her true body. Thanks to that, we realized how strong she 
has become in this era.” 


“That’s right,” Eugene easily agreed. 


“T was nervous. I thought you might lose control and attack Noir 
Giabella.” 


“T know how to distinguish between when I should and shouldn’t do 
that. I was like that three hundred years ago as well.” 


“You weren’t like that at first, Hamel. You were only able to develop 
self-control because of my education,” Anise chastised. 


“Maybe a little,” Eugene agreed before looking down. He saw a black 
casino coin buried in the snow. In the center of the coin was the 
smiling face of Noir Giabella. “You're right, Anise. It really was 
fortunate that we had the opportunity to see the gap between us and 
Noir Giabella.” 


Eugene reached for the coin, and the flame of the White Flame 
Formula ejected from his fingertips and burned the coin without a 
trace. 


In the end, it was only a matter of time. Eugene would one day kill 
Noir Giabella. 


“That’s enough.” 


Eugene laughed as he shook the blood from his palm. 


Chapter 227 
Scalia (4) 


The first thing Ciel saw when she opened her eyes was Eugene’s face. 
She simply blinked a few times when she saw how his eyes, which 
appeared indifferent at first glance, contained subtle concern. 


“Was I in the way?” She spoke without thinking. 


She didn’t know why she had been sleeping until now. Her memory 
had cut off at a strange place. She remembered how Princess Scalia 
attacked in a frenzy, how Dior blocked her, and... how they had 
exchanged fierce blows with each other. Afterward, Dior had 
collapsed for reasons unknown, even though he had not suffered any 
cuts. Then, Princess Scalia had raised her head and... 


She didn’t remember what happened afterward. Nothing. She tried her 
best to remember, but it just wouldn’t come to her. 


“No, you weren’t,” Eugene answered calmly. 
“Youre lying,” Ciel accused. 


She could see Cyan standing a little distance away when she turned 
her head. His eyes were bloodshot, and he was staring at the far side 
of the snowfield. She could see how his jaw and neck muscles were 
flexed because of how hard he was clenching his teeth. Ciel knew 
exactly what her brother was feeling right now, and she could 
sympathize with it. 


The two of them were twins, and they had been born into the 
prestigious Lionheart family. The two were quite talented and skilled. 
The only problem was that they had been born into an era together 
with a monstrous talent. If they had been brought up normally 
without rushing and had never been caught up in unexpected, 
impossible events... 


“You don’t need to be considerate,” said Ciel as she stood up. The 
Phantom Rain Sword Javel, which she had been holding right before 
she fell asleep, was resting in its sheath and hanging on her waist. Ciel 
couldn’t help but laugh at the sight. “Showing that kind of 
consideration only hurts me more. It’s fine. I already know how 
ridiculously strong you are.” 


She had stubbornly insisted on crossing the snowfield with Eugene, 
never imagining that something dangerous would take place. After all, 
what could possibly threaten them? An ambush of monsters? That 
couldn’t be considered a threat, could it? Ciel and Cyan were sitting at 
Four Stars of the White Flame Formula, and even throughout the 
Lionheart’s long history, not many had reached Four Stars at the age 
of twenty-one. This was an undeniable fact. 


It meant that they could pride themselves on how strong they were. So 
they mistakenly presumed their safety. Even forgetting the fact that 
Eugene was a literal monster, this journey couldn’t pose much of a 
threat to them. If a monster stood in their way, Ciel could simply 
swing her sword in his stead. She had been looking forward to hearing 
obvious compliments from Eugene, like, ‘Wow, you’ve improved a lot.’ 


“Wait a minute,” Eugene called out. 


Ciel felt disgusted by herself. She knew exactly what kind of 
expression she was adorning now, but she couldn’t possibly predict 
her next change in facial expression. She wasn’t familiar with what 
she was feeling, and the same was true for her expression as well. So 
Ciel jerked around and turned her back to Eugene. 


‘I’m pathetic.’ 


It had been sudden and unavoidable. It had been inevitable that Ciel 
was absolutely useless and helpless in that situation, that she had 
collapsed too quickly, serving only as an obstruction or a hindrance to 
Eugene. However, the proud lady of the Lionheart clan did not want 
to accept the inevitable fact. Her pride was hurt, and she felt 
absolutely humiliated. 


She knew it was impossible for her to get ahead of Eugene, but she 
didn’t want to get in his way. Even if she couldn’t stand proudly by his 
side, she wanted to keep pace with him from behind. But what was 


this? This was far from keeping pace with him. Instead, she had only 
gotten in his way. She couldn’t stand herself for being so pathetic and 
weak. 


“Ciel,” Eugene called out. 


Unfortunately, Ciel wasn’t in a position to respond. She was so 
desperately trying to keep her wobbly lips under control that she 
didn’t even want to answer him. She felt her eyes quivering and her 
vision blurring, as well as her nose tingling. 


“Don’t look at me. Don’t even come near me,” Ciel managed to say 
while suppressing her sniffles. 


The more she thought about it, the more pathetic she felt. In fact, it 
was the first time in her life that she felt this miserable and helpless. 
Ciel approached Cyan while snuffing the shivering of her shoulders. 


Cyan had opened his eyes a little earlier than her. He had already 
moved past the stage of despairing in humiliation and now was feeling 
enraged at his own weakness. Cyan removed his gaze from the other 
side of the snowfield and glanced at Ciel’s face. His sister was 
shedding tears with pursued lips. 


As her older brother, he wanted to say something to cool or comfort 
her heart, but... he couldn’t. He was the same as her, unable to part 
his lips. He knew that he would only cry out in anger if he 
relinquished control of his mouth. In the end, Cyan only patted his 
sister’s shoulder without saying anything, but that was enough for his 
baby sister. Ciel sobbed silently for a while, and Cyan quenched his 
sadness and anger while clenching his teeth. 


Eugene didn’t say anything to the twins. Had they held him back? He 
didn’t think so. It was essential to be mindful of who they had been 
against — Noir Giabella, the Queen of the Night Demons. She wasn’t 
an opponent with whom a battle could be fought in the first place, 
and even Eugene himself had not attempted to fight against her. 


However, if they had been forced into a fight, Eugene couldn’t have 
left Ciel and Cyan unprotected, and Eugene didn’t try to deny this fact 
either. Even if they did not share any blood, they were siblings who 


had known each other for nearly ten years. Once the two of them 
somewhat regained their composure, Eugene explained what had 
happened. When the two heard about the Queen of the Night Demons, 
they couldn’t do much but stare with their jaws wide agape. 


“So... Duke Noir Giabella... of Helmuth took control of Princess 
Scalia’s body to say hello?” 


“Yes.” 
“But it was all a joke?” 


“That’s what she said, anyway. Well... it feels like... shit, but no one 
died, right? So it means that this really was just a joke for that crazy 
woman, nothing that could be considered significant.” 


Eugene felt neither the heart to defend Noir Giabella nor the right 
reason. But he had to state the facts. Yes, it had been an offensive, 
incomprehensible act, but for Noir, this had been nothing more than a 
playful greeting. 


“’..She must have been quite curious about us. Why, the founder 
fought directly with the Queen of the Night Demons, and... you two 
are set to become the next head of the Lionheart family as the direct 
descendants,” said Eugene. 


“You don’t have to say such words to make me feel better. The Queen 
of the Night Demons was here to see you,” Cyan said with a snort. 


The world knew Eugene as the second coming of the Great Vermouth, 
and there was no way Cyan was oblivious to this fact. He chewed on 
his lips while experiencing complicated emotions. 


“So...” Cyan said after taking a moment to cool himself off. “Was 
Duke Giabella satisfied after seeing you?” 


“What?” asked Eugene. 


“T asked if she was satisfied with you,” repeated Cyan. 


He was staring at Eugene with calm eyes. Hidden deep beneath his 
gaze was a mixture of immaturity, humiliation from being 
disregarded, as well as resentment towards his own deficiencies. 
However, he was managing to hide his true, squirming emotions by 
taking on a dignified look. 


“Tm not sure if she was satisfied, per se, but she did say she liked me,” 
Eugene answered smoothly. 


“That’s enough,” said Cyan with a nod. “It’s better to gain recognition 
than to be ignored by an enemy of our great founder.” 


“That’s a commendable thing to say,” Eugene complimented in a rare 
fashion. 


“Did I say something strange?” asked Cyan. 


“No, you didn’t say anything strange. Anyways, this event... well... I 
don’t think there’s a reason to tell anyone. No one was hurt, and 
there’s no need to let things grow out of our control, right?” said 
Eugene. 


Both Cyan and Ciel nodded in agreement. They both were convinced 
that Noir Giabella was a maniac and that they could not possibly 
understand her with common sense. 


“What about Princess Scalia?” asked Cyan. They had moved Princess 
Scalia and Dior to the side after they fell to the snow, but neither had 
yet to regain consciousness. “We can’t possibly leave them like this, 
right? They’ll freeze to death if we do nothing.” 


“Then are you going to take them with us?” asked Ciel. 


“Why would we?” Eugene asked. “We can let them get to Lehain on 
their own while we go our own way and—” 


“No.” Ciel shook her head, interrupting Eugene. “My brother and I 
will go with Princess Scalia.” 


“What?” Eugene was dumbfounded. 


“You’re going to the Grand Hammer Canyon of Lehainjar anyways,” 
continued Ciel. Her eyes were still red, but her voice was back to 
normal. She continued with a brave smile as if she had never cried in 
the first place. “In the first place, it was you, not us, that His Majesty 
Aman Ruhr recommended going to the Grand Hammer Canyon. To be 
honest, I’m already sick of this snowfield. I don’t want to climb any 
more mountains without reason, nor do I want to go to this canyon. 
And training with you on the road...” 


Unfortunately, she couldn’t bear to lie about that as well and trailed 
off. After a moment of hesitation, she shrugged and laughed. “Well, 
that wasn’t too bad. But I would rather be relaxing my body and 
mind. Sleds and wagons... sound quite nice. I wanted to travel like 
that while sipping on hot chocolate or coffee with you, but now I 
don’t even care about that. I just can’t wait to get to Lehain and get 
into that famous hot spring.” 


“Hey, you...” 


Before Eugene could start reprimanding her, Ciel continued in a firm 
tone, “I won’t change my mind no matter what you say, and the same 
goes for my brother. So, just tell me to do what I want. Ah, you’re not 
worried about us, are you? It’s fine, it’s fine. Even if Princess Scalia 
wasn’t in her right mind, Sir Dior was alright, right? They must have 
been wandering the snowfield knowing the way to Lehain.” 


Not knowing what to say, Eugene just stayed quiet. 


“And you know, even if something dangerous happens, it will be while 
we climb Lehainjar, not in this snowfield. I don’t want to get caught 
up in something like this again, and I don’t want to get in your way 
either.” 


“Don’t say stupid things,” rebuked Eugene. 


“Tm saying these things because I’m not stupid. I know my place. 
Why? Do you feel sorry for me after hearing what I said? If that’s the 
case, I hate it. I don’t want to be pitied by you.” 


Ciel jumped off the ground with a snort. Then she approached 
Princess Scalia and Dior, who were still lying unconscious on the 


ground. “How long are they going to sleep for? Shouldn’t they get up 
on their own since we’ve waited this long?” 


“Let’s carry them on our backs,” Cyan said, standing up after Ciel. 


Before Eugene could stop him, Cyan approached Dior and placed him 
on his back. Ciel naturally followed suit and carried Scalia on her 
back. 


“They'll eventually wake up once we get going.” 


Eugene tried to dissuade them. “Hey, why are you guys in such a 
hurry? Just wait until they wake up and...” 


“T don’t want to be with you anymore because I feel embarrassed and 
humiliated,” said Ciel. 


“When I see your face, I feel like pulling all of my hair out because of 
anger.” Cyan chimed in, nodding. 


“Tf you hold me back, I’ll hate you for the rest of my life,” spat Ciel 
with bloodshot eyes. Eugene could find no words to speak. 


“See you in Lehain,” said Cyan before taking off. In the end, the two 
of them departed carrying Dior and Scalia. Eugene stood in place for a 
while, staring at their shrinking backs. 


“Are you worried?” 


The voice that interrupted him was in a rather sarcastic tone. Eugene 
turned to look at Kristina. Judging from the crescent shape her eyes 
took and her smile, it was Anise. 


“Of course I’m worried,” responded Eugene. 


“Ts it because you experienced childhood once again after being 
reincarnated? Hamel, it seems to me that you are more humane than 
you were in our past life,” said Anise. 


“T was filled with compassion since my previous life,” said Eugene. 


“Well, I can’t deny it. Anyways, I think it’s a relief. Those twins... 
don’t hate you. They envy you, but they aren’t jealous. Rather, they 
are there for you and want to be of help,” said Anise. 


“T know. I found that very cute and proud, so I taught them this and 
that, which is unlike me. However, Cyan and Ciel are still too young.” 


“T don’t think age matters much. All of us were quite young three 
hundred years ago.” With a faint smile, Anise traced the holy symbol 
in the air. “...Of course, those twins are different from us. We were 
just as young as them, but we were born different and experienced 
different things. But Hamel, surprisingly, humans are quick to adapt 
and change. If a few non-trivial opportunities present themselves, and 
if they have the will to move forward, then... humans can cause 
miracles. Just like we did.” 


Eugene listened silently as Anise continued. 


“Hamel. You spent your childhood with those twins, but with the 
memories of your past life, you couldn’t have shared the same 
experiences with the twins at the same young age. That is why you 
have been treating them like children all along,” said Anise. 


“That’s right.” 


“No, but they are no longer children. They want to stand on their 
own, and they don’t want to rely on others. Those twins possess the 
will to do so, and they clearly felt angry at failing to help today. They 
despise themselves for being weak. What they experienced today, and 
what they’ve experienced thus far, the emotions they feel with each 
event will act as a turning point for them,” Anise concluded her 
explanation. 


She wasn’t only talking about Ciel and Cyan either. It was also meant 
for Kristina, who was quietly listening on the other side of 
consciousness. It was the same for Kristina. She also was forced to 
come to terms with her bitter weakness, and she also desired to use it 
as a spring to overcome further hardships. 


“Tf you cross the river of death,” Eugene said after a long sigh. He 
stood up before continuing. “If you survive at the brink of death, if 
you continue to struggle to survive, even at the cost of having to kill 
others, then yes. It’1l temper a person and make them stronger. Anise, 
you and I know this fact all too well because we lived in those times.” 


“Yes, that’s true.” 


“But the time we live in now is peaceful. I... If it’s possible... No, 
you're right. I am still treating Cyan and Ciel like children. But if 
possible, I would like them to live out their lives in this peaceful era 
without having to dance with death,” continued Eugene. 


“That’s your selfish desire,” replied Anise. She was adamant in this 
respect. “We do not choose the era we live in, and it’s not something 
we can change as we wish. As humans, we are weak and light. We 
have no choice but to go with the grand scheme of things, the bigger 
flow. In particular, those twins are the descendants of Sir Vermouth. 
As long as they bear the name Lionheart, they have no choice but to 
stand at the forefront of the turbulent times.” 


Eugene couldn’t deny her words. 


“Whether they choose to walk the tightrope with death, or... whether 
they choose to abandon everything and run away, is not a matter for 
you to decide, Hamel. The fate of man must be his own and his 
alone,” said Anise. 


“They might cry out because they don’t want to but still get caught up 
in things they didn’t want,” retorted Eugene. 


“Tf they don’t want to get caught up in things, they can simply run 
away. If they choose to get caught up in compromises and their own 
stubbornness, it’s also something they need to deal with on their 
own,” answered Anise. 


“What you say sounds like self-torture,” commented Eugene. 


“Then you heard right. Three hundred years ago, I did not take my 
destiny as my own. I did not run away, but I didn’t want to go forward 
either. I was stupid, and I couldn’t disobey the orders of the Holy 


Empire, which was cleverly disguised as the Will of Light. I was 
stupid. I saw countless deaths, thoroughly experienced my own 
weakness and unspeakable horrors, and despised myself for not 
running away,” Anise said before rising to her feet. 


She smiled while looking down at Hamel, who remained seated. “But 
in the end, I was the one to make the final decision. I chose to follow 
Sir Vermouth of my own volition. By my will, I crossed the Devildom 
with you, Sienna, Molon, and Sir Vermouth. And by my will, I took 
my life. I was able to change like that because... Haha, because of 
meaningful events and the will to act. It was because of these things.’ 


' 


“And you walked the shore of the river of death many times as well,” 
Eugene reminded her. 


“Yes, that’s right. Anyways, what I want to tell you is simple. If you 
really care for your siblings, do not treat them like children. Please 
respect their willingness to act,” concluded Anise. 


“Tt’s been a long time since I last heard one of your lectures.” Eugene 
stood up with a bitter smile. He turned his head but could no longer 
see Cyan and Ciel. “But Anise. When you dance with death too many 
times, you become strange. You break.” 


“When that happens, you take care of them as much as you love them, 
the same way we did three hundred years ago. Do you remember 
Hamel? When we crossed the sea and defeated demonic beasts and a 
legion of demonfolk, you... could not sleep at night with so many 
corpses and the stench of blood.” 


“That wasn’t just me. All of us were the same back then, except for 
Vermouth, that bastard.” 


“We could calm our quaking hearts because Sir Vermouth remained 
resolute. We relied on each other and held each other in place to 
ensure no one broke down. Hamel, don’t think too hard about this.’ 


' 


There was a slight change in Anise’s smile. She grinned at Eugene 
with both her lips and eyes before continuing. “You just have to 
become a figure like Sir Vermouth for the twins.” 


“Fuck, don’t say such disgusting things,” retorted Eugene. 


“You don’t have to be shy. You secretly admired Sir Vermouth, didn’t 
you?” teased Anise. 


“When have I ever!?” shouted Eugene. 


“Don’t deny it now. It’s nothing to be ashamed of, is it? It wasn’t just 
you but all of us who admired Sir Vermouth,” said Anise. 


“No, no... Not me. I never admired that bastard. To me, Vermouth 
was—” 


“A rival you wanted to overcome one day? Isn’t it more embarrassing 
to say such things with your own mouth?” interrupted Anise. 


“T’m not embarrassed. For me, Vermouth was... I didn’t like that he 
was so... much better than me at everything... So... I was furious... 
that I wanted to knock him down a peg or—” 


“Stop, stop! I feel like my hands and feet are shriveling up just 
listening to you. How can you say such cringey things without having 
anything to drink?” Anise interrupted him once more. 


“Shut up... I’m... not ashamed.” It was a lie. His face and stomach 
were burning as if he had downed an entire bottle of strong alcohol, 
and to be honest, he wanted to rip off his snout. 


“Are you really not embarrassed? Well, then, how about this?” said 
Anise with a grin before approaching Eugene. Then she stretched out 
her hand and caressed Eugene’s chest. “By my will, I followed Sir 
Vermouth. By my will, I crossed the Devildom with you, Sienna, 
Molon, and Sir Vermouth. By my will, I took my life at the end.” 


“What are you doing? You’re repeating what you said earlier—” 
“And by my will, Hamel, I loved you.” 


Eugene felt his face reddening. It felt as if his head was going to 
explode. He panicked and jumped back, and Anise giggled after seeing 


Eugene’s tomato-red face. 
[S-s-sister! ] 


‘What about it? I’m saying this on my own will. Or, Kristina, would you 
like to take advantage of this moment and take the courage to speak your 
heart?’ 


[I... ’m not...] 
“AS if. z 
Anise enjoyed teasing Kristina more than anything. 


“T also like Sir Eugene by my own will,” said Mer after poking her 
head out of the Cloak of Darkness and peering up at Eugene. 


“But I love Lady Sienna. And Lady Sienna—” continued Mer. 


“Stop, little lady. You shouldn’t say such things in her place. It will be 
more enjoyable to see Hamel’s reaction when Sienna says it herself,” 
Anise said with a giggle. 


“Shut up.” Eugene suddenly raised his hand and slapped his burning 
cheek. 


Mer’s jaws dropped at this sight. 
“Have you gone crazy?” she shouted. 
“Abel!” Eugene called. 

“Woof!” 


Eugene ignored the tingling pain in his cheek and ran forward. Abel 
responded in kind and barked vigorously before charging forward. 


“To the Grand Hammer Canyon!” 


He could hear Anise giggling behind him. 


Chapter 228 
Canyon (1) 


A lot changed once they entered Lehainjar. Firstly, the weather was 
god awful. It wasn’t eternally snowing in the snowfield, though more 
than often, it was, but there were times when the sun sent down its 
warm rays. But it was quite difficult to even see the sun in Lehainjar. 
Of course, the sun would be busily going about its day somewhere 
high in the sky, but the insane blizzard made it impossible to even 
make out the color of the sky. With it snowing nonstop like this, it was 
hard to think of the never-ending crystal of white as anything other 
than simple trash. 


It didn’t just snow, either. Occasionally, or rather quite often, chunks 
of ice that were larger than pebbles but smaller than boulders would 
hail down from the sky, and these chunks were hard enough to crack 
open a normal man’s head with a single blow. 


“What the fuck is wrong with this mountain? It’s like Sienna cast a 
spell on it,” grumbled Eugene while glaring at the onslaught of snow 
and ice. 


Sienna had always been the definition of all brawn, no brains, so she 
would always cause natural disasters right before a large-scale battle. 
Among the many spells in her repertoire, Sienna had always favored 
casting murderous snowstorms and hail over a large area. 


Of course, the snow and hail of Lehainjar were no match for Sienna’s 
blizzard, and it certainly wasn’t strong enough to break Eugene’s skull 
or bones, even if he stood out in the open for several days. Even so, he 
had no intention of suffering a perpetual beating, so he cast a spell 
around him to block the snow and hail. 


However, wasn’t it natural to feel crappy after being pummeled for an 
extended period of time? 


“Kieeng.” Abel cried out in discontent. Since entering Lehainjar, Abel 
suddenly became more obedient to Eugene. He clearly understood that 
Eugene protected him from the snow and hail. 


“It’s getting more difficult the higher we climb,” commented Kristina. 


As patient as she was, she also felt quite tired of this mountain. Apart 
from Noir Giabella’s attack, or rather mischievous greeting, they had 
not encountered any difficulties. Most monsters had avoided them due 
to Eugene’s presence, and the blizzard had also been bearable. 


But Lehainjar was different. Even though the mountain was connected 
to the snowfield, it felt like a desolate area completely separate from 
the snowfield. It was to the extent that the Samar Forest seemed like a 
nice place for a stroll compared to here. 


Moreover, the monsters of the mountain were fearless and fierce. Even 
without Eugene hiding his presence, the monsters rushed in, bearing 
their fangs and claws. 


[This is the northernmost part of the continent, after all,] Anise 
commented. 


The vast snowfield they crossed was at the northern end of the 
Northern Kingdom of Ruhr, and Lehainjar was a snowy mountain that 
stood tall at the northernmost tip of the snowfield. This was the edge 
of Ruhr. 


—The Bayar Tribe protects the continent’s end. 


Molon would say such things with a proud expression whenever he 
talked about his home. 


—The monsters and demonic beasts of the devildom are fierce, but the 
monsters living at the northern end of the continent, which is protected by 
our tribe, are just as fierce. I’ve hunted such monsters since I was a child, 
so the demonic beasts and monsters here feel like gentle sheep. 


—Bullshit. You almost died last time when you were surrounded by 
demonic beasts. 


—Even gentle sheep can kill a man if hundreds gather and trap him. 
—Why would a gentle sheep want to kill someone in the first place? 


Molon had kept his mouth shut for hours after being asked the 
question. 


—The name of the land guarded by the Bayar Tribe is Lehain. It is my 
home, and as terrible as it is, I also miss it. Climbing further north from 
Lehain, you will find a mountain range of snow and ice tall enough to 
pierce the sky, Lehainjar. Lehain means north in the language of the 
snowfield, and Jar means mountain. In other words, Lehainjar means the 
northern mountain in our language. 


—Well... Is there a reason you have to be so arrogant while explaining the 
name...? 


—Bayar means valor in the language of the snowfield. So a warrior of 
Bayar means a valiant warrior. Iam Molon of Bayar, Brave Molon. 


—Right... 


—But neither Lehain nor Lehainjar can be called the true end of the world. 
Beyond Lehainjar lies Raguyaran. A desolate land of nothingness, a land 
that must not be crossed, the end of the world. The Tribe of Bayar resides 
in Lehain and Lehainjar to prevent anyone from crossing into Raguyaran. 
As well as to protect anything from crossing over from Raguyaran. 


—wWhat do you mean by that? 


—There is an old legend of Bayar. Perhaps it is only a story to scare the 
children. I heard such stories from my mother and father when I was 
young. In the deepness of the night, the Nur rises in Raguyaran. The Nur 
treads the wide stretch of land and crosses over into Lehainjar. Any 
children who refuse to sleep would be devoured by the Nur... 


—wWhat’s the Nur? 


—Just a monster. I just told you, didn’t I? It’s an old legend, a story to 
scare any misbehaved children. I was no longer a child very early on, and 


as a warrior of Bayar, brave. Very brave indeed. So to prove my courage, I 
have crossed Lehainjar before. 


—So, did you get to see Raguyaran. 


—It was a vast land, a place where the sky was furious. There was no sun, 
no moon, and no stars. The sky was foggy and dirty, just like snow 
trampled on by muddy feet. It was like that as far as the eyes could see. 
Standing on the tallest mountain peak of Lehainjar, I could see the wide 
sea at the end of Raguyaran. It was a frozen sea. There was no Nur. In 
fact, there was not a single living soul on that land. It was a place 
incapable of hosting any life. 


Three hundred years ago, Hamel and Molon had shared such a 
conversation by the bonfire, and when Molon spoke of Bayar and the 
snowfield, his eyes had glistened like a child. Such sparkling, clear 
eyes did not match Molon’s large figure at all, but at the time, Hamel 
had listened to his story without making fun. 


—But instead of telling me these stories, you can just take me there 
someday, right? 


—Will you go to the snowfield with me? 


—I don’t know when this damn war will end, if ever, but when it does 
end... Well, I’ll be bored and relaxed in many ways, so wandering around 
new places wouldn’t be bad. 


—Hamel, if you go to the snowfield with me, I will help you get with the 
second most beautiful female warrior of our tribe. 


—What are you saying, you moron? 


—Sienna, don’t worry. If you wish, I will make sure you get with the 
second bravest warrior of our tribe... 


—Stop with your nonsense. 


—But why the second best? 


—You’re asking the most obvious question. It’s because I am the bravest 
warrior in the Bayar Tribe. Do you want to marry me, Sienna? 


—Go kill yourself. 


—I knew you wouldn't like it. And the most beautiful female warrior in my 
tribe is bound to get together with me. So, Hamel, I will let you have the 
second most beautiful female warrior... 


—Get lost! 


Eugene recalled how Sienna had howled at Molon as he looked up at 
the tall, snowy mountain. Lehainjar stood as the gatekeeper of 
Raguyaran. It was tall and wide. Although Eugene was climbing the 
mountain under Abel’s guidance, he couldn’t tell exactly how much 
longer he would have to climb to reach the Grand Hammer Canyon. 


“Woof.” 


Abel suddenly came to a stop. After sniffing around, he stared into the 
blizzard with his ears pointed. However, he didn’t glare or emit 
threatening cries like when he sensed a monster. Eugene followed suit 
and stopped in place without passing Abel. It wasn’t until Kristina, 
who was following closely behind the two, came to a stop that a 
bright orange light illuminated from the far side of the blizzard. 


The light came from the Rangers of Lehainjar. They wore thick winter 
jackets and held magic lanterns that emitted an orange glow in their 
hands. It had been pretty noticeable even from a distance, but their 
large stature became even clearer when they approached. The three 
rangers stopped at a distance from Eugene and the others. Each of 
them was well over two meters tall. 


“Abel.” It was the ranger at the lead who called out. His eyes glowed 
in recognition behind his thick goggles. The ranger glanced at Abel’s 
wagging tail and Eugene before asking, “...Lionheart?” 


“Tm Eugene Lionheart.” 


“Tam Kristina Rogeris.” 


The two introduced themselves. 
“Why are you with Abel?” the ranger asked. 


His voice was husky and indistinct. He appeared proficient at listening 
and speaking the common language, but his pronunciation wasn’t 
completely accurate. It was difficult to make out their faces because of 
their thick clothes, hats, and goggles, but Eugene assumed them to be 
the descendants of the Bayar Tribe. 


“His Majesty, the King of Ruhr, allowed us to borrow Abel. He said 
Abel would show us the way to Lehain,” explained Eugene. 


“Tt is not this mountain where the Knight March will be held. So 
please go down,” the ranger responded. 


“His Majesty, the King, suggested we go to the Grand Hammer Canyon 
of Lehainjar. I came here following Abel as His Majesty wished, so will 
I really have to climb back down?” asked Eugene. 


Instead of answering immediately, the rangers exchanged a glance. 
Finally, the leading ranger answered after a moment, “We will allow 
you passage if His Majesty has given permission, but know that the 
two of you may be in danger.” 


“We came all this way with just the two of us, but I didn’t feel any 
danger,” said Eugene. 


“The Grand Hammer Canyon is the border of Lehainjar. The closer 
you get to it, the more dangerous it will become,” the ranger 
explained. 


“Are there more monsters, and do they become more ferocious? Or 
does the weather get even worse than it is now?” asked Eugene. 


“No. The Nur come out in the Grand Hammer Canyon,” said the 
ranger. Nur — it was the monster Molon spoke of three hundred years 
ago. 


When Eugene took on a curious expression, the ranger continued, 


“The Nur is a monster, but it’s different from other monsters. It’s not a 
demonic beast, either. I’m sure you will feel it when you see it, but 
explaining it with words is impossible.” 


“What does that mean?” Eugene inquired in surprise. 


“T said it was impossible to explain with words. If you are not afraid of 
the Nur, please continue following Abel up the mountain. If you two 
insist on climbing the mountain with His Majesty’s permission, the 
rangers will not block your path. However, we rangers will not be able 
to guide your path. If you are not fond of the danger, please return 
down the way you came,” the ranger made things very clear. 


The rangers didn’t attempt to actively block Eugene’s way, perhaps 
thanks to the king’s permission. However, they didn’t allow easy 
passage for them either. It was because Eugene belonged to the 
Lionheart family and Kristina Rogeris was the Saint Candidate of the 
Holy Empire. The two of them had come to the Grand Hammer 
Canyon at the recommendation of King Ruhr, and if they happened to 
die on their way to the Grand Hammer Canyon, the responsibility for 
their demise would ultimately fall on the King of Ruhr. 


“We already came all this way,” said Eugene with a smirk. He took a 
step forward. He wasn’t thinking of any political issues, real or 
potential. He could just climb, then descend. The Beast King Aman 
Ruhr, the King of Ruhr, had said that the legend of the royal family 
was handed down in the Grand Hammer Canyon. He had labeled it as 
the place where descendants of the royal family were reborn as 
warriors. 


And what about the Nur? 


Molon had said that such a thing did not exist three hundred years 
ago. Was the legend of the royal family referring to the Nur? The 
Kingdom of Ruhr was founded by Molon. Didn’t that mean the legend 
of the Grand Hammer Canyon also originated from Molon? 


“Please be careful,” the rangers warned after moving aside once they 
saw that Eugene wasn’t about to stop. 


“Nur?” asked Kristina. 


“Apparently, it’s a monster that lives on this mountain. Molon told me 
about it three hundred years ago,” answered Eugene. 


“Lady Anise said she’s never heard of it,” said Kristina. 


“Well, ’'m sure she hasn’t. When Molon told me about the Nur, Anise 
was drinking in the corner like a crazy woman, saying that it wasn’t 
interesting,” said Eugene. 


[Well, it wasn’t. What else did you expect?] grumbled Anise. Kristina 
involuntarily burst out laughing in response. 


After the encounter with the rangers, the two climbed Lehainjar for 
two full days. They never slowed down and never rested except for 
when it was necessary. The only obstacle was the mountain’s freaky 
weather, its steepness, and how fast Abel could travel. Abel had been 
relatively fast through the snowfield but had slowed down 
significantly after entering Lehainjar and climbing the mountain. He 
continued to sniff while warily looking around and changed directions 
while finding the way. 


Lehainjar was as big as the Uklas Mountain, where the Black Lion 
Castle was located. So it was inevitable that it would take quite some 
time to locate the Grand Hammer Canyon. The rangers had warned of 
the dangers of the Grand Hammer Canyon, but Eugene had not 
experienced anything over the past two days that explained the 
warning. Indeed, the number of monsters and their ferocity had 
increased, but Eugene didn’t think it was worth the warning. 


On the second night, they set up a large tent and a barrier to block the 
blizzard. The tent was the same one they had used since their journey 
through the snowfield. Just as they did in Samar, Eugene and Kristina 
took turns taking the watch. The only difference was that the time 
they spent on the lookout wasn’t as dull as before, thanks to the 
presence of Mer and Anise. Mer would entertain Eugene while he took 
on the watch, and Anise recounted stories from three hundred years 
ago during Kristina’s turn. 


“The hot springs in Lehain. Am I going in with you, Sir Eugene?” 
asked Mer. 


“Are you crazy?” asked Eugene. 
“T brought my swimsuit. Sir Eugene, don’t you have yours?” 


“Tt’s not a matter of whether I have it or not. We won’t be the only 
ones going in.” 


“Are you saying you’re embarrassed because of what others might 
think? I’m completely fine with it. I’m a familiar. Did you forget?” 


“Stop spouting nonsense. You’re going in with Kristina, or you can go 
in with Ciel.” 


“But what if you miss me? Right? You might want to see me.” 
“T won't.” 


“Then what do you think about Lady Sienna? A mixed bath... with 
Lady Sienna... swimsuits... hehe...” 


Eugene didn’t bother to respond. He didn’t want to imagine a mixed 
bath with Sienna, nor Sienna in a swimsuit. But the image kept 
circling in his head... 


[Kristina, did you hear that? That nasty familiar is trying to seduce 
Hamel,] Anise said in irritation. 


‘Sister...! I need to sleep.’ 


[Why do you always lie like this? Kristina, I can clearly feel a burning, 
evil flame flaring deep inside your heart, just like flames coming 
straight from hell.] 


‘Sister! I know we’ve been through a lot, but I am still a priestess, a 
worshiper of the Light! How could you say that flames of hell are burning 
deep inside my heart? Even if it’s you, Sister, please refrain from saying 
such things.’ 


[Oh, my... I’m not speaking to the Saint of Light. I’m speaking to 


Kristina Rogeris. Why do you keep trying to hide it, Kristina Rogeris? 
The only one who sees you now is... hehe, it’s just me.] 


‘Uah... ’ The exasperation in Kristina’s thoughts was evident. 


[So you don’t have to hide or lie to yourself... Uhehehe...] Anise 
continued with her teasing. 


“Kyaaaaahk!” Kristina suddenly burst out screaming while covering 

her ears. The memories of the fireworks had suddenly come flooding 
in. Anise’s mean teasing was marring a miraculous, dreamy moment. 
A memory that was as beautiful and sweet as a dream, a memory she 
wanted to cherish for the rest of her life, was being warped by Anise... 


“That scared me.” 
“Why are you screaming all of a sudden?” 


Both Eugene and Mer were staring at her after the sudden scream. 
Kristina jumped to her feet, opened and closed her lips, then slapped 
her burning cheeks with both her hands. 


“Ah... [had a nightmare,” she lied. 
“A nightmare?” asked Eugene. 


“Yes. An ominous, vicious... devil appeared in my dream and 
whispered in my ears,” she said. 


“Could it be... Was it Noir Giabella? Did that dirty old slut dig into 
your dream?” asked Eugene. 


“Yes... No, what? N-no, that’s not it. It wasn’t the Queen of the Night 
Demons. It was... just a devil... Yes, just a devil,” responded Kristina. 


[I was the most brilliant Saint of Light in the history of Yuras. How 
could you call me a devil...? This is sacrilegious. Blasphemy! ] 
grumbled Anise, but Kristina ignored her. 


Kristina calmed her quivering heart and turned her gaze outside the 
tent. The ground was littered with corpses of monsters that had dared 
to approach during the night and at dawn. About half of them had 
their heads smashed in by Kristina’s flail, while the other half had 
been mutilated by Eugene’s magic. 


“Why don’t we just get going?” said Kristina after a pause. 
“Did you get enough sleep?” asked Eugene. 


“The devil’s whisper blew away all my fatigue,” Kristina answered 
with a sigh. 


She opened the tent’s flap. The inside of the tent was dark enough to 
sleep comfortably, but the same wasn’t true outside. Although 
everything looked obscure and foggy because of the intense blizzard, 
the sun sat unmoving high in the sky. It was a familiar sight. Strangely 
enough, the sun never set after they entered Lehainjar. 


“If you say so,” said Eugene. Abel also rose from the ground while 
wagging his tail. Eugene patted his head, then started dismantling the 
tent. 


They did not need to rush anymore since tall, rugged cliffs were 
visible on the far side of the blizzard. From this distance, the soaring 
cliffs appeared similar to the head of a giant hammer. 


Eugene and Kristina were currently in the valley leading up to the 
cliffs of the Grand Hammer Canyon. If they had decided not to spend 
the night here, they would have already arrived at the Grand Hammer 
Canyon by now. However, taking into account the warning of the 
rangers and minding their conditions, they had decided to rest for the 
night before continuing on. 


“T’m fine with going on, but why don’t we have breakfast first? You’re 
on duty today,” said Eugene. 


“’..To be precise, it’s not me but Lady Anise,” answered Kristina. 


“T don’t want that porridge that Anise makes. It’s like swine feed. 
Can’t you do it instead...?” asked Eugene. 


“Lady Anise asked me to tell you not to get ahead of yourself. Her 
porridge is a complete diet focused on efficient absorption and 
recovering stamina. And why are you saying that you don’t want to 
eat her food when you ate it just fine in your past life?” said Kristina. 


“Well... that’s because we had no other choice. And there was Sienna, 
who was even worse at cooking than Anise...” muttered Eugene. 


“Lady Sienna’s cooking is excellent,” said Kristina. 
“You’ve never even tried it,” said Eugene. 


“Tt can’t be helped. And you just said it, Sir Eugene. At that time, there 
wasn’t enough supply for proper meals. Lady Sienna was the one who 
made a meal out of such terrible ingredients. Which means! Maybe 
Lady Sienna’s cooking skills weren’t so bad, right?” said Kristina. 


“Yeah, no. Sienna was the worst cook among us all. But next was 
Anise. Even Molon was better off than those two at cooking up 
something edible. The best cook was Vermouth,” said Eugene. 


“Lady Anise says that Sir Vermouth was better at everything than Sir 
Hamel,” said Kristina. 


“Switch with Anise right now. I’m going to hit her once. Can I?” asked 
Eugene. 


“No, you cannot. This is my body,” replied Kristina with a firm 
expression. 


Eventually, the preparation of breakfast began. However, Anise wasn’t 
actually the one who was cooking, but rather Kristina. Anise only gave 
instructions inside her head, while Kristina obeyed and used her 
hands. 


[Let’s add wine. ] 
‘What?’ 


[Don’t you know? Wine helps to eliminate any pungent smell of meat 


and enhances the flavor of the dish.] 


a 


‘But this is porridge... 
[If you add red wine, it enhances the color of the porridge as well.] 


There was no shortage of ingredients, thanks to Eugene’s thorough 
preparation. Kristina poured wine into the boiling pot, as per Anise’s 
instruction, and while the horrendous breakfast was being prepared, 
Eugene cleared the bodies in their vicinity. Although it snowed all 
night, there had been simply too many monsters, and they had been 
so big that the corpses weren’t completely buried in white. 


Eugene had no intention of looking at such a horrible scene while 
eating. After all, he was stuck with eating something that was less 
than desirable, to say the least. Sure, it wasn’t a big deal three 
hundred years ago, but... there was no reason to do the same as in the 
past when they were living in a different era. 


Eugene suddenly froze while in the process of tossing the bodies of 
monsters. Kristina stiffened as well in the process of emptying the 
contents of an entire bottle of wine into the porridge, watching the 
wine color the ingredients. Abel, who had been hovering around her, 
curled up into a ball and held his breath. Mer had it worse. She didn’t 
simply stiffen up but rather collapsed on the spot. As a familiar, Mer 
was very sensitive to any changes in mana. 


Eugene immediately embraced her and took her inside his cloak. No 
matter what happened here, she would be fine in the isolated space 
inside the cloak. Mer finally managed to breathe after entering the 
Cloak of Darkness. 


[S-s-sir Eugene. ] 
[Hamel.] 


Mer called out in a panicked voice, and Tempest spoke from inside 
Wynnyd as well. Before he knew it, Kristina was at his side. Likewise, 
she was looking at Eugene with a pale expression. 


“Hamel,” she called out, but it wasn’t Kristina. Similar to Mer, Kristina 


had lost consciousness in the moment, transferring control of the body 
to Anise. 


“Yeah.” Eugene nodded. 
Fwoosh! 


Eight wings unfolded behind Anise’s back, and Eugene utilized the 
White Flame Formula to robe himself with purple flames. The two did 
not hesitate as they ran out of the barrier. It was no longer snowing, 
unnaturally so. There was simply no snow falling from the sky, as if 
the phenomenon had been artificially stopped. Nevertheless, the world 
still looked as hazy as before. 


The two ran and flew toward their destination, but the distance to 
their target did not seem to change at all. Eugene was unfamiliar with 
the things he was feeling now. He felt disgust and fear... as well as 
other similar negative emotions. He instinctively felt repulsed by the 
Grand Hammer Canyon. He did not want to get near it. In fact, he 
wanted to get as far away from it as possible. However, though it was 
an unfamiliar feeling, it wasn’t exactly the first time he was 
experiencing such emotions. 


He had experienced it once, three hundred years ago. 
‘Why?’ 


Eugene and Anise shared the same question. They had experienced the 
same, irresistible fear once before, a fear that was seen but could not 
be understood. It belonged to one of their targets of elimination, an 
existence beyond comprehension. 


‘Why here?’ 
The Demon King of Destruction. 


The mysterious, unexplainable existence had existed in Helmuth three 
hundred years ago. As was the case with the other Demon Kings, the 
Demon King of Destruction had never left Helmuth, and it rarely 
showed itself. 


The first time its existence was witnessed was in Ravesta, where most 
of the dragons were killed off. It was a place located far from the 
capital of Helmuth, Pandemonium, and also the territory of the 
Demon King of Destruction. After the first spotting, the Demon King of 
Destruction started roaming Helmuth like a natural disaster, and any 
armies unfortunate enough to stand in the way of its ruin were 
eliminated without exception. Three hundred years ago, when Hamel 
and his companions saw the Demon King of Destruction from afar, 
fifty thousand troops belonging to Nahama had disappeared without 
leaving a single body. 


It was just as Vermouth had warned — don’t fight with the Demon 
King of Destruction. It was such an existence, a presence impossible to 
battle against. Yes, it was true that all Demon Kings were like natural 
disasters, but the Demon King of Destruction was a living destruction 
in itself. The only solace was that the Demon King of Destruction no 
longer wandered Helmuth after the war but returned to Ravesta and 
remained silent for hundreds of years. 


Eugene couldn’t understand. This wasn’t Helmuth. Instead, this was 
Lehainjar, a mountain acting as a barrier blocking passage into 
Raguyaran, which was the end of the world. So what reason did the 
Demon King of Destruction have to leave its territory, Ravesta, after 
hundreds of years of silence just to come all the way to Lehainjar? 


“...No, this is different.’ 


Eugene contemplated the situation once more. It wasn’t as if he could 
see the Demon King of Destruction with his eyes, just that he was 
struck with the same, or rather, a similar feeling as when he 
encountered the Demon King of Destruction in the past. 


‘This is not the same. Just look at me now; even though I feel it, I’m not 
running away. I’m heading towards it. It’s not the Demon King of 
Destruction up ahead,’ Eugene surmised. 


Then what was it? The first explanation that came to his mind was... 
Oberon, one of Fury’s four heavenly kings. After the death of the 
Demon King of Fury, Oberon had submitted to the Demon King of 
Destruction. In the end, he was killed by his son, but Jagon still 
resided in Ravesta, the territory of the Demon King of Destruction. 


‘A lackey of Destruction? Is that why I feel this way? It’s not the Demon 
King of Destruction, but someone who’s received its power... ’ 


He couldn’t tell. Eugene couldn't possibly make an accurate judgment, 
so he decided to forego more analysis until he saw what was 
responsible for causing him to feel such things. Anise came to the 
same conclusion. Neither of them was struck with an irresistible urge 
to flee as they did three hundred years ago. 


Something moved on the cliff of the Grand Hammer Canyon. 


“Jagon...” muttered Eugene after coming to a stop. It felt as if he had 
not been getting close at all, but before he knew it, the two of them 
were already at the bottom of the cliff. “...No, it doesn’t seem like 
him.” 


Jagon’s father, the Depraved Oberon, had been a bear, so Jagon would 
also be a bear. But what stood atop the cliff wasn’t a bear. Instead, it 
was a... monkey? It was either a monkey or a gorilla the size of a 
giant. Although vicious horns jutted from its head, the creature 
definitely resembled a monkey. It was a huge two-legged, two-armed 
monster with white fur. No, was it a demonic beast...? The ominous 
aura emanating from the creature was similar to a demonic beast, but 
it wasn’t quite the same. Moreover, the repulsive feeling it struck into 
Eugene’s heart was different from demonic beasts. 


—tThe Nur is a monster, but it’s different from other monsters. It’s not 
a demonic beast, either. I’m sure you will feel it when you see it, but 
explaining it with words is impossible. 


Eugene remembered the ranger’s warning from two days ago. 


“Nur?” muttered Eugene while looking up at the monster. He saw 
hideous eyes peering back down at him. The creature’s mouth opened 
wide to make way for a grotesquely long tongue. Black saliva dripped 
from its sharp teeth and slithering tongue. 


“Krrr.” 


The creature lowered its posture as if readying itself to jump off the 
cliff. Eugene placed his hand inside the cloak to grab a weapon. 


Fwoosh. 


But before Eugene could take out a weapon, the monster’s head fell to 
the ground. The snow began falling once again, and in the flurry of 
white, a giant slung a clean, shiny axe over his shoulder. 


Eugene stared up at the cliff, unable to say anything. He could see 
someone stepping on the decapitated head. 


“..Molon.” 


Eugene spoke the name of his friend from three hundred years ago. 


Chapter 229 
Canyon (2) 


There stood a giant man. The rangers of Lehainjar and Aman Ruhr, 
the Beast King, were all well over two meters, but the man towering 
on top of the cliff looked to be a head taller than them. 


He wore fur over his shoulders, though it was hard to tell whether it 
had once belonged to an animal or a monster. In addition, his left arm 
was covered in what seemed like a bracer made of an unknown 
material, and that was all the armor he had. Even in such harsh, 
freezing weather, the man was without any thick winter clothes, and 
his large, firm chest and arm muscles were exposed. 


Yet, despite the freezing weather, he seemed completely unfazed, his 
breaths coming slow and steady though his chest was bare. His thick, 
enormous muscles made the man appear even taller and bigger than 
he already was. 


The man also had an axe slung over his shoulder; appearance-wise, 
the rugged weapon resembled a woodcutter's axe. Moreover, it looked 
large enough to fell a giant tree with one strike. In fact, the man had 
decapitated the head of the Nur, a giant monster, with a single swing, 
and there remained not a single drop of blood staining its blade. 


The wind scattered the man’s hair in front of his face, and his gaze 
slowly fell downwards through the curtain of hair. There was no way 
Eugene and Anise would fail to recognize the man — Molon Ruhr. 
Although he adorned a shaggy beard, unlike three hundred years ago, 
it didn’t matter. Even if Molon grew a beard, he was still Molon. 


At least, that’s how it was supposed to be. 
Eugene and Anise stood frozen on their spot for a moment. 


The two stood there in place, staring up at him. Although Eugene had 


called out his name, he couldn’t follow up with anything else. Was it 
because Molon was taller than he had been three hundred years ago? 
Or was it because he was bigger and larger? Was it because he was 
covering his left arm with a strange bracer, or was it because he had 
grown a shaggy beard? Even so, Molon was still Molon, right? 


Eugene and Anise saw the eyes that peered down at them. The eyes 
belonging to their old friend were frigid, and they contained no 
emotion. It was almost impossible to think such eyes belonged to 
Molon. Was it because he had not heard Eugene call out his name? It 
was definitely possible since Eugene had barely shouted loud enough 
due to his immense shock. 


Eugene couldn’t understand why Molon was exuding such an 
atmosphere. Eugene could perhaps understand if he were the only one 
here since it wouldn’t be strange for Molon to be wary of unknown 
outsiders. However, Eugene wasn’t alone. He was with Kristina, who 
looked exactly like Anise. Even if Molon failed to recognize Eugene as 
Hamel’s reincarnation, he couldn’t possibly fail to recognize Kristina, 
or rather Anise. To boot, Anise was even spreading all of her eight 
wings. 


“Hey, Molon,” Eugene called out once more after quenching his 
emotions. There were too many things he couldn’t understand. 


He wasn’t completely certain whether that monster had been the Nur, 
the subject of the rangers’ warning and the main character of Bayar’s 
old legends. What Eugene and Anise had felt from the monster was 
the same ominous, repulsive sensation they had felt from the Demon 
King of Destruction, and it had not been a simple illusion either. They 
had felt the visceral ominosity right down to their bones, and it was 
something they had felt only from the Demon King of Destruction 
among all the Demon Kings and demonfolks they had encountered. Of 
course, this sensation had paled compared to one given off by the 
Demon King of Destruction, but the monster had successfully evoked 
the memory of three hundred years ago with its presence alone. 


Eugene couldn’t understand why such a monster was on this mountain 
and why Molon was here after entering seclusion 100 years ago. There 
was so much he didn’t understand. 


“You moron,” Eugene breathed out. 


But truth be told, what did such things matter? His comrade from 
three hundred years ago was alive and well. He didn’t know what 
Molon had experienced, but he appeared just fine standing on the 
cliff. He had not faked his own death like Vermouth, nor been sealed 
with a hole in his chest like Sienna, or killed himself like Anise. 


So Eugene kicked off the ground and jumped high. The cliff was tall, 
but Eugene managed to reach its end with a single leap. Molon’s gaze 
followed him upwards, and their gazes met in the air. But what 
Eugene saw were cold, distant eyes. 


Eugene did not remember Molon’s eyes as being like this. They were 
dull and murky, as if Molon had been weathered and destroyed by the 
three hundred years he had experienced, and Eugene couldn’t help but 
wonder what Molon had been through in the past three hundred years 
after Hamel’s death. He looked tired and exhausted, just as Vermouth 
had appeared in the chair in the Lionheart’s Dark Room. 


Eugene was about to set foot on the cliff when Molon shook his head, 
and just before he landed, Molon waved his hand. Although it was a 
gentle wave of his hand, it caused a strong gust of wind like a storm. 
The snow lining the cliff soared under the huge pressure and 
scattered. Not expecting this development, Eugene was immediately 
thrown backward, never having imagined that Molon would push him 
away. He was carried back quite a distance by the wind. 


“Oi!” Eugene shouted. He was dumbfounded and immediately gave 
orders to the spirits of the wind and stopped himself. Then, he pushed 
himself forward with an even stronger gust of wind and approached 
the cliff. 


“Go back.” The lips centered between the shaggy beard parted, and 
Molon continued while staring directly at Eugene’s face, “Hamel.” 


It seemed Molon recognized Eugene, even though he looked 
completely different from his past life. Was it because of how Eugene 
had addressed him? 


Go back? Eugene’s expression contorted with annoyance. He was 
reunited with Molon after three hundred years, after climbing this 
damned mountain. There was so much he wanted to ask Molon, but 
the moron was telling him to go back? 


“Fuck off.” Eugene had no intention of complying with Molon’s words. 
Eugene once again descended to the cliff after returning, and Molon’s 
beard twitched as he grinned. He raised his axe above his shoulder, 
then grabbed it with one hand before swinging it into the air. 


The strike contained absolutely no hostility, but it created a 
tremendous force that was impossible to resist from the front. Eugene 
reflexively grabbed Wynnyd from inside his cloak and called 
Tempest’s wind. 


Kwaaaaahh! 


A storm erupted behind Wynnyd’s trajectory. Even though the sword 
and the axe never clashed directly, the full brunt of their strikes 
collided midair. Eugene immediately realized the massive difference 
in their power, even though he was sure they both had swung without 
any preparation. Molon’s brute force was extremely powerful, just like 
three hundred years ago. Although his eyes and appearance had taken 
the full brunt of the passage of time, the strength contained in his 
grossly large muscles had not faded at all. 
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‘No, in fact, he’s even stronger than three hundred years ago... 


The clash of storms collapsed, and Eugene was thrown backward. The 
power contained in the force pushing him back was massive, and 
Eugene couldn’t tell how far he would be sent flying if he didn’t resist. 
As such, Eugene once again called upon the wind and stopped himself 
in midair, then descended. 


“That moron,” spat Eugene while pushing against the blizzard. He saw 
Anise’s back when he returned to the bottom of the cliff. She was 
standing in place after putting her eight wings away. 


“Anise, are you all right?” Eugene inquired. 


“I’m fine,” she answered without looking back. Instead, she slowly 
raised her finger to where her gaze was headed — the top of the cliff. 
Eugene followed suit and looked up at the cliff once more. 


“Where did that moron go?” Eugene asked with a deep frown. He 
couldn’t see Molon or the corpse of the monster. 


Anise shrugged and looked back. “I don’t know. He suddenly 
disappeared in the snowstorm.” 


“That stupid idiot disappeared with that stupidly big corpse? What, 
did he grab the corpse and hop away?” asked Eugene. 


“No. Although I don’t know much about magic, Molon disappeared 
with the body like it was magic. They disappeared in the blink of an 
eye,” said Anise. 


“Tl take a look myself,” grumbled Eugene, approaching Anise. 
“T’ve already put away my wings,” said Anise. 


“Well, you can take them out again. And since when did you have to 
take out your wings to fly? I know you can do it without your wings. 
Or you can just jump. You can jump that much, can’t you?” Eugene 
continued with his grumbling. 


Although the cliff was relatively high, Eugene had no doubt that Anise 
was more than capable of hopping to the top. 


“Kristina lacks the physical abilities. And I need my wings to look 
sacred, don’t I?” replied Anise. 


“Tt’s not like anyone is watching right now.” 


“Oh, right. I guess it’s just you and me right now, Hamel,” Anise said 
with a smile. 


Kristina would have screamed out of embarrassment if she were 
awake, but unfortunately, she was still unconscious inside her mind. 
Anise had hoped for Eugene to blush with embarrassment, but he 
looked nonchalant. In the first place, Eugene wasn’t embarrassed by 
what he had said during the fireworks, so why would he feel 
embarrassed now? 


“Then I guess there’s no helping it,” Eugene said before taking giant 
strides up to Anise. After stopping in front of her, he suddenly placed 
his hand on her waist. 


Anise’s brain short-circuited by Eugene’s unexpected, sudden action. 
However, Eugene brought her into his embrace and carried her 
without caring for how she had stiffened. 


“Stay still,” said Eugene. 


It was a reasonable choice by Eugene’s standards. Although he 
couldn’t see Molon on the cliff now, wasn’t it possible that he was 
hiding somewhere? Moreover, Molon could well swing his axe once 
more like before. Of course, Eugene knew Anise was strong enough to 
protect herself, but he judged it would be safer to carry her as he flew 


up. 
‘P-p-princess carry... ’ 


In fact, Anise had been secretly looking forward to something like this 
happening. However, she had hoped Eugene’s face would be dyed red, 
and he would hesitate when she suggested he do this rather than him 
taking the initiative. In other words, Anise had not been prepared for 
Eugene to carry her like this. So she could not poke fun at him but 
quietly allowed him to carry her in his arms instead. She was certain 
she could regain her composure and tease him if she were in his arms 
for a while, but... unfortunately, the tall cliff took only one simple 
leap for Eugene to climb. 


“He’s not here,” grumbled Eugene after landing on the cliff as he put 
Anise down. No, to be exact, he attempted to put her down. After 
belatedly coming to her senses, Anise wrapped her arms tightly 
around Eugene’s neck. Even though he had already released her from 
his arms, she held on to his neck by squeezing her arms tightly. The 
strength Eugene felt in her arms made it quite hard to believe she was 
physically lacking. 


“What are you doing?” asked Eugene. 


“Hmm.” Anise didn’t have a good answer, so she cleared her throat 
instead while slowly loosening her grip. She descended, then looked 
around before commenting, “It’s clean.” 


“T know,” replied Eugene. 


The Nur had been a monster as big as a giant. It wouldn’t have been 
strange for its black blood to dye all the snow on the cliff, but 
strangely enough, the ground was spotless and white. Moreover, there 
were no traces of a body being dragged away. 


“You're right. It’s like magic,” muttered Eugene with a scoff. Was it 
possible that Molon had learned magic during the three hundred 
years? It wasn’t an impossibility. 


Eugene turned his head and looked at Anise. She had said that Molon 
had disappeared with the monster’s body like magic. Yes, it was true 
that Anise didn’t know much about magic. But just because Anise 
herself didn’t know how to use magic didn’t mean she couldn’t 
recognize it. This phenomenon had not been caused by magic but by 
something similar to magic. 


Eugene looked around once more. Even while holding Akasha in his 
cloak, he couldn’t figure out how Molon had disappeared with the 
body. 


“Did Molon not say anything to you?” Eugene asked. 


“He said nothing, Hamel. He just looked at me for a moment before 
you came back,” answered Anise. 


“How did Molon disappear?” asked Eugene. 


“Suddenly. Just like magic. I don’t know exactly how, and although I 
said... he disappeared in the blink of an eye, I didn’t actually close my 
eyes, just that he disappeared that quickly and suddenly. He 
disappeared in the snowstorm as if... he had never been there, to 
begin with,” replied Anise. 


“There’s only one explanation I can infer from what youw’re saying and 
the traces here,” said Eugene. 


“A barrier,” said Anise, nodding. 


It was likely that the cliff itself straddled a boundary as a barrier. 
Molon and the Nur’s body had been on a different cliff that paralleled 
this one. For barriers like these, there was bound to be a totem that 


powered it. However, no matter how he tried, Eugene could not see 
through the barrier, even with Akasha, and he couldn’t blindly search 
for the totem, not knowing what lay beyond the cliff and the barrier. 


“Let’s go down,” Eugene said with a deep frown. “That’s what Molon 
said. To go back.” 


“And since when were you so obedient to what Molon said?” asked 
Anise. 


“Molon is older than me,” replied Eugene. 


“He was also older than you three hundred years ago,” countered 
Anise. 


“At that time, Molon was older than me by only three or four years,” 
said Eugene. 


“Five years,” Anise corrected. 


“In those days, a difference of five years was nothing. We were all just 
friends anyways. If we’re talking about specifics, Anise, you were two 
years older than me,” said Eugene. 


“Three years,” she corrected once more. 


“At that time, we were all equal regardless of our ages and when we 
were born. But it’s been three hundred years, and that bastard Molon 
had aged by three hundred years. I’m sure he didn’t tell me to get lost 
just because he doesn’t like me, so let’s go back down and figure 
things out,” said Eugene. 


“How cute,” commented Anise. 
“What?” 


“Regardless of your reason, you’re showing respect for Molon’s will. 
Hamel, are you afraid of being pushed back by Molon again while 
stubbornly searching this place...?” asked Anise. 


“Stop saying weird things. Molon is alive, and I’m sure he has his 
reasons.” 


“That’s what we call respect,” sniggered Anise before turning away. 
She jumped down from the cliff, thinking that Hamel looked 
incredibly cute with his shy face, mumbling like an idiot. 


“Ah.” It wasn’t until she reached the ground that she belatedly came 
to a realization. She could have asked him to help her down, saying it 
was too high. If she had, she could have made him carry her like a 
princess once more...! 


Anise hurriedly turned her eyes upward with regret. Eugene was 
looking down at her with narrowed eyes and an absurd expression. 


“Ehem.” Anise cleared her throat while soothing her disappointment. 


Abel was waiting for them with droopy ears when they returned to the 
tent. The ominous feeling similar to the Demon King of Destruction 
had disappeared with the death of the Nur, or the unknown monster. 
Thanks to that, Abel didn’t appear as scared as before. 


A little while later, Mer gently poked her head out of Eugene’s cloak, 
and Kristina also came to her senses. 


Kristina felt ashamed of herself for fainting without managing to put 
up any resistance and blamed herself. 


[It’s only natural for you to have fainted, Kristina. After all, you’ve 
never experienced anything like that before, right?] Anise consoled 
her. 


Eugene did the same. “We almost fainted three hundred years ago, 
even though we had been through all sorts of things.” 


“But that wasn’t the Demon King of Destruction,” Kristina said, 
gathering her breath. 


“But it was similar. Don’t let it weigh too heavily on your heart. It’s 
like an instinctive fear, something you can’t really resist without 


experience,” Eugene reassured her as they finished their meal from 
before. The porridge had gone cold, so they boiled it again. The taste 
was worse than usual. 


Two days later, Eugene and Kristina crossed the boundary of Lehainjar 
and arrived at Lehain’s training grounds. It was a fortress protected by 
high walls but shaped like a village attached to a castle. The knights of 
the Kingdom of Ruhr mainly used the training grounds, but the people 
of the Bayar Tribes resided in the village. The ones who had not left 
the snowfield had been managing the fortress since it was built while 
living in the village. 


Most of Lehainjar’s rangers were natives of Bayar who were born in 
the village, and many young warriors dreamt of someday going to 
Hamelon, the capital, to become chosen knights of the king. 


“It’s big,” mumbled Eugene after entering the fortress. 


He wasn’t just referring to the fortress, either. The native residents of 
the village were tall and big, just like Molon, the King of Ruhr, and 
the rangers of the snowy mountain. Eugene was also quite tall, but he 
couldn’t see any men in the fortress who were shorter than him. In 
any case, the fortress itself was enormous as well. 


It was for the Knight March. As soon as the site of Knight March had 
been confirmed, the Beast King had ordered for the Lehain’s fortress to 
be expanded extensively. Eugene didn’t know exactly how many 
knights and mercenaries were coming to the Knight March, but the 
expanded fortress looked big enough to accommodate all visitors. 


“The Burning River,” said Eugene. 


A hot, steam-breathing river flowed through the outskirts of the 
village. Perhaps thanks to it, it didn’t feel very cold despite the snow. 


“You are not allowed to enter without washing up and not allowed to 
enter wearing anything other than a bathing suit,” answered the 
villager responsible for showing them around. 


“[m not going in.” 


“We don’t see many visitors here normally, and many outsiders who 
are here seem quite mistaken. This is the end of the northern 
snowfield, and the natives of Bayar have resided in this place for a 
long time. Unfortunately, that means they like to think we are 
ignorant and barbaric,” continued the villager with a shrug. Like the 
other natives, he was tall, an entire head taller than Eugene. 


“But we are not as ignorant or barbaric as they think us to be. The 
Burning River... Indeed, it feels great to go in there when it snows, 
but that doesn’t mean we enter it without first washing up. If you 
really want to do something like that, you can use the private hot 
spring at your own house. The river belongs to the village, so you 
shouldn’t make your neighbors uncomfortable. Everyone here respects 
the rule,” said the villager. 


“Ts that so?” said Eugene. 


“But the Lionheart clan is a friend of our founder. Although three 
hundred long years have passed, the Lionheart clan is still a friend to 
the Ruhr family. So, Sir Eugene Lionheart, if you would like to jump 
into that river right now,” the villager said hesitantly. 


“Has someone already jumped in?” asked Eugene. He felt his heart 
drop slightly. 


“No, they didn’t jump in. Rather, they walked on the hot spring saying 
it was amazing, without even removing their shoes,” the villager 
answered. 


“Tt must have been Lady Carmen,” muttered Eugene. 
“How did you know?” the villager asked with surprise. 


“Lady Carmen is the only one who enjoys such... eccentric behavior in 
the Lionheart family. I apologize on her behalf as a member of the 
family,” said Eugene. 


“We have already heard enough apologies,” the villager answered. 


The other members of the Lionheart family had departed a few days 
ahead of Eugene and had arrived in Lehain earlier. 


However, Cyan, Ciel, Dior, and Princess Scalia had yet to arrive. 
Eugene felt inwardly worried, but he did not rush to search for them, 
partially because of what Anise had said to him before. He couldn’t 
continue to treat them like they were children. 


“The guests from the Lionheart clan are staying at this mansion,” the 
villager said as they arrived at a large mansion close to the castle. “It 
is the mansion with the largest hot spring, except for the castle and 
the town’s public baths.” 


The kings and royal knights of different nations were staying at the 
castle. There were still four days until the beginning of the Knight 
March, but the kings of each country, except Ruhr’s own king, had 
already arrived. 


Aeuryus, the Pope of the Holy Empire. 

Straut the Second, the Emperor of the Kiehl Empire. 
Alabur, the Sultan of Nahama. 

Daindolf, the King of Aroth. 


The leaders of the empires and the equivalent nations were present, as 
well as King Rigos, King of the Flayvour Kingdom and the Director of 
the Anti-Demon Alliance, and other kings belonging to the alliance. 
Most of the continent’s rulers, apart from those of Helmuth, were 
currently staying in this fortress. 


“Well, please enjoy your stay,” the villager said before returning. 


Eugene stared up at the castle for a while. He could already feel a few 
gazes, gazes belonging to arrogant people who had no desire nor 
reason to hide their eyes. Eugene could feel the gazes coming from 
different heights. It was quite obvious. Not all kings stood on equal 
ground, and empires were superior to kingdoms, while kingdoms 
could be divided into large and small kingdoms. 


He was the second coming of the Great Vermouth. Even though he 
wasn’t set to be the next head of the family, he was a young lion of 
the main family of the Lionheart clan who would surely lead the next 


generation. 
The rulers of royal authority were paying keen attention to Eugene. 
“Sir Eugene.” 


“Tm not going to be rude. I’m just looking up, that’s all,” said Eugene 
with a smirk. He then turned his head before walking into the 
mansion with light steps. 


“They can look all they want from up there.” 


Chapter 230 
Lehain (1) 


The Lionheart family mobilized a hundred knights for the Knight 
March, apart from the members of the family. There were forty White 
Lions and sixty Black Lions. The Knights of the White Lion protected 
the main family, and there were quite a few of them. As such, it 
wasn’t a big problem even if forty of them were absent. However, the 
same wasn’t true of the Black Lion Knights. 


The Black Lion Castle was located at the Uklas Mountains at the 
border of Kiehl, and beyond it lay the Great Forest of Samar. The 
natives of the forest were always trying to sneak past the border into 
Kiehl at every opportunity, and there were criminals of Kiehl and 
other nations trying to sneak past the border to avoid punishment. 
The main duty of the Black Lions was to serve as guardians of the 
border at the Uklas Mountains, and they were recognized by the Kiehl 
Empire for their strength and valor. 


Since Eward’s uprising a year ago, the Black Lion Knights had greatly 
increased their power, but most of the knights that they had recruited 
were youngsters from the countryside. If the elite knights were 
mobilized to participate in the Knight March, the castle would be left 
with rookie knights. Thus, half of the commanders and elite knights of 
the Black Lion stayed back at the castle, and as a result, in the 
mansion, there were quite a few new faces among the Black Lion 
Knights that Eugene didn’t recognize. Of course, he knew that they 
were all there to participate in the Knight March, a grueling ritual that 
would bring even the strongest of warriors to their limit. 


As he made his way to the center of the room, he couldn't shake the 
feeling that all eyes were on him, watching his every move. 
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But not all of them were unfamiliar faces. Eugene stared at Gargith, 
who was intently peering at him while proudly sticking out his chest. 


Just like Dezra, Gargith had decided to join the Black Lion Knights. 


Eugene didn’t say a word and looked at the man standing next to 
Gargith — Genos, the captain. Originally, he had been in charge of the 
Second Division. However, after Dominic had passed, his division had 
gone up one rank. 


“ ,.Hmm.” Eugene cleared his throat when he felt the heat of their 
gazes. It had been quite a while since he had last met with Genos or 
Gargith, but... Eugene felt rather embarrassed seeing how Genos’ eyes 
were filled with tears. 


‘What an achievement.’ 


The last time Genos had seen Eugene was at the Black Lion Castle one 
year ago. At that time, Eugene had been unbelievably strong, and he 
had shown an insane rate of growth. It had been a year since then, 
and Eugene’s growth was sufficient to astonish Genos. 


With that said, Genos didn’t take the shock all that hard. In a way, he 
thought it was only natural. Genos knew that Eugene was actually 
Hamel, a member of the Hero’s party from three hundred years ago. 
Although his body belonged to a twenty-one-year-old, his soul was 
much older, which made his explosive growth only natural. 


With that said... Hamel had not learned the Lionhearts’ White Flame 
Formula in his past life. In other words, his current training method 
was completely different from his previous one. And even though he 
also practiced magic at the same time, he was the first in the 
Lionhearts’ history that managed to reach the Sixth Star of the White 
Flame Formula at the age of twenty-one. 


Genos thought it regrettable that there were other Lionhearts around 
him right now. If he had been alone, he would have allowed his tears 
to flow freely in praise of Hamel’s greatness. He still had a deep desire 
to do so, but he couldn’t — not here, not now. 


He took a sideways glance at Gargith’s face. It was impossible to 
believe that... it belonged to a twenty-three-year-old. 


“Was there anything you wanted to say to me...?” asked Eugene while 


glancing at Genos. He had a lot to say, but he couldn’t speak his mind 
with Gargith standing right there. 


“Well... Great job coming all this way,” answered Genos. 
“Where is the family head?” asked Eugene. 


“With the elders. They went to the castle to discuss the schedule while 
we're here,” said Genos. 


Eugene nodded before shuffling his gaze towards Gargith, who was 
still sticking out his chest proudly. 


“...Why are you doing that?” asked Eugene. 


“Let’s go take a bath,” responded Gargith. It was quite out of the blue, 
but there was no reason for Eugene to refuse. He glanced back and 
saw Kristina’s eyes twinkling. 


Of course, it wasn’t as if she were looking forward to a mixed bath or 
anything. 


The two of them had traversed the snowfield for almost a month. 
Although they had kept themselves clean and kept their hygiene with 
magic, their desire to soak in a hot bath wasn’t something that could 
be soothed by magic. 


In the end, Eugene and Kristina ended up following Gargith to the 
bath. It was an open-air bath that covered the entirety of the 
mansion’s backyard. 


“Do I go in with you?” asked Mer. 


“Cut the nonsense and go with Kristina,” replied Eugene. He ignored 
how the familiar pouted and handed her over to Kristina before 
entering the men’s bath with Gargith. 


“Have you seen the inhabitants of Bayar?” asked Gargith. 


“T did,” answered Eugene. 


“All of them had beautiful muscles. It is said that the hot springs here 
are very helpful for muscle growth,” said Gargith. 


“T see...” Eugene muttered. 


“Congratulations on reaching the Sixth Star of the White Flame 
Formula,” continued Gargith. 


“Thank you,” responded Eugene. 
“Are you not going to congratulate me in response?” asked Gargith. 
“Well... Um... Congratulations on becoming a Black Lion...” 


“T didn’t come here to take a bath with you because I wanted to hear 
those words,” said Gargith. 


The hot spring was truly wonderful, and it reminded Eugene of how 
Molon used to speak about the ‘hot river’ of his hometown. Vermouth 
had also said a few things about the hot springs as well. Was it that 
simply soaking in it relieved your fatigue? Well, it was true. 


— It’s not just fatigue. The hot river is filled with medicinal water that 
heals diseases and wounds, so just soaking in it for a bit works quite great. 
It’s especially good for the skin, so women love it. 


Indeed, when Eugene took a better look at the hot spring water, he 
could see that it had dense mana. 


... The water suddenly bubbled, and when Eugene looked to the side to 
find the source of the commotion, he could see Gargith wiggling his 
muscles... 


“Your... body’s... gotten... better,” stuttered Eugene with a sour face. 
He felt an unspoken pressure, and only then did Gargith nod with a 
satisfied expression. 


“There seems to be a lot of debate about the joint training,” said 
Gargith. 


“Ts it because of the danger?” asked Eugene. 


“That’s right. No matter how careful you are, a blind knife can easily 
take a man’s life. And it’s not like we’re training with a single 
organization either. The knights who have gathered in Lehain all 
belong to different orders and groups. If there’s even a little bit of 
political agenda involved, it could easily lead to deliberate maiming,” 
answered Gargith. 


The purpose of the Knight March was to unite the nations and 
knightly orders of the continent. But even children suffered injuries 
and even died if they were unlucky during war games, so it was 
practically impossible for there to be no accidents during training for 
the knights. 


“The Knight March is supposed to be a bunch of friendly matches held 
between knight orders for the purpose of training. And wasn’t it 
decided that it would take the form of a war of occupation this time 
around?” asked Eugene. 


“That’s what was decided, but apparently Nahama’s Sultan is 
complaining. He’s saying that the desert warriors and the assassins 
won’t be able to display their full abilities since the snowfield is 
completely different from the desert,” answered Gargith. 


“So what does he want them to do?” asked Eugene. 


“He’s asked to summon a large number of monsters in Lehainjar 
instead and go on an expedition. Although it’s a sudden proposal, 
quite a few nations are supporting it,” said Gargith. 


“Well, well.” 


Eugene knew exactly why the Sultan had made such a proposal. Since 
ancient times, Nahama’s desert was riddled with many dungeons of 
wizards, since the desert was a perfect place to set up dungeons 
underground. Just like the factions in Aroth were divided into magic 
towers, desert factions were split among a number of dungeons. The 


sandmancers of Nahama belonged to one such faction. 


However, it didn’t mean that the dungeons stood on equal ground 
with the magic towers. If the two had really been equal, Aroth could 
never have taken its title of the Magic Kingdom. There was a crucial 
difference between Nahama and Aroth, apart from the quality and 
number of wizards. The royal family of Aroth did not demand 
complete obedience and deference from the magic towers, but the 
Sultan of Nahama very much did demand that from the dungeons. 


If Nahama’s Sultan suggested summoning monsters, it meant that he 
was accompanied by dungeon wizards specializing in that kind of 
magic. 


‘It seems he doesn’t want to be transparent about his forces.’ 


The Sultan had made such a suggestion, while other kings supported 
it, and it was quite obvious why. 


If two powers collided, they would each acquire a clear picture of the 
other’s forces. In addition, it wasn’t like this was a simple bar fight or 
anything like that. The Knight March was a gathering of knights from 
all over the world, and even if the matches hosted were friendly and 
only for the sake of training, the honor of each nation and knightly 
order was at stake. One was free to hide their true power if they so 
wished, but they would be forced to suffer defeat as a consequence, 
which would lead to a loss of honor. 


However, if they were faced against monsters, they didn’t have to 
worry about having their hidden aces revealed. As such, the Sultan’s 
proposal was a refreshing scratch for the itch that many leaders had 
been feeling. They had been inwardly dissatisfied about the Knight 
March. 


Why was the Knight March being held in the first place? It was 
because of the Demon King of Incarceration’s warning to the world — 
a hint that the Demon Kings of Helmuth might once again threaten 
the world after three hundred years of silence and peace. And who 
had first heard the warning? It had been Eugene. However, the 
Emperor of Kiehl had never once summoned Eugene even after being 
briefed by the Lionheart family. 


The same had been true in Aroth. During Eugene’s hearing, Daindolf, 
the King of Aroth, had delegated authority to his son, Honein, instead 
of attending the meeting himself. Eugene was the successor of Sienna 
the Wise, the second coming of the Great Vermouth, and the one 
warned directly by the Demon King of Incarceration. There had been 
more than enough reasons for Daindolf to desire a meeting with 
Eugene, to talk to him. Even so, Daindolf had not met with Eugene 
and kept his distance instead. 


‘Idiots. ’ 


Eugene frowned. In the end, the Knight March was only a half-baked 
meeting that appeared reasonable on the surface. The leaders of the 
nations didn’t actually believe that the Demon King of Incarceration 
was going to break peace. It was somewhat understandable; if the 
Demon King of Incarceration had wanted to, there had been more 
than enough opportunities for him to do so from the beginning. 


— During these past three hundred years, I feel like I have continued to 
show a sufficient amount of goodwill and respect to Vermouth’s 
descendants. 


— I have respected their freedom to not show me any goodwill or respect in 
return. However I am concerned that you may be taking my continued 
goodwill for granted. 


— With freedom comes responsibility. Freedom without responsibility is 
just indulgence. Descendant of Vermouth, tell this to everyone in the 
Lionheart clan. Do not take the goodwill that I have granted you as an 
incentive to go too far. If you will not give me my due regard, then I shall 
no longer respect you either. 


The Demon King of Incarceration had warned him thus in the desert 
tomb. It had been a very direct, blatant warning, and the Knight 
March was no different than a show of force against the Demon King 
of Incarceration’s warning, but... Eugene couldn’t help but wonder 
whether the combined forces of the continent was enough to shock the 
Demon King of Incarceration. 


‘I don’t know if it would be enough if everyone was completely united. But 
that’s not even the case. Everyone’s busy trying to hide what’s on their 
plates.’ 


In Eugene’s opinion, the current predicament was a result of how 
blatant, yet lax the Demon King of Incarceration’s warning had been. 
Couldn’t the guy have warned them that he would destroy the 
continent in a few years instead? 


The Demon King of Incarceration had left considerable room for 
interpretation in his warning. He wouldn’t show any respect if they 
did not respect him in turn... Didn’t that mean he would show respect 
as long as they showed him due regard? It was easy to interpret it as a 
conditional declaration of war. 


— Your ancestor may have made an Oath in exchange for his freedom, but 
now, the end of that promise is drawing near. The time is coming for the 
wheel that has stalled to resume moving forward once more. 


— Someday... we may have to make a new Oath. I wonder who will be 
able to make a new promise in Vermouth’s stead, and stop this wheel once 
more. 


“Little bastard,” muttered Eugene under his breath. With the Demon 
King of Incarceration’s warning being so ambiguous, wasn’t it natural 
for the leaders of the nations to be cautious in their response? The last 
three hundred years had been an era of unprecedented peace, so 
which king would really hope and prepare for war? At least, it was 
quite obvious that no one wanted war to afflict their own country. 


If Knight March fizzled out like this, would there really be any 
changes? 


Perhaps. 


Firstly, the Anti-Demon Alliance would have their troops pull back, 
deciding that it would act as a show of respect to the Demon Kings 
and allow them to avoid war. The only reason the Anti-Demon 
Alliance would wait until after the Knight March would be for the 
sake of saving face. In fact, the Knight March itself ultimately served 
for the nations to try and one-up each other. 


‘A good beating would get some sense into them.’ 


Eugene propped himself out of the bath. Perhaps because of how hot 


the spring water was, it felt as if heat was coursing to his head faster 
than usual. 


He felt rather irritated and annoyed. Why was it Nahama’s Sultan, of 
all people, issuing a complaint now, just days before the beginning of 
Knight March? Nahama had invaded Turas over the course of 
hundreds of years. Helmuth looked the other way each time, and there 
was suspicion that the Demon King of Incarceration was responsible 
for instigating them. 


Eugene hadn’t been a fan of Nahama three hundred years ago and 
didn’t like them very much now, either. Even the damned assassins of 
Nahama were just pieces of shit who only prioritized their own 
interests, even if it meant backstabbing their allies in the battlefield. 


‘The sultan of such trash is naturally a piece of crap himself. Maybe he’s 
complaining like a little baby on the orders of the Demon King of 
Incarceration.” 


...But would the Demon King of Incarceration really do that? For what 
reason? What could he be scared of? 


Eugene’s rational mind gave him plausible answers, but he decided to 
ignore them. 


In fact, it didn’t matter to Eugene how the Knight March ended. It was 
none of his business. Regardless of how hard the kings tried to hide 
what was on their plates, Eugene had his own business to attend to. 
He didn’t care what they were trying to do, since it was clear to him 
what he had to do. 


True, it would be helpful if he had more numerous, powerful allies. 
However, recalling his experiences from three hundred years ago, 
Eugene knew that having more soldiers in a war against existences 
like the Demon Kings didn’t make a big difference. It was because of 
the damned necromancers. As the scale of the battles increased, the 
number of corpses increased accordingly, which allowed the 
necromancers to raise more corpses as soldiers of the armies of the 
Demon Kings. 


‘I’m not a huge fan of huge wars either. If I could, I would invade the castle 


alone and kill the Demon King of Incarceration.’ 
[That is an arrogant thought, Hamel.] 


‘You bastard, how can you talk to me when I don’t even have Wynnyd in 
my hand?’ 


[Don’t act so surprised, Wynnyd is just a catalyst. You signed a 
contract with me.] 


Eugene already knew this. However, he was surprised that Tempest 
had initiated a conversation, since Tempest rarely spoke with Eugene 
when he wasn’t holding Wynnyd. 


[Hamel. How could I keep my mouth shut when you sincerely dream 
of the northern expedition, when you’re so near? ] 


‘Northern expedition this, northern expedition that... ’ 


[You and I share the same lingering feelings. Three hundred years ago, 
we failed to conquer the Northern Devildom. Miraculously, we were 
given another chance, so this time around, we must successfully 
conquer it. ] 


‘Right.’ 


[However, Hamel, that will be impossible with just the two of us. 
Even though Anise miraculously empowered the new Saintess, that 
still isn’t enough. That was the case three hundred years ago, and that 
is the case now as well. Although the key people responsible for 
taking the heads of the Demon Kings were a small number of elites, 
you were given the room to focus on the Demon Kings because the 
powers of the continent grappled with and impeded the armies of the 
Demon Kings. ] 


Eugene didn’t deny it. It was true that Vermouth and the rest of them 
were key to battles against the Demon Kings and the high-ranking 
demons of Helmuth, but the allied armies also played a key role in 
several battles across Helmuth. 


[We need military power to conquer the north. Hamel, let me make a 
suggestion. ] 


‘What, you want me to become the head of the Lionheart family? Well, is 
there really a need for that? This family values their identity as Vermouth’s 
descendants to their cores. If there is a need, the whole family will 
immediately rise up and prepare for war... ’ 


[I am not talking about Lionheart, Hamel. I am talking about you 
becoming the Emperor of Kiehl.] 


“Pfffff.” Eugene spat out the cold water he had been drinking after 
exiting the bath. He couldn’t believe what he had just heard. 


‘What did you just say?’ 


[It’s not impossible. Even Molon became the king of a country, so why 
couldn’t you be a king as well, Hamel? ] 


‘No, but... This is... ” 


[And if it is impossible for you to ascend the throne as the Emperor of 
Kiehl, how about as the Pope of the Holy Empire of Yuras? I don’t 
think it is impossible for you to become the Pope. If anything, it 
should be easier than becoming the Emperor of Kiehl. Eugene, you 
have the Holy Sword with you. Moreover, Anise, the Saintess from 
three hundred years ago, as well as Kristina Rogeris, the current 
Saintess, are fully supporting you] 


[Imagine this. Imagine you holding the shining Holy Sword and the 
Saintess following behind you with all her eight wings unfolded. If 
you wanted to become the Pope, who would question your legitimacy 
in that country of fanatics? ] 


Tempest... had a point. 


Eugene briefly imagined himself as the Pope. He would wear a robe of 
pure white, a gold crown on his head, and pray with a saintly smile... 


“Wow.” 
He couldn’t help but want to barf. 


He couldn’t even think about it, no matter how hard he tried. Of 
course, it was a possibility, but Eugene couldn’t help but think that he 
would drive far too many subjects of Yuras down to hell as the Pope. 


‘can’t. I won’t.’ 

[Why!?] 

‘I’m sure I could if I wanted to, but... But... I don’t want to.’ 
[Do you not want the power and authority of a king? ] 
‘Yeah, nope. I don’t need it.’ 


Eugene dressed himself, disregarding Tempest’s rambling. Looking 
back, he could see Gargith pouring hot spring water on his arm 
muscles. 


Eugene left the bath while shaking his head at his mysterious 
behavior. Kristina and Mer didn’t seem to be out of the bath yet, and 
Eugene momentarily contemplated heading up to his room to rest, but 
he still felt rather heated from earlier. Eventually, he put on his cloak 
and left the mansion. 


It was still snowing. Although it wasn’t optimal weather to take a 
walk, it was perfect to cool down after taking a dip in the hot spring. 
Eugene started walking without a particular destination in mind. 


There were many people, or rather knights on the street, though they 
didn’t bother to put on their armor while in the fortress. The knights 
were dressed in different uniforms, and after walking for a little while, 
Eugene realized that he was striding through the zone assigned to 
Kiehl. 


As if wanting to show off the power of the empire, the emperor of 
Kiehl had brought the elites of three different knightly orders. The 


White Dragon Knights, headed by Alchester, were by far the best of 
the three, but the Black Eagle Knights and the Silver Sword Knights 
weren't to be taken lightly either. 


Those with the black wings engraved on their chest were members of 
the Black Eagle. They looked at Eugene with curious, alert eyes, but 
did not bother approaching him or speaking to him. The same was 
true for Eugene — he had no reason to approach them. Although their 
gazes were slightly annoying, he ignored them and walked past. 


After walking for a little longer, he saw people dressed in colorful 
clothes, much unlike the knights’. 


‘Mercenaries. ’ 


He knew that several mercenary groups comparable to knightly orders 
had come to Lehain as well. Seeing as they were situated near the 
knights of Kiehl, they appeared to be mercenaries operating out of 
Kiehl. Eugene was worried that some of the mercenaries would forget 
their place and pick a fight, but fortunately, such things didn’t 
happen. 


In a way, it was only natural. Mercenaries weren’t all idiots, and those 
belonging to large groups were strictly disciplined, in some ways even 
more than knightly orders. 


After a while, Eugene had walked halfway around the castle. 
‘This is... ’ 


It was quite obvious. Just as the Emperor of the Kiehl Empire stayed 
high in the castle, the people of the empire were assigned a section 
close to the castle. 


On the other side of Kiehl was the zone belonging to Yuras. Eugene 
turned his head when he felt gazes peering at him. 


He could see fear in their eyes, and he knew why. Those hiding in the 
alley vigilantly watching Eugene were the Inquisitors of Maleficarum. 
Eugene didn’t recognize the faces of those clad in red cloaks, but he 
could guess from their gazes who they were. 


‘They must be survivors from the Fount of Light.’ 


He had killed quite a few, but not all. The lucky ones probably still 
lived with the injuries, while the really lucky ones had somehow 
managed not to meet Eugene at all. 


“What are you looking at, bastard?” 


Eugene had felt many gazes on his way here, but he had never found 
it necessary to speak. This time, however, it was different. He took the 
initiative, and when he glared at them, the Inquisitors jumped back in 
surprise and disappeared somewhere along the alley. 


“What are you staring at me like that for?” grumbled Eugene before 
turning around and leaving. 


After taking a few steps forward, however, he suddenly felt a strange 
presence behind him. 


Bang! 


Just as he turned his head to check the source of this odd feeling, a 
crunchy sound startled him. He jerked around to find one of the 
Inquisitors from earlier sprawled on the ground, with his head 
smashed in. 


“What’s this?” 


Eugene glanced at the alley where the Inquisitors had fled, but the 
person he saw there was not at all someone that he could have 
expected. 


Eugene remembered quite well that he had chopped off all her limbs, 
but that did not stop Hemoria from holding an Inquisitor by the 
throat, using an arm she had gained from god knew where. 


Chapter 231 
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Eugene failed to recognize Hemoria for a moment. Her face was 
covered with an iron mask, just as before, but the covering wasn’t as 
clean or neat as before. Rather, the iron plate appeared as if it had 
been forcibly bent into shape, then fixed in place with a piece of torn 
cloth. 
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However, the iron mask wasn’t the only reason Eugene failed to 
recognize her. Rather, it was because it had never occurred to him 
that she might be alive. He had cut off all her limbs at the Fount of 
Light when she had charged at him despite his warning. The wounds 
he had inflicted at the time were undoubtedly fatal. Eugene had then 
kicked her limbless stump of a body into the depths of the pit. 


There were a few who survived the incident at the Fount of Light, but 
none had come back alive from the pit. Even Raphael had not 
mentioned anything about anyone surviving from the pit after 
checking out the aftermath. 


“Youre still alive?” asked Eugene with a stupefied expression, 
belatedly realizing who she was. 


He was quite surprised that Hemoria was alive, but that was all he 
felt. He just assumed that she had been lucky. 


After a moment of thought, however, he realized that something was 
off. No matter how lucky you were, it was impossible to grow new 
limbs. 


He stared at Hemoria’s arms and legs. Those were definitely limbs 
where he had only left stumps. They didn’t look quite normal, and all 
four were tightly wrapped in dark bandages, but they were arms and 


legs alright. 
“...FWoo.” 


The sound of her labored breathing reached his ears. There was no 
other emotion than surprise in Eugene’s eyes, but the same couldn’t be 
said for Hemoria’s eyes. Her eyes had always been red, but now, they 
were dyed a deeper, bloodshot shade of crimson. The veins on her 
neck bulged and her chest heaved as her breathing intensified. 


“Hwuah... Fwoo.” 


In the past, she would have gnashed her teeth or even growled, but 
she was incapable of doing so anymore. The only way she could 
express herself was through a series of labored breaths. 


Eugene took on a curious expression in response. “What do you 
want?” 


Eugene had pushed Hemoria to the brink of death at the Fount of 
Light, and he didn’t know how she felt about it. As far as he was 
concerned, their interaction had been neither a fight, nor a battle. It 
had been nothing more than... removing an annoying obstacle, a 
pebble or an insect, out of his way. Perhaps he had been more forceful 
than he could have been, but in the end, he thought little of it. 


Did he hold a grudge? No, not against Hemoria as a person. Eugene 
had been extremely furious at the Fount of Light, and he had been 
determined to obliterate anyone and anything that blocked his path. 
True, there might have been some personal feelings involved when he 
had cut off all her limbs, but he had not directed his blade at Hemoria 
because he hated her. 


It was the same now. His anger had been resolved at the Fount of 
Light. As for now... As long as Hemoria didn’t suddenly attack him 
with the same resolve to kill as before, Eugene had no intention of 
killing her either. 


‘It’s not like I can do that here and now, can I?’ 


Killing her would put him in a rather difficult situation. If he had met 


her somewhere else, at another time, he could have exterminated her 
without any hesitation. However, this was neither the time nor the 
place, not during the Knight March. 


“Aren’t you going to grind your teeth?” asked Eugene with a tilt of his 
head. 


...Craaack! 


The sound of something grinding inside the iron covering could be 
heard, but it wasn’t the sound of her grinding her teeth. 


“Ugh...” Someone moaned from inside the alley. The Inquisitor from 
earlier was unconscious in Hemoria’s grasp, so it was clear that 
someone else had suffered at her hands. Eugene calmly took a few 
steps closer so that he could see deep inside the alley, but there was 
no need for him to go farther than that. A stench of blood suddenly 
attacked his sense of smell. 
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‘She must have been hiding it with magic... 


Earlier, when Eugene had first encountered the glaring Inquisitors, 
there had been nothing inside the alley. It was only possible for him to 
see inside the alley and smell the blood now because the Inquisitor 
responsible for performing the magic had been beaten to a pulp. 


It wasn’t just one or two of them either. Almost a dozen Inquisitors 
were lying on the floor covered in blood inside the alley, and it was 
obvious who was the one responsible. Eugene grinned, staring at 
Hemoria’s bloody hands. 


“Ts it alright for you to do that kind of stuff?” he asked. 


Hemoria’s eyebrows wriggled in irritation. Throwing the man in her 
grasp against the floor, she raised her index finger toward Eugene, 
glaring at him with bloodshot eyes. Eugene thought that she would 
attack him right away, but instead... Hemoria wiggled her finger, 
gesturing for him to come at her. 


Eugene burst into laughter in response. Where was this confidence 
coming from? Was it the strange new limbs she had attached? Well, 


he couldn’t just ignore her when she was pleading for him to come to 
her, could he? With a wide grin, Eugene obliged and took a few steps 
into the alley, toward Hemoria. 


As Eugene moved forward, Hemoria stepped back. It was clear that 
she cared for the gazes of passers-by, which Eugene found hilarious. 


“Why do you care about what other people think? What can you even 
do? Wouldn’t it be better for you if we stepped out of the alley?” 
asked Eugene with a smile. “In fact, maybe someone will be there to 
stop me if I start beating you up in the middle of the street.” 


Hemoria immediately fell for the obvious provocation. 


“Uwwwooo!” As soon as Eugene entered the alley, she howled and 
rushed at him with intense hatred and obvious intent to kill. 


She was faster than she had been at the Fount of Light, but that was 
all. Even before Hemoria could do anything, Eugene had already 
reached out and taken a firm hold of her throat. She wasn’t even 
allowed the time to groan before Eugene threw her straight down to 
the ground. The power she had mustered had been nullified all too 
easily. 


“Uwoooo!” Hemoria struggled on the ground. 


Eugene snatched her flailing arm, then wondered if he should pull it 
out or twist it off. In the end, he decided to postpone his decision until 
after he broke it first. However, the moment he twisted it, he frowned. 


“What’s this?” 


Even though he had forced her arm into an abnormal position, what 
he felt wasn’t the cracking of a bone. He soon came to realize the 
reason for the abnormal texture — what was covered in the dark 
bandage wasn’t an arm made of flesh and bones, but rather darkness 
in the shape of an arm. 


“...Fucking hell,” cursed Eugene as darkness freely flowed out from 
under the bandages. 


He immediately decided to crush Hemoria’s head, but a moment later, 
he froze. The sudden appearance of a ferocious presence made him 
shivered involuntarily, but he continued to analyze the situation. 


‘It’s worth a try.’ 


There were numerous variables in every fight, so it was impossible to 
predict how he would fare if one did break out. Even so, he was a 
completely different man compared to two years ago. At that time, he 
didn’t think he had a chance even if he used everything in his arsenal. 
But now, after only two years, he felt that he had a decent chance. 


A woman stepped out of the alley’s shadow, as if she had been there 
from the very beginning. Her mouth was covered with a cotton veil, 
and she adorned a bright red robe. She looked exactly like she had 
two years before. 


Amelia Merwin. 
“Has my pet... been disrespectful toward you?” 


Amelia’s lips twisted into a smile as she pulled back her hood. 
However, her lips were the only thing smiling. Her purple eyes were 
incredibly calm, hiding a terrible hostility deep, deep down in her 
gaze. Staring into her eyes felt like staring into the abyss — a terrible 
chasm that threatened to rob people of their sanity. 


“You still have a thing for messy pets, do you... Originally, you had a 
different pet, didn’t you?” asked Eugene. 


“You mean... the pet you broke? That child is doing well, though I 
didn’t bring him here,” answered Amelia. 


Eugene didn’t quite understand how Hemoria had become Amelia’s 
underling. He glanced down at Hemoria, who was still squirming on 
the ground. 


“Since when was an Inquisitor of Yuras a pet of yours?” 


“And what does that matter to you?” responded Amelia. 


“Tm just curious,” explained Eugene. 


“Well, it’s quite simple, really. You threw the girl into the hole after 
you cut off her arms and legs, and I picked her up,” answered Amelia. 
She then pulled out a staff topped by the head of a mountain goat 
from inside her robe. She lightly waved the staff, and darkness spread 
under Eugene’s feet. 


Eugene stared at the darkness without moving. He thought about 
making a move, but he held off for now. 


Amelia was his enemy, and Eugene had every reason to kill her, even 
if he hadn’t been hostile to black wizards. Thus, he judged that there 
was no reason to show his cards just yet. 


“Krrr...!” 


Hemoria squirmed under Eugene’s foot as if she were having a seizure. 
It was only for a moment, but Eugene saw a glimpse of desperation in 
her eyes. Naturally, Eugene did not respond to her plea. 


The darkness consumed Hemoria, and a moment later, she emerged 
from Amelia’s shadow. Amelia smiled, looking back at Hemoria. 


“,.So, who was being disrespectful here?” 
“What do you think?” said Eugene. 


“T have no intention of fooling around with you. I still remember it 
very clearly. You killed my pet in the desert. You didn’t forget, did 
you? At that time... I would have killed you had the Demon King not 
shown you mercy,” responded Amelia. 


“T know that very well. It was quite unfortunate that you weren’t able 
to kill me then,” said Eugene. 


“Damned burglar.” Amelia snarled with a deep frown. 


Eugene responded to her anger with a smile. “Who is calling whom a 
thief?” 


“You robbed a grave that was in my territory,” spat out Amelia. 


“The statue of Hamel? The tombstone? I guess you considered those 
valuable treasures, didn’t you?” said Eugene. 


“Tt was a piece of history that had not been revealed to the world, 
something that was only known to me and only belonged to me,” 
retorted Amelia. 


“Don’t fuck with me. You had absolutely no rights to own those,” said 
Eugene. 


“And you’re entitled to them? Ah, well, I guess you do, since you are a 
descendant of Vermouth and Sienna’s heir,” responded Amelia. 


Woooooo...! 


An ominous sound echoed from Amelia’s staff, and her charcoal hair 
began to reverberate with the darkness. 


“But so what? The tomb had been abandoned for three hundred years, 
and no one managed to find it. Except for me! I was the one who 
found it. So everything in that tomb belonged to me, including the 
statue, the tombstone, and the body!” shouted Amelia. 


“Let’s not play dirty here,” responded Eugene. He did not back down 
even when Amelia put on a display of her strength. Instead, mana 
drawn in by the White Flame Formula formed into a purple flame and 
wrapped around Eugene. Amelia flinched at the enormous power. 


‘,..Is that really possible?’ 


It had only been two years since they had last met. At that time, 
Eugene had been no more than an insignificant insect Amelia could 
squash with her foot. He had only been allowed to continue his 
miserable life because of the damned Balzac Ludbeth’s letter, and he 
had been allowed escape because of the Demon King of Incarceration’s 
show of mercy. 


“...With what I have prepared right now... there’s no guarantee I can kill 
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him. 


Amelia carefully considered Eugene’s strength and her own 
preparations. She didn’t think she was underprepared, but she lacked 
confidence to kill him. And even if she did manage to kill him, what 
came afterward would trouble her a great deal. 


In the end, Amelia judged that she wasn’t prepared to make a clean 
escape after killing him, if she did manage to kill him in the first 
place. 


“Fine.” The seething darkness quickly subsided. Although Amelia 
wanted to tear Eugene to pieces, she had to suppress her desire. There 
would definitely be more opportunities in the future. She could feel 
Eugene’s murderous intent and hatred on her skin. She couldn’t 
understand why he felt such pure hatred, but she understood that his 
feelings toward her would not change in the future. 


One day, without fail, Eugene Lionheart would come to kill Amelia 
Merwin. 


Tl kill him then.’ 


Amelia placed her staff back into her cloak, and she shuddered with 
joy while imaging the future. Eugene Lionheart would definitely make 
a wonderful pet as a corpse... Amelia licked her lips with a smile. 
“There are many things I want to say to you, and many things I would 
like to do to you. However, I will hold myself back here.” 


“Tm fine with you not holding back,” retorted Eugene. 


“Do not provoke me. Isn’t it the same for you? Fighting with me here 
will only be troublesome for you. Don’t tell me, you think Lionheart 
will protect you? If that’s the case, then... Haha, let me just tell you 
this. No matter how strong you are, if I try to kill you, then no one 
here will be able to interfere. Either I will die or you will die. If the 
Lionhearts finally manage to reach this place, it will only be to 
recover a body that belongs to one of us," said Amelia. 


Was she hinting at erecting a barrier? Eugene remembered the 
warning of Balzac Ludbeth. According to him, Amelia Merwin was the 


strongest of the Three Mages of Incarceration. In other words, Amelia 
Merwin was the strongest black wizard in the present era. It was hard 
enough to imagine how sturdy and powerful a barrier erected by an 
archwizard would be, so if the strongest black wizard alive placed a 
barrier, no one would be able to interfere before one of them ended 
up as a corpse. 


“Fine. I will put up with it for now,” said Eugene after glaring at 
Amelia for a moment. “So, Amelia Merwin, what are you doing here?” 


“You’re asking such an obvious question. I am supporting the Sultan 
of Nahama. I do not take orders from him, but I am advising him,” 
answered Amelia. 


“Are you saying you're a part of Nahama’s forces?” asked Eugene. 


“T’m not a fan of the phrase ‘part of’, but I will let it slide for now. 
What, is it so incredible that I, who has signed a contract with the 
Demon King of Incarceration, am supporting Nahama rather than 
Helmuth?” asked Amelia. 


“It’s nothing new that the Demon King of Incarceration is allowing his 
black wizards to roam as freely as they want,” said Eugene. 


“Still arrogant, I see. It was the same back then. At the tomb, you 
were arrogant even in the face of clear death. I enjoy that about you, 
though I don’t like it at the same time,” said Amelia. 


“You enjoy it?” asked Eugene. 


“Yes.” Amelia leaned her head to the side and smiled. “One day, when 
you are truly on the verge of death, if I have the pleasure of being the 
executioner, I... I wonder what kind of face you will make. I wonder 
what you will say, and I wonder what kind of expression you will 
have as life fades away. Will you be as arrogant then as you are now? 
Will you show me that same hatred and killing intent even as I caress 
your soul? It gives me chills just imagining it.” 


“Crazy wench.” Eugene scoffed and gave her the finger. “Stop 
daydreaming impossible situations and keep your new pet in check.” 


“That’s a good, helpful piece of advice. She seemed to want to go for a 
walk, so I let her leash loose for a while... I didn’t expect her to do 
something like this,” said Amelia before turning her gaze. Looking 
around at the bloody rags that were once Inquisitors, she clicked her 
tongue. “I thought I had hammered it out of you already, but did you 
still have lingering feelings about that religion? Did you think your 
fellow Inquisitors would save you? They didn’t, did they? They called 
you dirty, fallen, and tried to arrest you, didn’t they? That’s why you 
had to put them down.” 


Amelia was no longer looking at Eugene. Instead, she directed her 
eyes, which were curved like crescent moons, toward Hemoria. 
Hemoria shuddered in the darkness when she felt Amelia’s gaze, but 
she did not avoid her eyes. Instead, she glared back at Amelia. 


“Why are you wearing something like that on your mouth?” 
whispered Amelia. She stretched out one of her long fingers and 
caressed the iron plate covering Hemoria’s face. 


Slap! 


Her gentle touch immediately transformed into a fierce slap. Hemoria 
shuddered, and her head was jolted to the side. As a result, the iron 
plate covering her mouth fell to the ground as well. 


What was revealed was a bit in Hemoria’s mouth. It wasn’t a normal 
mouthpiece — rather, what she held tight in her mouth was a bone, 
very much like one that a dog would chew. 


Blood dribbled down Hemoria’s chin as she glared at Amelia. 


“Ah... Excuse me. I should have waited until it was just the two of us 
before I disciplined my pet,” said Amelia, lowering her hand to 
Hemoria’s neck. She looked back at Eugene and smiled eerily. “Let’s 
get along while we are here. I will greet you with a smile when I see 
you, and I hope you will do the same.” 


Those were Amelia’s departing words. She grabbed a handful of 
Hemoria’s hair, then dragged her along deeper into the alley as if she 
were pulling a dog’s leash. Hemoria only managed to breath out 
forcefully through her mouthpiece, and soon, the two of them 


disappeared into the darkness. 
“Crazy bitch,” muttered Eugene, shaking his head. 


Amelia had said she picked up Hemoria at the Fount of Light. He 
didn’t understand exactly what she meant, but he wasn’t curious 
enough to look into it either. Thus, he left the alley without giving it 
any more thought. 


The Knight March was bringing him so many unexpected encounters. 
He had met Noir Giabella in the snowfield, Molon in Lehainjar, 
Amelia Merwin in Lehain... 


‘It’s giving me bad vibes from the beginning.’ 


He was in a dirty mood, perhaps because he had met with someone he 
wanted to kill. Eugene turned his head back toward the alley and spat 
on the ground. He was no longer in any mood to continue strolling 
around, but he had already achieved his goal of cooling his head. As 
such, Eugene returned back to the mansion with a frown. 


“Where have you been?” asked Ciel as she approached him. She 
looked crummy and disheveled. It seemed she had arrived with the 
others during the little while he had strolled around Lehain. 


“Well... Uh... Just a walk,” said Eugene. 


“Why is your expression so rotten if you only went for a walk?” asked 
Ciel. 


Eugene stuttered, but Ciel looked extremely calm. In spite of her 
temper, however, her face was rather messy and her clothes were 
dirty, perhaps because she had not washed for the last few days. 


It was inevitable. When they traveled with Eugene, they could wash 
up even without hot water, thanks to Eugene’s magic. Yet, Cyan and 
Ciel had decided to travel separately from Eugene in the middle of the 
snowfield. Thinking back on it, it had been a sudden, reckless 
decision. Most of the amenities they had brought for the journey had 
been with Eugene, inside the Cloak of Darkness. Although Cyan and 
Ciel possessed backpacks with magically amplified storage, all they 


had brought were a few days’ worth of emergency rations. 


Moreover, even knights capable of handling mana weren’t immune to 
the cold. It would have been horrible if they happened to catch a bad 
cold because they had washed themselves in the snowfield, and 
therefore... they had not washed up for over ten days. They had 
wandered through the snowfield searching for food, and melted the 
snow to quench their thirst. 


Even after having experienced such a rough journey, Ciel looked calm. 
Not that she was actually calm at all, by any means, but she was doing 
a good job holding it in. It wasn’t as if they had been separated for a 
long time, but she still wanted to show Eugene how mature she was. 


“...Are you all right?” asked Eugene after a moment. 
“What? I’m fine. I’m completely fine,” said Ciel. 


“No... You don’t look all right. I think you’ve lost some more 
weight...” said Eugene. 


“Don’t say something so rude. I never had any weight to lose from the 
beginning,” retorted Ciel. 


“Well, I’m not saying you were fat. I’m just saying that you’ve lost 
some weight compared to the last time I saw you,” said Eugene. And 
he wasn’t just saying it for the sake of it. Ciel’s cheeks were definitely 
sunken. 


“It’s because I had a bit of a rough time,” admitted Ciel, but in spite of 
her words, she maintained her nonchalant look. 


“See? So you did have a rough time. What’s all right about that?” 
asked Eugene. 


“Youth is the time to experience hardships,” said Ciel. 
“Uh... what? Anyway, where’s Cyan?” asked Eugene. 


“He went to take a bath as soon as we arrived. And I’m telling you this 


in advance... don’t say anything unnecessary to my brother,” said 
Ciel. 


“Why? ” 


“We came the entire way with Princess Scalia, right? Well, she put 
him through the wringer the entire way. Speaking of which, Princess 
Scalia is a total punk. Her personality’s just... Well... turns out it 
wasn’t the insomnia that was making her weird. That’s just who she is, 
she has a really weird personality,” said Ciel. Her eyebrows crumpled 
into a frown as she recalled Scalia’s rampages during their journey. 
“To be honest, even I wanted to just, oomph, her a few times on our 
way. Since even I felt that way, I’m sure Cyan felt it ten times more.” 


“But Cyan was so happy when he heard he might become engaged to 
the Princess of Shimuin...” muttered Eugene. 


“He liked it because he didn’t know what was in store for him. Cyan 
won’t get engaged to Princess Scalia unless he’s completely out of his 
mind,” responded Ciel. 


“By the way, aren’t you going to take a bath?” asked Eugene. 


Ciel’s expression stiffened at his question. “Why are you asking me 
that? Are you saying I smell?” 


“No, no. I don’t smell anything. I was just wondering why you weren’t 
washing up, since Cyan is,” said Eugene. 


“T’'m going to wash up. I was going to anyway. I was just... waiting to 
see where you went. Don’t you have anything you want to say to me?” 
asked Ciel. 


“Anything... to say?” Eugene hesitated for a moment. He 
contemplated. He could feel Ciel’s fiery gaze, which was only 
intensifying as time passed. He felt pressured to... give a good answer. 


“ ,.Um... Good work,” stuttered Eugene. 


“Don’t say the obvious,” answered Ciel. 


“Well done,” said Eugene. 
“That’s exactly the same,” responded Ciel. 
“T’m glad you got here safe,” said Eugene one last time. 


“That’s it.” Ciel finally smiled after hearing his last answer. It wasn’t 
anything special, but it kindled a fire inside her. Ciel stood up from 
her seat and looked up at Eugene. “Did you worry about me?” 


“Yes.” 


“But you shouldn’t have been worried about only me. Weren’t you 
worried about my brother?” she asked. 


“Naturally, I was worried about both of you,” said Eugene. 


“But if you’re being honest, you were a little bit more worried about 
me, right? You can be honest with me. I’ll keep it a secret from Cyan,” 
whispered Ciel. 


“T was equally worried about the two of you,” said Eugene. 


“At times like this, you should say that you were more worried about 
me, even if they’re only empty words.” In spite of her words, however, 
Ciel was satisfied with Eugene’s answer. If anything, it was a very 
Eugene-like attitude. 


Ciel giggled and put her hand inside her cloak. “I brought you a 
present on the way here. Give me your hand.” 


“What is it?” asked Eugene, stretching out his hand without much 
thought. 


Ciel brought out a snowball and placed it on his palm. 


“Tt’s cold, right?” she asked. Eugene looked alternatingly at Ciel’s 


playful smile and the cold, wet snowball on his palm. “If we were a 
little younger, we would have gone outside and had a snowball fight. 
Did you know? When we were young, my brother and I would put 
rocks inside our snowballs when we played with you.” 


“Did you think I wouldn’t know?” 


“Well, you never got hit by any of the snowballs we threw, so how 
was I to know?” 


“T avoided all of them because I knew there were rocks in them... If 
you want, we can have a snowball fight. Of course, I’ll win just like 
when we were kids,” said Eugene. 


“Nope. I don’t want to. None of us are children anymore,” responded 
Ciel. 


“Hey, snowball fights are still fun even when you're older,” said 
Eugene. 


“T’m sure, but I still don’t want to,” said Ciel. She stuck out her tongue 
at Eugene, then turned around and left. 


Eugene shrugged as he watched her go. The snowball on his palm was 
already melting. Suddenly, Eugene chucked it backward without even 
looking. 


“Kyaaahk!” The scream came from Mer, who had been creeping up to 
surprise Eugene. 


Chapter 232 
Lehain (3) 


“Hmm.” Eugene stared forward with an awkward expression. He was 
currently standing in the castle of Fort Lehain. 


“His Majesty is waiting for you in the bath,” said a knight of Ruhr’s 
White Fang Knights with a bow. 


Eugene nodded without any change in his expression. Ruhr’s knights, 
led by the Beast King, had arrived in the dead of night. Eugene was 
not interested in the power balance between the nations represented 
by those staying in the castle. However, now that he was already here, 
Eugene couldn’t help but notice how the different powers were 
positioned in the castle. 


Outside the window, on the other side of the snow in the spire, was 
the Emperor of Kiehl, his royal guards of Kiehl, and the elite, chosen 
members of the White Dragon Knights. The Pope of Yuras, his 
escorting knights, and the archbishops were on a nearby spire. 
Beneath the two spires resided the kings of various nations who 
weren’t given their own spire and their royal guards. Finally, even 
though Ruhr wasn’t an empire, the tallest accommodation was given 
to the Beast King, given that the fort belonged to Ruhr. That’s where 
Eugene currently stood, and he resumed walking while clicking his 
tongue. 


‘Why is he inviting me to a bath?’ 


Late at night, the Beast King had suddenly sent a messenger to the 
mansion where the Lionheart family was staying. 


—We want to continue the conversation we were having with Eugene 
Lionheart in Hamelon. 


Eugene had been unable to come up with an excuse to refuse a request 


from a king, and it wasn’t like he had a reason to refuse either. Plus, 
Eugene also wanted to converse with the Beast King. However, if there 
was one thing, it was that Eugene had been looking forward to a 
conversation at a fancy table, with bountiful meats and delicious 
drinks, not to strip naked and share a hot bath with a bulky, muscular 
man. 


‘And I already had a bath in the daytime.’ 


And it had been with Gargith as well, who was essentially a ball of 
muscle. Eugene sighed while crossing the hall. 


“This is the place.” One of the doors suddenly opened, and a female 
servant in a swimsuit greeted Eugene in a relaxed voice. Eugene 
unknowingly froze on the spot when the servant greeted him. 


“What?” he asked. 
“This is the bath,” said the servant with a smile. 


Eugene calmed himself down before entering through the door. When 
he thought about it, it was quite natural. After all, wasn’t it natural 
that a king of a nation would have servants taking care of him when 
he took a bath? 


“Whoa.” Even so, Eugene felt that this was a little too much. The room 
inside was practically filled with female servants, and they greeted 
him in swimsuits of different colors. Eugene knew how big the Beast 
King was from his previous encounter, but even so, did he really need 
so many servants just for himself? 


“Please, let me help you,” one of the servants said. 
“Help me with what?” asked Eugene. 
“T will help you disrobe,” said the servant. 


“No, I will be fine. It’s just my clothes, and I do just fine taking them 
off myself. Why would I need any help?” grumbled Eugene, taking off 
his cloak. He could see Mer’s eyes gleaming within the cloak. Eugene 


cleared his throat while waving away the approaching servants. “I 
take off my clothes on my own when I’m at home, take a bath alone, 
and also dress on my own. I would prefer not to change how I’ve been 
living, so please leave me alone.” 


“All right.” 


“But, is everyone just going to keep staring like that? I don’t really like 
taking my clothes off in front of others. If you have any respect for 
me, could you turn your head...? No, could you all just turn around?” 
asked Eugene. 


“However, Sir Eugene, His Majesty has instructed us to serve you with 
all our hearts,” said one of the servants. 


“Serve me? How would you serve me? This is just a bath. Where is His 
Majesty? He’s right up there, isn’t he? I’ll get there myself. Gown. 
Please, just give me a gown.” 


Eugene wasn’t very familiar with such situations. It wasn’t that he had 
no experience with women, but he had never bathed with near-naked 
female servants on both sides. He had no desire for such an experience 
either. After almost snatching a gown that a servant was holding, 
Eugene waited until the servants turned around before quickly 
changing into the robe. 


A large terrace greeted him when he walked forward. The entire 
structure was an open bath designed to pump up the hot spring water 
from the ground all the way up to the top of the tall tower to allow 
anyone to enjoy the sight. In fact, it felt more appropriate to call it a 
swimming pool rather than a bath. 


“Well, aren’t you quite shy, young man!” Aman Ruhr chuckled. 


He was immersed in hot water with his arms on the railing. Behind 
him was Lehainjar, riddled with falling snowflakes. 


“Tt’s a little unexpected. You didn’t seem like the one to indulge in 
luxuries,” commented Eugene. 


“Tt’s just a bath. What’s luxurious about it?” asked Aman. 


“Aren’t there too many servants?” asked Eugene. 


“Ts that so? We are not too sure about that. Kiehl’s Emperor brought 
dozens of servants. Compared to him, don’t you find us rather modest? 
Or do you find it unpleasant that we would compare ourselves to the 
Emperor of Kiehl?” responded Aman. 


“T’m not that loyal to His Majesty the Emperor,” answered Eugene 
with an aloof expression. He didn’t even think it had been a witty 
answer, but Aman burst into hearty laughter while clapping his hands. 


“Uhahahaha! We see, We see. But Eugene, how long do you plan to 
stand there?” 


“Pve not had a chance to tell you, but I already had a bath in the hot 
springs earlier in the day,” said Eugene. 


“What’s the harm in taking another one? Please don’t embarrass us. 
We are already soaking in here without any clothes,” said Aman. 


“Phew.” Eugene took off his gown with a sigh, then wadded into the 
hot spring. He had to admit... the scenery was quite nice. 


“Ts there anything you need? Food or alcohol? Feel free to let us know 
whenever. That’s why we have servants here,” said Aman. 


“T should be fine,” responded Eugene. 
“Do you know why we called you here?” asked Aman. 


“Wasn’t it so we could finish our conversation from Hamelon?” 
responded Eugene. 


Eugene did not immediately ask about Molon. Although it had been 
Aman who recommended Eugene go to the Grand Hammer Canyon, 
Eugene wasn’t sure if Aman knew of Molon’s presence there. 


“That would be a fun conversation to continue, but besides that. What 
do you think about this?” asked Aman. 


“What?” 
“The Knight March,” said Aman. 


What kind of answer was he seeking? Eugene narrowed his eyes and 
stared at Aman. Noticing Eugene’s cautionary approach, Aman 
chuckled before shaking his head. 


“Tt’s just a simple question,” he said. 


“Tm not sure I understand why you are asking me this question,” said 
Eugene. 


“Because we judged that you are the leading figure in the Lionheart 
clan. Don’t deny it. We also have eyes and ears. Although you are not 
in line to become the next head of the family, the next generation of 
the Lionhearts is bound to revolve around you. That is why we came 
to the judgment that you are the leading figure,” said Aman. 


“The family head is still healthy and strong. The same is true of Lady 
Carmen and the elder,” responded Eugene. 


“Of course they are. But we don’t think that really matters, Eugene 
Lionheart. You’re a key figure in the Lionheart family because you are 
overwhelmingly younger than them, yet you stand shoulder-to- 
shoulder with the elders of your family. And that’s not all either. You 
have quite the connections as well,” said Aman. He chuckled while 
jumping up from the bath. 


Eugene stared in shock as Aman strode across the bath towards him. It 
would be quite intimidating if someone as large and muscular as 
Aman approached with their clothes on, and when Eugene saw him 
approaching with nothing on, he felt a physiological need to retreat. 


“You are continuing Sir Hamel’s legacy and are also the successor of 
Lady Sienna. You are a disciple of the head of Aroth’s Red Tower of 
Magic and an object of interest and favor of Aroth’s crown prince. 
Moreover, Alchester Dragonic, the Commander of the White Dragon 
Knights, is deeply favorable of you. His son received your teachings 
for a little while as well,” said Aman. 


ecccee 


“The only Saint Candidate of the Holy Empire also shares a close 
relationship with you. We judged it was something rather intimate, 
but we won’t say any more since it would be unbefitting of us to 
ramble on about the things between men and women,” continued 
Aman. 


“But you’ve already said everything,” responded Eugene. 


“Uhahaha. We guess so. Then shall we talk about something else? 
Although the Kingdom of Ruhr is located at the northern end, as is 
with us, it doesn’t mean we are blind and deaf to the situation on the 
continent. You are the guardian of the elves, and you have a 
relationship with the next chief of the Zoran Tribe,” said Aman. 


“What kind of answer would you like to hear from me?” asked 
Eugene. 


“Your honest opinion of the Knight March. Although nothing has 
begun yet, we are sure you’ve already heard about the current 
situation with the Knight March, right?” asked Aman. 


“T heard that they are asking that we summon monsters and frolic 
with them instead,” answered Eugene. 


“That’s right!” 
Splash! 


Aman took a seat right next to Eugene, causing large waves of hot 
spring water to ripple. “As you probably know already, the Knight 
March isn’t held for us to do something. It’s the gathering of the 
greatest knights and mercenaries of the continent. This is the first time 
since three hundred years ago that such a force has gathered, so the 
gathering itself has meaning. However! Wouldn’t it be comical if we 
don’t do anything when we have such a large gathering of power?” 


“Yes, well,” answered Eugene. 


Aman continued, “We want a battle. Power, honor, chivalry, faith! A 
battle with everything on the line. Of course, battles aren’t gentle, and 
many will die or get injured. But so what? What’s the big deal? If they 
win, they will achieve great honor. If you worry about getting hurt 
and dying because you are weaker than your opponent, can you really 
call yourself a warrior?” 


Aman’s voice grew in intensity. “Of course! We have also tried to 
understand the thoughts of the emperor and the other kings. If there is 
an enemy on the continent, it’s Helmuth and the Demon Kings. It 
would be ludicrous for us to bleed on our own before we deal with 
them. However, we think we need to bleed if it's necessary.” 


“...Well, I understand the purpose of the Knight March, but excessive 
bleeding in training...” said Eugene. 


“It would be overwhelmingly less than the bloodshed in wars between 
nations,” Aman continued. 


“What?” 


“This is what we think. The knights here don’t represent the full power 
of their countries, but they could be called the symbols of their 
nations. If they battle against each other — couldn’t you call that, say, 
a little war?” said Aman. 


Could it be? 


“We think that what we need the most to confront our adversary, 
Helmuth, is — unity. The continent is wide, and there are many 
countries. There are many kings as well! That’s why not everyone can 
see eye to eye, and everyone’s only focused on their own profits. What 
do you think?” Aman asked. 


“Um... Why do you keep asking for my opinion?” said Eugene. 


“Because we think your opinion is important, young man,” answered 
Aman. 


“You spoke about unity, Your Majesty. Are you... uh... wanting to 
unite the continent?” asked Eugene. 


“Uhahaha! It would be impossible to unify the continent with a real 
war. And it’s not like we and Ruhr have the power to unify the 
continent either,” responded Aman Ruhr with a laugh while slapping 
Eugene on the shoulder. “However, if the knights participating in the 
Knight March clash properly, and we gain the upper hand, great honor 
will follow. We could humble the other knightly orders, and if we get 
a little rougher and more radical, it should be possible to threaten the 
kings who are here.” 


What Aman was saying didn’t seem appropriate to be said while 
soaking in a hot bath. Eugene stared in bewilderment, and he finally 
understood why Aman Ruhr was known as the Beast King. 


“Ah, we hope you don’t misunderstand. We are only saying that this 
could be possible. We don’t actually intend to do something like that. 
However... well, we are only thinking, shouldn’t it be possible to 
achieve unification through coercion? At least, if we do achieve 
unification through that method, wouldn’t we move more hand-in- 
hand against our enemy?” continued Aman. 


“Huh...” Eugene shook his head with a baffled laugh. “Your Majesty’s 
words are so sudden and extreme that I do not know how to react. 
However, Your Majesty, you called Helmuth the enemy... but didn’t 
you open entry into Ruhr and allow the demons of Helmuth to enter 
your kingdom?” asked Eugene. 


“Ruhr was the only place on the continent with closed doors to 
Helmuth. We thought of Helmuth as the enemy, but at the same time, 
we acknowledged that the civilization they built was great. So we 
opened the doors of Ruhr for an exchange,” answered Aman. He 
grinned and stared at Eugene’s face. “You didn’t think we opened the 
doors of Ruhr because we were instigated by them, did you?” 


“T only considered it a possibility. After all, Your Majesty refused to 
join the Anti-Demon Alliance all this while,” said Eugene. 


“Anti-Demon Alliance! Uhahaha! Are you referring to the bunch of 
rabbits? And what do we have to gain from joining their group? What 
are we lacking? They will proudly boast of becoming my allies, but we 
have nothing to gain but shame at being allied with those petty 
rabbits! How can we, a descendant of the Bold King, hold hands with 
Helmuth and act as the captain of a bunch of rabbits?” Aman laughed 


boisterously before patting Eugene on the shoulder once more. 


After a while, his laughter died down. “You are prudent.” Aman 
slowly turned and looked beyond the drifting snow at Lehainjar. “We 
think you have something else you want to ask us about, but you are 
not saying a word about it,” he said. 


“T’m not sure what you are talking about, Your Majesty,” answered 
Eugene. 


“Did you meet His Majesty the Bold King?” It was a sudden question. 
A calm light appeared in his eyes, and Aman continued. “We have 
heard reports that you went to the Great Hammer Canyon of 
Lehainjar. Eugene Lionheart, did you see His Majesty, the Bold King, 
there?” 


“Why do you think so?” asked Eugene. 


“Well, because we wanted you to meet him,” responded Aman. 


“Don’t hesitate to answer.” 
“Why did you want that?” asked Eugene. 


“You are called the second coming of the Great Vermouth, but you 
don’t have the face of the Great Hero,” said Aman, looking back at 
Eugene with a laugh. “However, we thought His Majesty would 
recognize the talent of a young Lionheart. And by your side was 
Kristina Rogeris, the only Saint Candidate, who is the spitting image 
of Anise the Faithful. We wondered if His Majesty would show some 
curiosity if the two of you went to the Great Hammer Canyon. We 
were hopeful.” 


“...The decision to hold the Knight March here, in Lehain. I may be 
making a hasty judgment, but I believe the Knight March itself is a 
method to summon His Majesty out of seclusion,” said Eugene. 


“That’s not all, but it’s one of the reasons,” admitted Aman. 


“What on earth is His Majesty the Bold King doing in the Great 
Hammer Canyon?” asked Eugene. 


“As the world says,” answered Aman. 


“That canyon was not a suitable place for a peaceful seclusion,” said 
Eugene. 


“You must have seen something else besides His Majesty,” asked 
Aman. 


“Ves, ”? 


Aman did not respond immediately after hearing Eugene’s answer. 
Instead, he crossed his arms, then fell into contemplation for a while. 
After a while, Aman splashed the hot water over his face before 
speaking. “Bayar calls the monster — Nur.” 


“What is it exactly?” asked Eugene. 


“We do not know. We do not know what the Nur is. His Majesty, the 
Bold King, is the only one who knows exactly what that is,” said 
Aman. 


“Your Majesty said that the Great Hammer Canyon is where the 
legend of the royal family is handed down,” said Eugene. 


“And we told you that it was a place where descendants of the royal 
family were reborn as warriors. Isn’t it all true? The Great Hammer 
Canyon is the hermitage of His Majesty, the Bold King. It’s true that 
the legend of the royal family is handed down there since the founder 
of Ruhr is there. And the bit about the descendants being reborn as 
warriors. Uhahaha! That is true as well. To succeed the throne, one 
must climb up the damn mountain naked, then meet His Majesty, the 
Bold King,” Aman continued while stirring old memories. 


“It’s... a place that houses extremely ominous beings, a place that 
couldn’t be considered the hiding place of a hero. You would have felt 
it when you saw the Nur, but the ominous feeling it emanates... It 
stimulates a fundamental fear that is difficult for humans to overcome. 
But to become the King of Ruhr, you have to face that fear straight on 


and move on. You have to climb the cliff and meet His Majesty, the 
Bold King. We also encountered His Majesty twenty years ago, and 
one day, our son will go see His Majesty as well.” 


Aman clearly remembered the events from twenty years ago. As a 
young man, he had no doubt that he was the bravest warrior of Ruhr. 
He received a command from his father to climb Lehainjar to reach 
the Great Hammer Canyon to prove himself as a warrior. Aman had 
not been allowed any preparation, not even a weapon. He had to 
climb the harsh mountain with just his bare body. 


But Aman had no fear. He knew that all kinds of monsters lurked in 
Lehainjar, but he was young and powerful, strong enough to beat 
monsters to death with nothing but his bare hands. 


He climbed the snow mountain, feeding on the raw flesh of monsters 
he killed and eating the falling snow. During the ordeal, all nearby 
rangers withdrew as well. There was no one to show Aman the way up 
to the Great Hammer Canyon. 


After wandering through the snow for a long time, he felt an 
irresistible fear for the first time in his life. Even without actually 
seeing the Nur, Aman had been scared stiff. But running away because 
of his fear and descending the mountain would have resulted in his 
failure. If he gave into his fear, he couldn’t become the King of Ruhr, 
and he could not claim himself a warrior. So Aman endured his fear 
on the spot for a few days, then resumed climbing. At last, he reached 
the Great Hammer Canyon and saw... the Nur. 


“What did the Nur look like to your eyes?” asked Aman. 
“It was a giant monkey with horns,” answered Eugene. 


“The Nur we saw looked to be a giant snake. Although what we saw 
looked different on the surface, it should have been the same in 
nature. And we collapsed on the spot in fear before we even saw the 
giant snake in person. For three or four days, we were engulfed by 
fear, shame, and anger,” said Aman. 


ecccee 


“Now that we think about it, the first Nur responsible for instilling that 
fear in us... wouldn’t have been the snake. No, it would have been 
killed way earlier by His Majesty, the Bold King. We were frozen 
terrified by a dead Nur, a monster that wasn’t even in front of me. But 
we guess you didn’t falter on your way,” said Aman. 


“Yes.” 


“We think we made the right choice in directing you to the Great 
Hammer Canyon. You are much braver than we were in my youth. 
Perhaps even braver than we are now... Did His Majesty say anything 
else to you?” he asked. 


“He told me to go down,” answered Eugene. 


“Ts that so...?” Aman nodded with a bitter smile. He once again 
reached out and patted Eugene’s shoulder, but the hand didn’t contain 
too much power like before. “So, how was it? How was His Majesty, 
the Bold King, when you saw him in person? Wasn’t he exactly, as the 
stories described, a brave, great warrior?” 


“T think so,” said Eugene. 


“Hahaha! What an ambiguous thing to say. But we will forgive you. 
Even if His Majesty told you to back down, he would have made an 
appearance because he acknowledged you,” said Aman before raising 
himself. “This was a pleasant conversation.” 


“What are you going to do about the Knight March?” asked Eugene. 


“Didn’t we say it before? We were only entertaining the idea. We have 
no intention of actually running wild. Take what we talked about here 
as one of my bad jokes,” answered Aman. 


“Are you sure?” asked Eugene. 
“Of course.” 


Aman walked out of the hot spring while shaking off the water from 
his beard. 


“We will take our leave first. Enjoy this bath as you please,” said 
Aman. 


“T will go out as well,” said Eugene. 


“We haven’t had the chance to say this, but you have a very good 
body. Although they’re a bit older, we do have a female warrior 
relative who is not married yet. What do you think...?” asked Aman. 


“Tll pretend I heard nothing,” Eugene replied in a firm voice 
immediately. 


Chapter 233 
Lehain (4) 


The various knightly orders of the many countries gathered on the 
fortress wall, including the Lionheart family. Although they had been 
summoned rather suddenly, no one was dissatisfied with the decision. 
A black mist was slowly rolling in toward them from the far side of 
the snowfield. The fog remained unaffected by the snowstorm and 
slowly eroded the white, similar to how dusk pushed back the light. 
The fog came closer and closer, gradually turning the snowfield into 
the night, despite the sun still residing high in the sky. 


Eugene, or rather Hamel, knew exactly what the fog was, and he knew 
the identity of the fog’s herald as well. The man was on the back of a 
horse, colored black like the darkness, and he held a black flag 
inscribed with a crimson reverse pentagram. Despite the freezing cold, 
the man only wore a tidy, black uniform, and his hair was neatly 
combed back and undisturbed even in the strong wind. 


“Incarceration’s Blade,” muttered Kristina while standing next to 
Eugene. 


The unwelcome guest wasn’t showing any signs of hostility, and 
although he was approaching the fortress, he wasn’t putting on a 
display of his presence either. As such, none among the gathered 
knights had lost consciousness. 


Even so, the priests of Yuras held each other’s hands and busily recited 
their prayers, and though the light they emitted did not push back the 
approaching darkness, it reinforced the surroundings to prevent the 
darkness from encroaching any further. At the center of the light stood 
Pope Aeuryus, supervising the miracle while feeling the throbbing of 
the stigmata. Raphael Martinez, the Commander of the Blood Cross 
Knights, also rested his hand on the pommel of the greatsword on his 
back. 


“Gavid Lindman,” Eugene quietly muttered the name. 


It was a name he could never forget, just like Noir Giabella. But the 
presence he felt now was much more terrible and greater than what 
Eugene had experienced during his encounter with Noir Giabella in 
the snowfield. It couldn’t be helped since Noir Giabella had been using 
the body of a low-ranking incubus as a medium while Gavid was here 
in person. Gavid Lindman had been the strongest demon under the 
reign of the Demon King of Incarceration three hundred years ago, 
and he was currently approaching the fortress. 


“He’s not alone either,” said Gilead with a frown. He also stood near 
Eugene. The fog following behind Gavid was the descendant of a 
legend from three hundred years ago. 


‘The Black Fog.’ 


It was a nightmare that once existed in the territory of the Demon 
King of Incarceration. Numerous knightly orders set path for the 
Demon Castle of Incarceration, all for the honor of conquering it, but 
all other than Vermouth’s party had been wiped out on the outskirts of 
the territory, and the Black Fog had been responsible for carrying out 
the massacres. 


However, the infamous Black Fog had been exterminated three 
hundred years ago, a feat achieved by the Great Vermouth and his 
comrades at the forefront. Eugene remembered the day as if it were 
yesterday. In Pandemonium, the territory of the Demon King of 
Incarceration, Hamel had wielded his blade without rest by 
Vermouth’s side. It had been impossible to determine whether it was 
day or night in the crimson plain, and Molon had opened the way 
even while bathing in his own blood. Sienna had unleashed her magic 
with desperate screams, and Anise had illuminated the darkness while 
vomiting blood. 


Numerous knights had followed behind them. The knights, who 
survived many encounters with death and harbored great hatred for 
the demons, rushed into the fog while putting their lives on the line. 
They had only recognized the battle’s end when they realized their 
surroundings were no longer dark. The nightmarish Black Fog was no 
longer lingering in their vicinity, and the legend of the Black Fog, 
known as the Nightmare of Pandemonium, was put to rest that day. 


However, what Eugene saw now was the Black Fog, the same as three 


hundred years ago. 
‘,..About a hundred of them.’ 


Eugene peered through the fog while squinting. There were about a 
hundred demonfolks dressed in black uniforms like Gavid and riding 
horses. The Black Fog of the current generation was a group of demon 
knights trained personally by Gavid after the war. As promised, 
Helmuth never invaded other nations nor demonstrated their military 
prowess since the war. As a result, it was impossible to know how the 
Black Fog compared to the other knightly orders on the continent. 


This was the first encounter with the Black Fog for the continent’s 
knights, but none of them had the desire to compete with the knights 
in the fog. It was mostly due to the presence of Gavid Lindman, who 
stood at the forefront of the fog. He still showed no hostility or killing 
intent, and he wasn’t showing off his presence either. Even so, the 
knights of the fortress could not remove their eyes from Gavid. 
Indeed, the Black Fog was the descendant of a legend, but Gavid 
Lindman was a legend itself. Even without having to unsheathe his 
sword, the presence he exuded proved him well deserving of his title 
as the Blade of Incarceration. 


“Hmm.” 


The horse leading the fog stopped, and Gavid looked up at the fort 
from its saddle. The Black Fog had reached a place not far from the 
fortress before anyone knew it. Gavid stared at the knights on the wall 
for a while, then descended from his horse with a faint smile. After 
taking a few steps forward, he lowered the flag from his shoulder and 
planted it on the ground. 


The crimson reverse pentagram popped against the black background. 
This was the symbol that the Demon King of Incarceration had used 
since three hundred years ago, and now the symbol of the Helmuth 
Empire. After putting down the flag for everyone in the fortress to see, 
Gavid politely lowered his head. 


“T apologize for visiting without asking for permission or giving prior 
notice. However, I hope this won’t cause too much anger. After all, it 
was you who did not invite Helmuth to this event,” said Gavid. 


The purpose of the Knight March was to raise caution against the 
Demon Kings of Helmuth. Naturally, an invitation had not been sent 
out to Helmuth. But who could have imagined that the Incarceration’s 
Blade would barge into Fort Lehain and that too with the Black Fog in 
tow? 


“Will you open the gates?” said Gavid. 


He did not seem to care much for the silence of the kings. He still 
emitted a calm energy, but his words contained immeasurable weight, 
threatening to crush the entire fortress. Some of the weaker knights on 
the wall felt their heartbeat pause for a moment after hearing his 
words. 


“We cannot.” The first to answer was Aeuryus, the Pope of Yuras. He 
glared at Gavid while maintaining the light around him. “You are the 
Blade of Incarceration, a Duke of Helmuth. You are an uninvited guest 
at this banquet. The Light that protects this place rejects you and that 
Black Fog.” 


“Pope Aeuryus. Unfortunately, unlike you, I cannot hear the voice of 
the Light. However, if the Light really does reject me, and if it isn’t 
because I am a demon but because of the presence of the Black Fog, I 
am more than willing to withdraw the fog,” replied Gavid. 


“That's...” 


“Don’t tell me you are planning to refuse us unconditionally, simply 
because I and the knights behind me are demonfolks? If that is the 
case, I find it very lamentable. After all, it was three hundred years 
ago that the Believers of Light argued the demonfolks as being 
enemies unconditionally,” continued Gavid. 


“T think he’s already said that you are an uninvited guest.” The one 
who spoke up this time was Straut the Second, Emperor of Kiehl. He 
placed his hands on the railings of the wall with a frown. “Duke 
Lindman. Your visit is both sudden and disrespectful. For you, having 
lived three hundred years, or rather, even longer, we must seem like 
children. After all, our lives are short, not even a hundred years. 
That’s a given. However, the one you serve, the Demon King of 
Incarceration, has said this in the past. He, who lived a long time and 
reigns as the king of the demonfolks, is equal as a leader to the kings 


who reigned for less than a hundred years.” 


“A personal letter sent out one hundred and eighty years ago to the 
friendly nations of Helmuth. I am quite familiar with the contents of 
that letter. The personal letters were delivered to each nation and 
contained the mercy and respect of His Majesty Incarceration,” 
answered Gavid with a pause. 


“T am glad to know that you are familiar with it, Duke Lindman. So, 
we have no reason to agree to your request and open the door when 
you weren’t invited. Unless you are here by the will of the Demon 
King of Incarceration?” said Straut the Second. 


“That’s not it. 1am here of my own will,” said Gavid. 


“T see. Then... are you saying that you do not respect me, the Emperor 
of Kiehl, as well as the other kings, unlike the Demon King of 
Incarceration?” asked Straut the Second. 


“Respect, is it?” said Gavid with a grin. “I never thought I would hear 
that word come out of your mouth. Yes, it’s just as you said. His 
Majesty, the Demon King, showed respect to you all. But what about 
you?” asked Gavid. 
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“T know why all of you are here and why this event, the Knight March, 
is being held. All of this may not be considered a problem for His 
Majesty, but I have a different opinion as his loyal subject. This can 
very well develop into a problem,” continued Gavid. 


“What is it that you want to say?” asked Straut the Second. 


“Kings of the continent. Do you desire to go to war with Helmuth?” 
said Gavid. 


Boom. 


Gavid raised the flag before planting it into the ground once more. 


“This event itself is a disturbing thing that shows absolute disrespect 
towards Helmuth and to His Majesty the Demon King of Incarceration. 
As I claim myself to be his blade, I only came here to examine if there 
exists any hostility towards His Majesty. Do I need any other reason?” 
said Gavid. 


“Uhahaha!” Aman, the Beast King of Ruhr, burst into laughter. 
“Hostility! How laughable. Look here, Duke Lindman. It is we who are 
concerned about the hostility of Helmuth and the Demon King of 
Incarceration. We gathered here to prepare for a future that we fear. 
Do we want to go to war with Helmuth? Let us ask you instead, Duke 
Lindman. Does Helmuth want a war, just like three hundred years 
ago?” 


“T do not know the intentions of His Majesty,” answered Gavid. 


“Then what about you? Do you want a war between humans and 
demonfolks, just like three hundred years ago?” asked Aman. 


“My wishes do not matter. My allegiance is to His Majesty the Demon 
King, and I only obey his will. Beast King, I think you have a big 
misunderstanding.” Gavid shook his head with a smile. “Certainly, it 
was completely rude of me to come here uninvited. I am aware of 
that. However, His Majesty did not command me to act, and I came 
here of my own accord. Then what about the fact that you do not 
respect Helmuth and His Majesty? What about the fact that you might 
be preparing for a war with Helmuth?” 


Gavid paused for a moment. His gaze headed somewhere else as he 
continued. “None of that is my business. If you want a war, you can 
start a war. That is why I am calling it a misunderstanding. I am not 
here to punish you as His Majesty’s blade for not showing respect.” 


“What do you mean?” asked Aman. 


“If another war breaks out, His Majesty the Demon King will be truly 
sad that the promise of three hundred years ago has been broken. As 
his faithful servant, I do not wish for the sorrow of my lord. So I dare 
to interpret the will of my lord and act as an envoy of peace. The 
reason I want to participate in this event, the reason I ask you to open 
this door, is that I wish to connect with the heroes here as a knight 
representing Helmuth and the commander of the Black Fog,” 


answered Gavid. 
“Connect?” 


“Many heroes are gathered in front of me now. I would like to praise 
each and every one by name, but I won’t go the length, seeing as it 
looks like it won’t be taken kindly,” said Gavid with a smile before 
saluting with a small bow of his head. 


However, the moment he bowed his head, Eugene heard a murmur 
nearby: “It’s fine with me, so tell me.” It was... Carmen. She gleamed 
with anticipation while staring at Gavid’s neat, glossy hair. “The Silver 
Lion of Lionheart. Give some praise for Carmen Lionheart.” 


Eugene could somewhat understand. He had lived in the same era as 
Gavid and almost died at his hands, so he had no favorable impression 
of Gavid at all. But it was different for Carmen. For her, Gavid 
Lindman, the Blade of Incarceration, was a legend and powerhouse 
from three hundred years ago. So Eugene managed to convince 
himself that it was reasonable for her to want an evaluation from him. 


“Among the many heroes,” continued Gavid after raising his head. 
Was it possible that he had heard Carmen’s voice? It was definitely 
possible. Although the distance between Gavid and the wall was quite 
large, if he so wished, he would be able to hear even the footsteps of 
an ant climbing the wall. 


“Descendant of the Great Vermouth,” said Gavid. 


Carmen’s lips twitched, and she prepared a reaction while waiting for 
his following words. She definitely couldn’t laugh like a fool. Carmen 
did not admire Gavid Lindman, though she felt awe towards his 
transcendent power. She felt a sense of competition, as well as 
hostility. Still, wouldn’t it be nice to be recognized by such a powerful 
existence? 


“Eugene Lionheart.” 


When the name was called, Carmen jerked her head around at Eugene 
with a betrayed expression. She had pondered the possibility but had 
never imagined it would come to fruition. Eugene stared at Gavid with 


a grimace. 


“Rumors about you have spread all the way to Helmuth. According to 
the world, this young man is the second coming of the Great 
Vermouth, as well as the heir to Sienna the Wise,” continued Gavid. 


Eugene felt countless eyes turning towards him as he waited for 
Gavid’s next words. Naturally, Eugene did not feel any joy at being 
acknowledged by Gavid. 


“Are you also not the master of Altair, the Holy Sword of Light? You 
are the first to be recognized since Vermouth. What that represents... 
Haha, I’m sure he knows better than anyone else. The Hero who 
succeeds Vermouth,” said Gavid. 


“He was acknowledged by the Holy Sword?” 


Questioning words could be heard from all over the place as soon as 
Gavid finished speaking. Only a few people in the Lionheart clan knew 
that Eugene was the master of the Holy Sword, and a few others, 
including the Pope of Yuras and Raphael. 


“And Kristina Rogeris. This is the first time I am seeing her in person, 
but... what a curiously accurate resemblance to Anise the Faithful. It’s 
enough to make me believe that she is the reincarnation of the one 
who caused all those ridiculous miracles, the Saint of Light,” 
continued Gavid. Kristina’s face turned pale at his comment. 


He continued with a smile. “It seems Yuras wanted to keep it a secret 
for now, but I can almost feel it in my bones. I have to acknowledge 
that Kristina Rogeris is the Saint of Light. There were many Saints 
before Anise the Faithful, but I thought only Anise deserved to call 
herself the Saint. But now it seems I have to change my mind. Kristina 
Rogeris, you are definitely a Saint, just like Anise.” 


What Gavid spoke of were facts Eugene had heard earlier from Balzac 
Ludbeth, the Head of the Black Tower. The Dukes of Helmuth knew 
that Eugene was the master of the Holy Sword. Moreover, as Gavid 
said, he had faced Anise directly in the past. Demonfolks were 
especially susceptible to divine power, which would allow him to 
gauge Kristina against Anise. 


“T am very interested in the Hero and the Saint among the many 
heroes here but don’t get me wrong. I am not here to harm those 
young people just because they are the Hero and the Saint. However, 
as I look back to three hundred years ago... I only wonder if I can 
foster a friendship that I could not with your predecessors,” said 
Gavid. 


‘That little bastard,’ Eugene cursed mentally. 


Eugene gritted his teeth while glaring at Gavid. He felt the need to 
shove his fist into Gavid’s blabbering mouth. Anise also uttered harsh 
curses, unbefitting her status inside Kristina’s mind. 


“So please, heroes, kings. Open the gate. Give me an opportunity to 
interact with you and make relationships with you,” said Gavid while 
taking a step forward. Although his words made it seem like a request, 
the fog behind him wriggled as if it would force the gates open. 


The kings shared a gaze in response. Although no one directly 
expressed their opinion, everyone’s gazes were firm. Even if they were 
only putting on a show with the Knight March, they could not allow 
the Blade of Incarceration into the fortress. 


“The gate—” said Aman, as the representative of the kings and the 
master of the fortress. 


“Open it.” 


But he was never allowed to finish. A deafening voice dwarfed his 
words. It was hard to believe that the voice belonged to a human. 
Eugene jumped in surprise and turned in the direction of the voice. It 
wasn’t just him, either. Everyone on the wall turned their heads in 
shock, and the same was true for Gavid. However, he wasn’t just 
surprised but appalled. 


The voice came from the direction of Lehainjar, the mountain of the 
blizzard. A man was walking towards the fortress on the snowfield 
leading to Lehainjar. At first glance, the man was far enough to be 
considered only a tiny dot. Although the man was giant, he wasn’t 
ridiculously big like an actual giant. But somehow, the man quickly 
narrowed the distance to the fortress with his steps, as if his steps 


were like a giant’s. His black hair fluttered in the blizzard. 


The man was without any weapons, but it didn’t seem necessary. His 
body, which looked sturdy and robust to be considered extreme, was 
his weapon and armor. 


“Molon of Terror,” muttered Gavid. 


He was in complete shock and disbelief as he muttered the symbol of 
terror for the demonfolks of three hundred years ago. Molon was 
among the five inhuman existences who had allowed Gavid to sense 
death. 


It was the name of the man who always took the lead on battlefields 
where numerous demonfolks were slaughtered, a man who always 
opened the path even when he was slathered in blood and his limbs 
were sliced off. 


It was the name of the man who pierced through the center of the 
battle to turn the tide, the man who was more like an undead than 
actual undead, the man who did not know fear and drove pain and 
terror into the hearts of demons. 


It was Molon the Brave. 


The founder of Ruhr had returned from his seclusion. 


Chapter 234 
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Eugene stood in place with his jaw agape, staring at Molon’s 
approaching figure. The moron was exactly the same as Eugene had 
seen him a few days ago in the Great Hammer Canyon, except he 
wasn’t holding an ax. However, what Molon was holding was none of 
Eugene’s business. 


“That bas...” 


Eugene barely managed to swallow the words before they could 
escape his mouth. Instead, he uttered a curse in his mind — bastard. 
When Eugene had gone through the trouble to see him, the moron had 
chased him out without even sharing a proper conversation. Molon 
had acted all solemn and shit as if he couldn’t come down from the 
cliff for a profound reason. 


‘You swung your ax at a friend you met after three hundred years with an 
expression as if we wouldn’t see each other again. Son of a bitch. You 
should have at least said that you would be coming later.’ 


Eugene kept his expression under control while soothing the 
simmering heat boiling in his heart. He had never imagined Molon 
would descend from the Grand Hammer Canyon and come directly to 
Fort Lehain. It was the same with Aman, Molon’s descendant. As far as 
he knew, the founder had never come down from the Grand Hammer 
Canyon after suddenly going into seclusion hundred years ago. Since 
then, a new tradition had been made that the descendants of the royal 
family had to go to the Grand Hammer Canyon to have their 
qualifications for the throne tested, even though no one, not even 
those from the royal family, knew why the founder had gone into 
seclusion. 


“As expected,” muttered Aman, looking around. His gaze found 
Eugene and Kristina. Aman couldn’t think of any other reason than the 
two for the founder’s sudden descent from the mountain. 


“Molon Ruhr,” muttered Gavid. 


His anxious heart was reflected in the Black Fog as it suddenly 
wriggled and squirmed. The demon knights brought their hands to the 
pommels of their swords in the fog in preparation for a possible battle. 
Gavid immediately raised his hand and dissuaded them. 


“So you were alive?” asked Gavid. 
“As you can see,” answered Molon. 


“A reunion after three hundred years. Though I’m sure we’ve had 
plenty of chances to see each other in the meantime, neither of us 
wanted a meeting,” continued Gavid. 


“Obviously. Gavid Lindman. I’ve hated you since three hundred years 
ago. Don’t tell me you don’t share the same sentiment?” said Molon. 


“Rather than classifying it as like or hate, I would say it’s more of a 
reluctant feeling. After all, it was without a doubt that you were my 
enemy,” responded Gavid. 


“Tm glad you do not like me since I still hate you,” retorted Molon. 


“Then why did you command them to open the door? If you hate me, 
you shouldn’t have a reason to allow me inside,” asked Gavid. 


“Because I don’t think you’ll just walk away,” answered Molon. He 
stopped walking, then stared at Gavid and the Black Fog behind him. 
“Tf I do not open the gate of the fortress, will you go back quietly? Can 
you swear that you won’t spread that sinister mist to turn the night 
terrible in the snowfield?” 


“The only one who can have me declare an oath is His Majesty the 
Demon King,” said Gavid. 


“I thought so. So you won’t back down,” said Molon. 


“Do you perhaps think P’ll launch a cowardly ambush at night? Molon 
Ruhr, I am not fond of such perverse actions,” said Gavid. 


“Maybe, maybe not. You said you would not swear an oath, so I 
cannot trust your words,” answered Molon. 


“Tt is still difficult for me to fathom your words. You are saying you do 
not trust me, yet you are willing to allow me and the Black Fog inside 
the fortress. Why is that?” asked Gavid. 


“The snowfield is wide,” said Molon while spreading his arms. “If you 
hide in the vast snowfield and plot dirty, cowardly schemes, there is 
no way for me to see through it. You will sully the white of the 
snowfield. But if I let you into the fortress, I can watch you, and not 
just me either. Everyone else in the fortress will keep their eyes on 
you.” 


“Me, hiding... plotting dirty, cowardly schemes. Haha! What a funny 
yet unpleasant thing to say,” said Gavid with a grimace. 


He took great pride in being called the Sword of Incarceration and had 
strictly abided by his chivalry for more than three hundred years. 
Regardless of what his enemies considered him, Gavid considered 
himself to be the only knight of the Demon King of Incarceration. 


“If someone else had spoken those words, I would not have held back 
my anger. But Molon Ruhr, since it’s you... I will forgive it. I’m sure 
humans and demonfolks have different definitions for dirty, cowardly 
schemes,” said Gavid. 


“You frequently plotted dirty, cowardly things since three hundred 
years ago. The Black Fog spread throughout Pandemonium, 
interrupted resting warriors, and ambushed them. You ambushed 
Hamel and Sienna, who were on a reconnaissance mission. Although 
you had the skills and the power, you only sat waiting high in the 
Demon King’s castle while ordering around your lackeys,” said Molon 
with a glare. 


But Gavid couldn’t do anything but blink with confusion after hearing 
Molon’s words. What was so dirty and cowardly about that? 


After a while, he gave a response, “There was a considerable number 
of troops that made it all the way to Pandemonium three hundred 
years ago. The Army of Incarceration was strong, but we numbered far 


less than the humans. Therefore, in order for a small number of elite 
troops to effectively face a great army, ambushes were the right 
choice.” 


“Tt wasn’t fought openly and squarely,” responded Molon. 


“T only encountered Hamel and Sienna coincidentally. Just as they 
were on a reconnaissance mission, I, too, was on a reconnaissance 
mission,” continued Gavid. 


“I know that.” 


Gavid’s eyebrows wriggled with annoyance at Molon’s answer. He 
continued while feeling his frustration grow. “Putting my subordinates 
at the forefront in the castle? What a bewildering thing to point out. It 
is my role to guard the side of His Majesty, the Demon King of 
Incarceration, under any circumstances. When you lot broke into 
Babel, I... It may be problematic for me to say this in this age of 
peace, but I wanted to be the first to stop you. I wanted to slaughter 
all of you, but I could not.” 


“Why not?” asked Molon.” 


“Because I knew how strong all of you were. If I came rushing out to 
meet you first in the heat of the moment, and if I died in the struggle, 
who would have guarded the side of His Majesty, the Demon King?” 
asked Gavid. 


“So is it also due to loyalty you ran away at the end?” asked Molon. 


Gavid’s face became devoid of an expression at Molon’s question. He 
glared at Molon with a bloodless, pale face. 


“You’re reminding me of a shameful past,” said Gavid. 


“Tt is true that you ran away. You who blocked the door to the palace 
were destined to lose your head by Vermouth’s sword,” said Molon. 


“Tt was the will of His Majesty. He commanded me to hide without 
blocking you any further. My merciful and generous lord prioritized 


the preservation of the life of a knight who fought until the end over 
his faith,” continued Gavid. 


“Tt does not change the fact that you ran away. You were lucky. If... If 
Hamel had been there, you never would have had the chance to 
escape,” said Molon. 


“Molon Ruhr. This conversation has no meaning unless your intention 
is to anger me,” said Gavid. 


“Are you going to fight me?” asked Molon. 


“I am warning you because I have no intention of fighting,” responded 
Gavid. 


“T do not intend to fight you either, as long as you keep away from 
plotting dirty, cowardly things.” Molon scoffed while pointing at the 
closed gate. “Gavid Lindman. I do not know what you are up to, but if 
you do want to form a relationship with the heroes of this generation, 
as you said, then prove your words with your actions.” 


“T do not scheme,” said Gavid while raising his hand. The looming fog 
scattered, and the demon knights were revealed. “And there was no lie 
in what I said. I... am quite interested in the heroes of this era. In 
particular, I am interested in Eugene Lionheart, Vermouth’s 
descendant and the one chosen by the Holy Sword, as well as Kristina 
Rogeris, the Saint who looks just like Anise.” 


“I am interested in those two as well,” said Molon. 


“What are your thoughts? Molon Ruhr, I have yet to speak a single 
word with them, but...” Gavid raised his head and stared directly at 
Eugene and Kristina before continuing. “I can feel Vermouth from 
Eugene Lionheart and Anise from Kristina Rogeris.” 


“Tt is distasteful of you to speak their names when you weren’t a 
friend of theirs. Moreover, Vermouth was more handsome than 
Eugene Lionheart, and Anise was more like a warrior than Kristina 
Rogeris,” retorted Molon. 


Eugene did not know how to react to Molon’s remark. Indeed, it was 


true that Vermouth had been handsome. However, objectively 
speaking, wasn’t Eugene’s face more handsome than Vermouth's? 


‘Sister, what does he mean by being more like a warrior?’ asked Kristina. 


[Molon must be talking about cracking open the heads of demonfolks 
with a mace when he talks about being more like a warrior. You don’t 
need to take that idiot’s words seriously,] Anise replied. 


Thump, thump, thump. 


Molon resumed walking towards the castle, then stopped once he 
arrived right in front of the gate. 


“Gavid Lindman. Let me tell you one thing. If you want to speak with 
Eugene Lionheart and Kristina Rogeris and wish to form a relationship 
with them, you will have to ask me for my permission first,” said 
Molon. 


“Ts it your desire to cherish and protect the descendants of your old 
friends?” asked Gavid. 


“Already, I don’t like what you are saying. Protect them? From what? 
From something. From you? Then that means...” 


Crack. 


Molon clenched his fist, nothing more. But to Gavid, Molon was 
currently larger than the gate, the fortress, and even the Snowy 
Mountain Lehainjar in the distance. It had been truly a long time since 
he felt such intense pressure. 


‘He did not even feel like a human being back then. Is this... what happens 
when such an existence lives for three hundred years?’ thought Gavid, 
feeling his skin go numb. 


“Does that mean you are planning to harm Eugene Lionheart and 
Kristina Rogeris?” asked Molon. The instant Molon asked the question, 
he looked even bigger than before in Gavid’s eyes. 


He was a man of marvelously disciplined and refined power. After 
staring at Molon in silence for a moment, Gavid shook his head. 


“No.” 


He had no intention of harming them. Gavid wanted the humans to 
wage war. It was contrary to the will of his great lord, but if a war 
was inevitable — then the Demon King of Incarceration would no 
longer be in a position to show mercy to the continent. The Hero and 
the Saint would need to be at the forefront of the war, and their very 
existence would be the cause of war. So Gavid had no intention of 
hurting the two. He simply wanted to gauge his enemies of the future, 
and his heart was unmistakably sincere. Moreover, he really wanted to 
connect with and form a relationship with the heroes of the current 
era. It was all true, though it was for the sake of getting to know those 
whom he would enjoy slaughtering one day. 


“T do not have such thoughts. I only... want to form relationships with 
them. And if they do not want such a thing as a relationship, I will be 
satisfied watching them from a distance,” said Gavid, taking a few 
steps back. Then, he raised his hand and fixed his attire. 


Not even a small wrinkle could be found on his black uniform. There 
was not a single flurry of snow nor a speck of dust. Even so, Gavid 
calmly dusted the top of his uniform and checked that his buttons 
were fastened correctly. After doing so, Gavid politely bowed his 
head. 


“Please, will you open the door to the fort?” 


Molon stared at him for a moment before nodding. The intense 
pressure he had been emitting had completely disappeared. Turning 
back towards the fortress, Molon reached for the gate. 


“T-the door!” Aman shouted after belatedly coming to his senses. Then 
without waiting for the gatekeepers to act, he personally jumped 
down from the wall. 


He had not dared to intervene in the conversation below, a 
conversation between living legends. But now that the conversation 
was over, Aman did not want the Founder of Ruhr, the Bold King, to 


have to open the door with his own hands. 
“Tt’s been a long time, Aman,” said Molon. 
“Tt is an honor... to have you remember me,” responded Aman. 


“T remember all my descendants. I am not so stupid as to forget the 
name of my descendant who visited me last,” said Molon with a grin 
while patting Aman’s shoulder. Aman was quite big, but standing next 
to Molon, he looked smaller than he actually was. It was due to the 
differences in their presence. 


Aman peered at Molon with eyes of admiration before bowing deeply. 
Then he pushed open the gate of the fortress. The door was large and 
heavy, but Aman pushed it open as easily as any regular door. Aman 
did not head straight in but rather bowed once more towards Molon. 
The knights of Ruhr fought to be the first ones to come down from the 
fortress wall, and the tribesmen of Bayar had already lined the street 
in front of the gate. 


The Emperor of Kiehl and the Pope of Yuras were the leaders of only 
two empires on the continent besides Helmuth. Although they did not 
hurry, they did not dare to remain standing on the walls either. They 
descended a bit later than the others and greeted the returning hero 
with their knights. Soon, countless knights lined the streets and made 
way for Molon. 


So the march began. Molon returned the welcome and the greeting of 
the kings with a smile and strode ahead while receiving respectful 
gazes from the knights as if it were natural. 


“Are you not going to head in?” 


Gavid was still standing in front of the gate. A Knight of the Black Fog 
standing behind him asked politely, and Gavid shook his head with a 
smile. 


“We'll go in after a little while.” 


That road wasn’t meant for Gavid and the Black Fog, and he was 
willing to show respect for such a thing. 


Eugene wasn’t given a chance to talk to Molon alone, but it was the 
most natural thing. He was the Founder of Ruhr, and he had gone into 
seclusion about a hundred years ago. He had suddenly returned when 
many had thought him dead. 


Immediately after the march, Molon headed to the castle where the 
kings were staying. Naturally, Aman accompanied him along with the 
other kings. It was none of Eugene’s business what they would talk 
about there, but... wasn’t it quite obvious? They would ask why he 
had gone into seclusion and why he had returned. Eventually, they 
would discuss what to do with Gavid Lindman and the Black Fog. 


Gavid Lindman and the Black Fog were residing on the outskirts close 
to the fortress wall. There was room for them in the buildings inside 
the fortress, but Gavid refused the offer and insisted on using an 
empty space on the outskirts as a campsite. 


Although Gavid had explicitly stated his interest in Eugene several 
times, he did not attempt to make any contact. The only interaction 
they shared was making eye contact a few times on the fortress wall. 
Gavid was probably showing respect to Molon’s warning. 


‘That’s better for me.’ 


Eugene did not want to become involved with Gavid already. Similar 
to Noir Giabella, Gavid Lindman was an existence Eugene was 
incapable of facing in his current state. Interest and curiosity? 
Probably. But a relationship? 


‘That’s bullshit.’ 


Eugene snorted with disdain while walking. Kristina, who was walking 
by his side, looked quite nervous. She continued to fidget with the 
hem of her robe, fixed her hair with her hands, took deep breaths, and 
adjusted her expression. 


“Are you okay?” asked Eugene. 


“J-I am fine. I am just a little flustered,” answered Kristina. 


Anise had insisted on not taking control of Kristina’s body for now. 
The body belonged to Kristina, and Anise was just sharing the space, 
so she insisted it was only proper for Kristina to be the one to face and 
greet Molon first. It was even more important since she wasn’t given 
the opportunity in Lehainjar. 


“There’s no need to be so nervous. He’s just... well... he’s just an 
idiot,” said Eugene. 


“To me... Hmm... He wasn’t the kind of person to be called so,” 
answered Kristina. 


Though they weren’t given a chance to speak to him alone before, 
Molon invited the two of them. Beast King Aman personally came to 
the Lionheart’s mansion and delivered Molon’s invitation. 


So Eugene and Anise were walking down the hallway after climbing to 
the top floor of the castle tower. It was the same corridor that Eugene 
had walked in the previous day. Aman had only guided them 
downstairs, then remained behind in accordance with Molon’s wish to 
speak to the two alone. 


As a result, there was no sign of any other life in the hallway, and 
although it was prudent to always be careful with words, regardless of 
where you were, as the king’s residence, the top floor was covered by 
a high-level defensive spell. As such, there was no reason for them to 
not speak their minds. 


“Not the kind of person to be...? You heard him talking to Gavid 
Lindman earlier, didn’t you?” asked Eugene. 


“He was filled with majesty, befitting a great hero of three hundred 
years ago,” responded Kristina. 


“But what he said was still stupid. Maybe he sounds a bit more 
convincing now that he’s gotten a bit older,” muttered Eugene while 
staring up ahead. He could see a door at the corridor’s end. After 
taking a deep breath, Eugene approached the door. 


‘That idiot. He couldn’t possibly think of swinging an ax again after calling 
me here, right?’ 


It wasn’t possible, right? Eugene snorted and grabbed the doorknob. 
But before he could even turn the doorknob, the door burst open, or 
rather, it was hinged off. With it, Eugene was also flung into the air 
with the door with his hand on the knob. 


“Hamel!” shouted Molon. He stared straight ahead and blinked a few 
times. Kristina gasped, even forgetting to give her greetings. 


“Where is Hamel?” he asked once more. 


“Hey, you idiot.” Eugene was still hanging in the air while holding the 
doorknob. He frowned, bewildered, and kicked Molon in the shoulder. 
“Why did you break the door for no...” 


“Hamel!” roared Molon once more. 
Boom! 


Eugene fell to the ground along with the door, and Molon stretched 
out his arms and tightly embraced Eugene. 


“T can’t believe my eyes. Hamel! I didn’t expect to see you again like 
this!” 


It was suffocating. 


Eugene struggled for his life buried in Molon’s stiff and humongous 
chest muscles. 


Chapter 235 
Lehain (6) 


‘I might die.’ 


Eugene truly thought so from the bottom of his heart. Molon’s chest 
muscles were tightly inflated, and they just so happened to press down 
on Eugene’s airway. Eugene struggled to escape, but the force that 
held him in place was beyond his imagination. Molon’s arms were 
wrapped around Eugene’s back, and it restricted Eugene to the point 
he couldn’t raise his head. Slowly but surely, Eugene’s body slowly 
molded into the shape that fit into Molon’s muscles. 


J 


‘T... I’m going to die... 


Not to mention that he couldn’t breathe, the force that weighed down 
on him was too strong... Eugene started to convulse, and his mind 
began to dim, but even at that moment, Molon continued to cry out 
Hamel’s name. 


Eugene’s head felt hot and damp. It was because of the thick, gooey 
tears flowing down onto Eugene’s head. 


[Kristina, if this goes on, Hamel might really die,] said Anise. She 
could no longer stand idly as life withered from Eugene. [Do you think 
you can really stop him with your skinny hands? Kristina, the flail 
hanging on your waist looks like the perfect tool to smack that idiot’s 
head. Don’t worry. Even if you swing the flail with all your might, it 
won’t even leave a scratch on that blockhead. ] 


‘But sister, how could I be so disrespectful to him when it’s my first time 
seeing him...?’ 


[Look, Kristina. Hamel is about to die!] Anise exclaimed urgently. 


Kristina made up her mind at Anise’s urgent words. She unfurled her 


robes before drawing the flail, which had been fixed to her waist and 
thigh. After whirling the weight at the end of the chain once in the 
air, she directed it to Molon’s head. 


Thuck! 


The impact of adamantium meeting flesh was an unsettling collision, 
but the resulting sound that echoed in the air was incongruous with 
the reality of the situation. Kristina felt slightly nervous after 
delivering the blow, but contrary to her expectations, she was shocked 
to see not even a single scratch left on Molon’s forehead, let alone a 
drop of blood. 


“Huh?” 


Even so, the attack produced the desired effect. Molon came to his 
senses and turned his tearful eyes toward Kristina. 


“Ohhhh!” cried Molon once more while shedding tears once more. His 
arms opened wide, and Eugene’s limp body fell to the ground. After 
walking past Eugene’s sprawling figure, Molon approached Kristina. 


“Ah... Hello, Sir Molon Ruhr. I am,” started Kristina. 


“Kristina Rogeris! You really look just like Anise. I wasn’t able to greet 
you properly the last time because of the situation,” said Molon. 


“Ah... Yes,” responded Kristina while staring at Molon’s broad chest 
with fear in her eyes. When she saw him approaching with his 
squirming muscles, she couldn’t help but think of how Molon had 
squeezed the life out of Eugene. It looked as if he was approaching her 
with the same idea. 


“Hey, you idiot...!” called out Eugene while staggering to his feet. 
Eugene coughed a few times before conjuring a ball of mana, which 
he then hurled at the back of Molon’s head. 


Boom! 


It was a powerful projectile containing quite a bit of power, but it 


didn’t even cause Molon’s head to budge. 


“Why the fuck did you hug me like that all of a sudden!? I almost died 
because of you!” shouted Eugene. 


“Hamel!” exclaimed Molon before stopping in his tracks. With a broad 
smile, he shifted his gaze between Eugene and Kristina. Then he burst 
into laughter while shedding thick tears. “I never thought I would get 
to meet you two like this. So I-I’m so glad to see you two like this 
again.” 


Eugene couldn’t possibly keep complaining when Molon seemed so 
glad to see them, laughing at the same time he cried. Eugene took on 
a bitter expression while massaging his stiff back. 


“Ts Anise inside of you?” Molon directed the question to Kristina. 


Kristina had been standing, stunned speechless. His question startled 
her, but she quickly composed herself and nodded. 


“Yes.” 


“T’m glad to meet you, and this is fun and mysterious, but if you don’t 
mind, would you allow me to say hello to Anise?” asked Molon. 


“Of course, I will.” Kristina bowed before closing her eyes. After a 
moment, Kristina’s shoulders shuddered. 


“Have you become a little wiser after living for three hundred years? 
Or have you just gotten faster at picking up clues?” asked Anise. 


“Anise!” shouted Molon. 


“Yes, that’s right. Iam Anise Slywood. But Molon, how did you 
recognize me? As I remember, you were neither wise nor tactful 
enough to recognize me from the top of that cliff just from my wings,” 
asked Anise. 


“It’s because I became able to see,” said Molon while wiping away the 
stream of tears. “My eyes have become very bright since hundred 


years ago. It was a change that came because I lived where it was 
needed. Anise, I can see that there are two souls inside that body. The 
souls of the two of you are alike and connected like twins, or rather as 
if they are originally from the same soul. I can’t see the distinct form 
of your soul, but I can feel the familiarity.” 


“You came to see the soul? What kind of—” said Anise. 


“And Hamel. The same goes for your soul. It’s familiar, nostalgic, and 
intimate. Even if your body has changed, you are definitely still 
Hamel,” continued Molon. Even though he was wiping away his tears, 
it didn’t look like he was about to stop crying anytime soon. 


Eugene felt sorry to see Molon crying like a baby with a large, rough 
face. He was reminded of the dream shown to him by Anise in the 
Samar Forest when Molon had been bawling in front of Hamel’s tomb. 


“Hey, stop crying. Why do you keep crying like an idiot when we’re 
right here?” asked Eugene. 


“These are noble tears. Tears fit to be shed by true warriors,” said 
Molon. 


“Leave him alone, Hamel. Molon will not stop crying, no matter what 
you say. You may not know this, but three hundred years ago, Molon 
was more stubborn than anyone else when it came to crying,” said 
Anise. 


Everyone had wept when Hamel died in the Castle of the Demon King 
of Incarceration. However, in terms of the number of tears shed, Molon 
had taken the lead by a significant amount. Sienna had wept, Anise 
had cried quietly in despair, Vermouth had turned his gaze upwards 
and glared at the next floor while shedding tears, and Molon pounded 
his fists against the floor and bawled, creating a pool of tears on the 
ground. 


“When Molon cries, it’s better to leave him alone. If you let him cry 
for an hour, he should—” said Anise. 


“No, you should not leave me alone. " Anise, Hamel, come closer,” 
interrupted Molon, spreading his arms wide and widening his tear- 


filled eyes. 


Both Eugene and Anise stiffened at his terrifying invitation. But Molon 
didn’t seem to care how they reacted. He started taking large steps 
toward them without waiting for them to acknowledge his words. 


Large, thick arms wrapped around Eugene and Anise. Although the 
two looked rather reluctant, they made no effort to escape their 
friend’s grasp. They allowed themselves to be brought into his 
embrace side-by-side as if they were one. The only things that 
bothered them were that... Molon was way too big, and he cried way 
too much. 


‘My hair is all wet... ’ 


The streams that rolled down Molon’s eyes completely soaked the top 
of Eugene and Anise’s heads. They stood still in his arms for quite a 
while. There wasn’t much talking, just the silent gratification of each 
other’s presence and warmth. They simply stood there, feeling each 
other’s presence. 


Although he had already died and was reincarnated, Hamel was here 
as Eugene. Anise had also died, but she was here sharing Kristina’s 
body. Molon was here as well. 


The three perceived, touched, and felt each other’s presence. Although 
it was a simple gesture, a hug, the time they spent in silence was 
precious and invaluable. And... although Eugene dismissed it as not a 
big deal, he strangely felt his tears threatening to fall. He had never 
felt emotions this strong so often when he had been Hamel. 


‘It’s because of Vermouth.’ 


The ancestor of his current body was Vermouth, so if there was 
anything unsatisfactory or wrong with him, it was all because of 
Vermouth. At least, that’s what Eugene told himself as he held back 
his tears. When he stole a glance at Anise, he saw her weeping 
silently. 


Seeing that, he no longer felt a need to hold back his tears. So Eugene 
cried. Even though he didn’t cry as much as Molon, he allowed his 


tears to flow for a little while, just long enough for his emotions to 
quench. 


After a while, the hugging and the crying concluded. Anise 
immediately stepped away from Molon as if she had been waiting for 
this moment, then urgently washed her hair in the bathroom next 
door. Eugene also washed his hair next to Anise, and although Molon 
did not join them, he wiped his wet face and beard using a large 
bedsheet as a towel. 


“Are you not going to ask us anything?” said Anise while taking a seat 
on an empty sofa. Eugene had summoned the wind to dry their hair, 
and she was combing her silky hair with her hands. “Molon, I’m sure 
you are having difficulties understanding our presence in this era.” 


“That is true, but that’s not what’s most important to me. You two are 
in front of me now, and I am still alive. For me, that is the most 
important thing that makes me the happiest,” responded Molon. 


“T envy you for being able to think so simply. But Molon, you need to 
know what happened for us to be here now. That way, you will be 
able to share what you experienced until now as well, right?” said 
Anise. 


Molon gazed at her with a hint of confusion, his eyes narrowing ever 
so slightly as he processed her words. For a moment, he remained 
still, his expression inscrutable. Then he blinked in an almost 
mechanical fashion. It seemed he had not grown any wiser after all. 


Anise clicked her tongue while crossing her legs. “Well, I’m not saying 
anything complicated, am I? It’s been hundreds of years since we’ve 
last seen each other, so let’s share stories and talk. It just so happens 
that Hamel has quite a bit of alcohol in his cloak to help us enjoy the 
stories.” 


Eugene’s cloak unfurled at her words, and Mer poked out her head. 
“What is it?” asked Eugene. 


“T would also like to give my greetings to Sir Molon, Lady Sienna’s 
comrade,” said Mer. 


“Oh, by the gods!” shouted Molon with shock. He approached Eugene 
with large strides, then lowered his imposing stature and locked gazes 
with Mer. 


“H-hello there, Sir Molon. My name is Mer Merdein. I am a familiar 
created by Lady Sienna—” 


“You look just like Sienna!” exclaimed Molon without bothering to let 
her finish. 


“Yes... Eh... I was created in the image of Lady Sienna’s childhood.” 


“T see! A little Sienna created by Sienna, so that would make you 
Sienna’s daughter, right?” asked Molon with a wide grin. He then 
stroked her head. “Nice to meet you. I am Molon Ruhr, a comrade, 
and friend of Sienna.” 


After exchanging pleasantries, the four settled around a sturdy 
wooden table. Anise’s eyes silently bore into Eugene, who fidgeted 
before producing an array of bottles from the depths of his cloak. The 
clink of glass and liquid echoed throughout the room as he arranged 
them meticulously on the floor. 


Molon excused himself briefly before re-entering the room with an 
armful of his own prized bottles. Each one gleamed with an expensive 
sheen, their labels announcing their rarity and refinement. It was 
evident that he intended to spare no expense for their reunion. 


“What about snacks?” asked Eugene. 
“A true drinker takes alcohol as their snack,” responded Anise. 
“But I don’t want to,” muttered Eugene. 


But it wasn’t as if he could ask to have snacks delivered from 
downstairs. He longed for something to accompany their alcohol, and 
at the very least, he wished for glasses to drink out of. But before he 
could voice his desires, Anise began to chug down entire bottles of 
liquor. Molon followed suit, and their actions ignited a competitive 
flame within Eugene’s heart. He quickly seized his own bottle, 
determined not to be outdone, and started chugging it down as well. 


With a quizzical expression, Mer observed the trio through squinted 
eyes while sipping on her juice. Despite having been created two 
centuries ago, she wanted to consider herself an eternal child. To her, 
the idea of growing up and becoming an adult, like the three before 
her, was an unappealing prospect. Despite being way older than her 
appearance, she clung to her childlike wonder and refused to 
relinquish it. 


“T see.” 


However, drinking was not the only thing on the agenda. Amidst the 
clinking of glasses, they delved into deep conversation, touching upon 
a plethora of topics. Anise, in particular, shared her story calmly, 
detailing how she had come to be the way she was. She spoke with an 
air of nonchalance, her words flowing easily from her lips as if they 
were of no consequence. 


“Molon. Do you remember the letter I sent you?” asked Anise. 


“T kept it forever. Once it got so old that the paper started to break 
apart, I chewed it up and swallowed it,” answered Molon. 


“T think I asked something I should not have. Frankly, it’s quite 
unpleasant to hear what you did to it,” said Anise with a grimace. 


To the world at large, Anise’s departure on a pilgrimage had marked 
her disappearance from public view. The truth, however, was known 
only to the upper echelons of Yuras. They alone had been privy to the 
details of her demise, and they made use of her remains as a relic for 
three hundred years. 


Though Molon had not been privy to the full extent of the truth, he 
knew that Anise's supposed departure on a pilgrimage had been a ruse 
to conceal her untimely demise. The truth had been revealed to him 
through a letter that Anise had penned before taking her own life 
within the Audience Chamber of the pope. It had been her final wish. 


“Tt wasn’t really a will, just a letter. I told you that my body had 
reached its limit, that it was impossible to forcibly prolong my life any 
longer. I told you that I was going to die and that I wasn’t going to 
reveal my death to the world, so you should not express your 


condolences and keep it to yourself. You weren’t to come to Yuras 
either. We would once again reunite in heaven after you lived your 
life.” 


She lifted the bottle to her lips and downed its contents in a single, 
impressive gulp. Then she wiped her lips with the back of her hand 
before grinning widely, the satisfaction of the feat apparent in her 
expression. 


“Tt was that kind of letter. Thankfully, Molon understood my letter 
and did what I asked him to,” she continued. 


Molon’s eyes grew red and teary again, the emotional turmoil 
resurfacing despite having cried his eyes out earlier. The depth of his 
emotion was evident in the way his chest heaved with each breath. 


“There was no reason not to. Anise, you asked me in the letter, didn’t 
you? You asked me as a friend, and I do not ignore the requests of my 
friends,” said Molon. 


“T wrote that letter because I knew you were that kind of person. If I 
had disappeared without writing a letter, Molon, you would definitely 
have stormed Yuras,” said Anise. 


“I would have,” said Molon. 
It was true. He would have, and he did not deny it. 


Eugene shared his own story of death and rebirth, detailing the 
circumstances that led to his reincarnation. As he spoke, Sienna's 
name naturally arose, inextricably linked to his own tale of 
resurrection. Molon remained silent, listening intently to Eugene's 
words as he downed another bottle of alcohol. He understood the 
gravity of the situation, recognizing the need for the story to be told in 
its entirety without interruption. 


“T...” After listening to the fairly long story, Molon put down his bottle 
of alcohol. “I once tried to find Sienna a long time ago.” 


The fact that Aroth had sent numerous search teams across the 
continent in a desperate bid to locate Sienna was well-known, as well 


as Molon’s participation. However, despite Ruhr's support and the 
tireless efforts of the search teams, no trace of her had been found, 
even after wandering the vast expanse of the continent for an 
extended period of time. 


“After stepping down from the throne, I also headed personally to 
Samar. But I could not find it. The territory of the World Tree and the 
elves did not open its doors to me,” said Molon. 


Even for Molon, entering the territory of the elves had been an 
impossible feat, as it was protected by the World Tree. While it might 
have been feasible in the past, the World Tree had sealed off its 
territory after Raizakia's attack, rendering it virtually impregnable. 
The barrier was so effective that it was impossible to even perceive its 
existence without possessing a leaf from the World Tree, leaving many 
would-be intruders thwarted in their attempts to enter. 


“Sienna is strong. I lived for hundreds of years, so I naturally assumed 
that Sienna would as well. When Sienna disappeared, I thought it was 
because she had gone into seclusion to train so that she could achieve 
her wish,” continued Molon. 


“Wish?” asked Eugene. 


“Are you really asking me because you don’t know, Hamel? As with 
the rest of us, Sienna wanted to avenge you. No, she was obsessed 
with getting your revenge. After becoming the head of one of Aroth’s 
magic towers, she holed herself up and immersed herself in creating 
magic,” responded Molon. He closed his eyes, paused, then continued. 
“But I never imagined... she was attacked by Vermouth. And 
Raizkia... Honestly, all of this is hard to believe. But since you’re 
telling me it’s true, I will absolutely believe it.” 


Molon’s eyes snapped open, and he fixed his unwavering gaze upon 
Eugene and Anise. 


“And just as I believe in you two, I also believe in Vermouth. The 
Vermouth I know would not have attacked Sienna. Hamel, if 
Vermouth needed the necklace Sienna had for your reincarnation, he 
would have talked to her about it. There was no reason Sienna would 
have refused your reincarnation, right?” said Molon. 


Eugene agreed with Molon, and Vermouth’s vision had said something 
similar in the Dark Room. 


—Sienna still has the necklace containing your soul, but I’m planning on 
convincing her one day to get it. 


However, Vermouth's actions were in contrast to his words. He faked 
his own death and lured Sienna out in a deceitful manner. He 
trespassed into Hamel's tomb and attacked Sienna's familiar, which 
had been guarding the tomb. The reason behind his choices was 
unknown to Eugene, but Vermouth had then unsealed Hamel's coffin, 
taken his corpse, then sealed the Moonlight Sword inside the coffin. 


When Sienna arrived at the tomb belatedly, Vermouth attacked her, 
leaving a gaping hole in her chest. If... Sienna had not used the leaf of 
the World Tree that she had with her, she would have died at 
Vermouth’s hands right then and there. 


As a result, Vermouth successfully stole the necklace from Sienna, and 
Hamel was ultimately reincarnated as Vermouth’s descendant. The 
necklace ended up in the Lionheart family’s treasury. Eugene was 
puzzled by Vermouth's actions. When he considered each action 
individually, some of it made sense. However, when he tried to put 
them together as a whole, it didn't add up. There were three actions 
that were all typical of Vermouth — sealing the Moonlight Sword, 
causing Hamel's reincarnation, and hiding the necklace in the 
Lionheart family's treasury. But leaving Hamel's body outside the door 
and attacking Sienna for the necklace didn't make sense. These 
weren’t things that Vermouth would have done. 


“We trust Sir Vermouth as well,” Anise said firmly, refusing to 
entertain any doubts about his actions. Her bond with Vermouth 
Lionheart and her comrades, forged through their travels in Helmuth, 
was too strong to be shaken. Sienna, too, had expressed her trust and 
lack of resentment towards Vermouth even after being attacked by 
him. “But I am certain something must have happened to Sir 
Vermouth. Otherwise, there was no reason for him to have done such 
things.” 


“[’m not completely sure what, but something must have happened 
between Vermouth and the Demon King of Incarceration. Perhaps it 
was something he had to give in exchange for the promise of peace. If 


Vermouth had been threatened or coerced by the Demon King of 
Incarceration, he could have easily attacked Sienna. Even now, 
Vermouth’s soul may be in possession of the Demon King of 
Incarceration,” said Anise. 


Molon listened in silence for a while. Anise continued while tossing 
back the bottle she had finished. “Molon, now it’s your turn. Why did 
you suddenly declare seclusion a hundred years ago? And why were 
you in the Great Hammer Canyon?” 


“Why did you drive us out a few days ago? And the Nur. What was 
that monster? I... I don’t think the energy I felt was just an illusion. 
Both Anise and I felt a similar energy from the Nur as the Demon King 
of Destruction,” Eugene continued with Anise’s questions. 


Eugene had pondered over this thought repeatedly, but the answer 
eluded him. He couldn't wrap his head around the fact that a creature 
living in the remote northlands could emit the same ominous aura as 
the Demon King of Destruction, who had never left Ravesta in 
centuries. It didn't make sense. 


He rubbed his chin, lost in thought. The more he thought about it, the 
less sense it made. He struggled to understand how the Nur, located in 
Lehainjar, could emit the same ominous feeling as the Demon King of 
Destruction, who had not left Ravesta in three hundred years. 


“Hamel, Anise.” After a brief silence, Molon called out. “Three 
hundred years ago, I was the first one to meet Vermouth among us.” 


“Right.” 


The story was well-known to Eugene, one he had heard many times 
before from Molon in his past life. Vermouth had come from the 
Kingdom of Ashal, which had been situated next to Helmuth. 
However, the only noteworthy accomplishment attributed to Ashal in 
history was the rise of Vermouth Lionheart, as it was the first kingdom 
to fall during Helmuth’s conquest three hundred years ago. The few 
survivors of the kingdom had been captured by the demonfolks and 
taken as prisoners. They were transported to Helmuth, where they 
became experimental subjects for black wizards, toys of the 
demonfolks, or worse, sacrifices. Back then, those enslaved by 
Helmuth were never allowed a peaceful death. The horrors that took 


place within the dark walls of Helmuth had been too ghastly to 
imagine. 


Vermouth had been one such slave, and he had been in the process of 
being brought back to Helmuth after being captured by demonfolks 
and black wizards. 


To survive. 


That was what Vermouth had said. He had stolen a demon’s blade 
with only that one thought. That was the first time he ever wielded a 
sword, but he managed to kill dozens of demons and black wizards. 
Afterward, he escaped Helmuth with the other slaves who had been 
captured. In the process, he killed hundreds of demonic beasts and 
rescued other slaves. 


After escaping Helmuth, he reached the snowfield the Bayar Tribe had 
taken as their home. That was where he had met Molon. 


“T met Vermouth before any of you, and I fought together with him. I 
was a brave warrior already, but Vermouth was already a Hero. At 
first, none of us were heroes, none except Vermouth. We became 
heroes after spending time and fighting alongside Vermouth,” said 
Molon. 


eeccee 


“Yes, we were definitely heroes. Although not in satisfactory form or 
shape, we saved the world. And yet, Hamel and Anise, your ends were 
unfortunate. Hamel, you died in a battle against the Staff of 
Incarceration. Anise, you informed me of your death through a letter. 
Sienna hid without telling anyone the truth, and Vermouth... died,” 
continued Molon. 


“He didn’t die,” muttered Eugene. In response, Molon emptied another 
bottle. 


“That may be the truth, but I thought Vermouth was dead. I saw the 
body myself, and I moved his coffin. In the end, I was left alone. 
Alone, I lived for a long time. Until now,” he said while placing an 
empty bottle upright on the table. “I thought of myself as a hero, a 


warrior. So I hoped for an ending befitting a hero and a warrior. As 
the King of Ruhr, I didn’t want to die with all the people mourning for 
me,” said Molon. 


“Contemplate?” 


“My body did not grow old, and I remained strong. Even after the age 
of a hundred, I was still in my prime as a warrior. How could I use 
this power? Everyone was calling me a hero, but the heroes I called 
my friends were no longer with me in this world.” Molon’s lips 
squirmed, and he continued with an unbecoming bitter smile. “I 
wondered if I should challenge Helmuth once again. But after thinking 
about it over and over, I decided not to. This peace was something 
Vermouth earned because of the Oath. If I challenged Helmuth again, 
it would break the peace. I was sure of it. And I knew well that I could 
never kill the Demon King of Incarceration, let alone the Demon King 
of Destruction, on my own.” 


Molon’s solitude had been long, and his worries had not been 
something that time could solve. 


“It was Vermouth who gave me a new mission,” said Molon. 
“What?” 


“One hundred and fifty years ago, when Anise and Sienna were gone, 
when I was the only one alive, Vermouth appeared in my dream and 
said this,” 


Climb Lehainjar. 

See Raguyaran. 

Watch out for what comes from beneath. 

“Vermouth,” said Molon. “Said he would leave it to me.” 


Molon, a hero and a warrior who longed for a befitting death, had 
encountered Vermouth in his dreams. Vermouth had asked him for a 
favor. 


“One hundred years ago, as Vermouth warned, they began to come 
from the end of Raguyaran,” continued Molon. 


The old legend of the Bayar Tribe Molon mentioned before. 


Beyond Lehainjar lies Raguyaran. A desolate land of nothingness, a land 
that must not be crossed, the end of the world. 


The Tribe of Bayar resides in Lehain and Lehainjar to prevent anyone from 
crossing into Raguyaran. As well as to protect anything from crossing over 
from Raguyaran. 


In the deepness of the night, the Nur rises in Raguyaran. The Nur treads 
the wide stretch of land and crosses over into Lehainjar. Any children who 
refuse to sleep would be devoured by the Nur... 


“I believe in Vermouth.” 


So Molon never doubted Vermouth. 


Chapter 236 
Lehain (7) 


In the past, Molon had failed to come up with a solution to his 
concerns. As the sole survivor of the Hero's party, he had faced the 
difficult decision of whether to maintain the fragile peace they had 
achieved with Vermouth or take up the mission his fallen comrades 
had failed to achieve. During the time of his dilemma, Vermouth had 
appeared in Molon's dreams, providing the answer to his reality. With 
this revelation, Molon was able to find peace in his decision and no 
longer had to agonize over the choice he was faced with. Furthermore, 
his body, which had not aged for hundreds of years, was in the perfect 
condition to complete Vermouth’s request. 


Had Vermouth's prediction of the End not come to fruition, Molon 
would not have had such unwavering trust in him. However, the End 
did indeed cross over from Raguyaran, just as Vermouth had warned. 
Molon's dream, which had occurred one hundred and fifty years prior, 
was no mere figment of his imagination but a forewarning of the 
impending doom that started a hundred years ago. 


“After I had that dream, I lived in Lehainjar. I saw Raguyaran every 
single day,” Molon explained. 


Lehainjar towered over the surrounding landscape with its rugged, 
imposing form, but to Molon, it was a place of comfort and 
familiarity. Every day, as the sun sank below the horizon, he did the 
arduous climb to the summit and gazed out at Raguyaran in the 
distance. And each morning, he descended the mountain. 


“Each day was busy and fulfilling, and at that time, I was no longer 
the King of Ruhr. There was no one to complain even if I lived in 
Lehainjar,” continued Molon. But that didn’t mean Molon confined 
himself to Lehinajar. He would occasionally attend important events 
in Ruhr. This was before he retreated into seclusion. “Raguyaran was 
not even a little bit different from what I saw when I was young. Even 
so, I trusted Vermouth. He had warned me even after his death, and I 


knew he wasn’t a man to make pointless warnings and requests.” 


"I agree," Eugene whispered softly, with Anise nodding in agreement 
beside him. 


Vermouth Lionheart, they knew, was not one to rely on others for 
assistance or favors. He was a man who preferred to take on 
challenges himself, and if he deemed a task impossible, then it was 
unlikely that anyone else could accomplish it either. 


Vermouth was similar in his approach to giving warnings. He 
preferred to avoid situations where he was forced to do so. If there 
was a warning that he felt compelled to give, it meant that the 
situation was unavoidable, and he had no other recourse. Such 
situations definitely warranted careful attention and vigilance. 


Molon spoke with conviction, "As Vermouth had warned, the End did 
come. So, it could only mean that the person who appeared in my 
dream was indeed Vermouth. Thus, I believe all his requests and 
warnings hold true and should be taken seriously." 


"What exactly do you mean by the End?" asked Eugene, giving the 
bottle in his hand a little shake. "Do you mean the Nur?" he continued, 
recalling the giant horned monkey and the monster that emitted the 
same ominous energy as the Demon King of Destruction. Aman, the 
Beast King, had mentioned that the Nur he had seen had taken the 
form of a giant snake. 


“In the language of the snowfield, the word Nur means the end and 
death. The End and the Nur don’t mean different things. The end of 
life is death, and this truth applies to everything,” responded Molon. 


“The Nur I saw was just a large monkey. It didn’t really fit the 
definition of death and the end,” said Eugene. 


“But Hamel, you said you felt something ominous from the Nur. Anise, 
you must have felt the same way as well,” said Molon. He turned his 
head and peered out the window, looking towards Lehainjar over the 
fluttering snow. “Three hundred years ago, we felt the end just by 
seeing that existence from a distance. More than anything else we saw 
in Helmuth, that existence made us realize the end.” 


Molon was speaking of the Demon King of Destruction. 


Molon clenched his fist as he spoke, "I don't know why the Nur emits 
the same ominous energy as the Demon King of Destruction. 
Vermouth never mentioned anything like that, either. But to me, it's 
not extremely important. The End comes no matter what we do. It 
comes from Raguyaran and crosses over Lehainjar at will. It must be 
stopped; it cannot be allowed to cross over. When I first saw the Nur a 
hundred years ago, those were the thoughts that came to my mind." 


There had been no warning. 


Molon ascended the peak of Lehainjar, a routine he had followed for 
decades. He gazed upon Raguyaran, a sight he had grown accustomed 
to over time. However, on this particular day, there was an absence of 
familiarity. He couldn't pinpoint exactly when or where the shift 
began, but he knew that everything was different. 


As Molon climbed up the mountain, his feelings of unease continued 
to intensify. He pushed his body forward, struggling to reach the 
summit, where he could finally lay eyes on Raguyaran. However, once 
he reached the top, there was nothing to see but a barren wasteland 
devoid of any signs of life. 


After seeing the dead land, he turned his head at a sudden, unknown 
sense of fear. The Nur had been standing behind Molon. 


“Do you remember when we saw the Demon King of Destruction?” 
asked Molon. 


“How could I ever forget?” said Eugene. 


“T will never forget the sense of urgency and the emotions I felt, no 
matter how many times I die,” said Anise. 


The mere presence of the Demon King of Destruction had instilled a 
deep sense of hopelessness, causing a strong impulse to end one's life, 
regardless of their past, present, or future. It had evoked an 
overwhelming feeling of terror, a fear so intense that it could not be 
faced without resorting to self-harm. No one had even entertained the 
thought of fighting against it. Rather, their only thought was to never 


approach the fearsome existence. 


“The Demon King suddenly appeared in a place where we could see it. 
We know how many people the Demon King of Destruction killed in 
that place, but we do not know why and how such an existence 
appeared there,” said Molon. 


The Demon King of Destruction was such an existence. It was a living, 
moving disaster beyond human comprehension. Although Ravesta was 
the territory of the Demon King of Destruction, it had wandered 
through Helmuth three hundred years ago. 


It was impossible to even guess where the Demon King of Destruction 
would appear at any given time. Three hundred years ago, it had 
suddenly appeared without any prior warnings or signs. It brought 
along destruction with its presence. 


It had been the same then. When they looked up, they saw the Demon 
King of Destruction beyond the mountain. It had been impossible to 
make out its exact appearance. The Demon King of Destruction had 
appeared like a giant inexplicable phenomenon, a mixture or a mass 
of color. That was what they had seen. 


“It brings me painful humiliation to say this, but we ran at that time. I 
was and still am a brave warrior, but I wanted to never face that 
existence. I knew that I would face unconditional death if I fought it. I 
felt that my existence would disappear,” continued Molon. 


Molon wasn't the only one who had felt that way. Hamel had also felt 
the same sense of fear and urgency, and ultimately, everyone there 
had turned to flee. It was Vermouth who had taken the lead, shouting 
that they needed to run. 


“We ran far, but that existence was simply too big. We could see it 
with our eyes no matter how far we ran,” said Molon. 


“Right,” agreed Eugene after a moment. 


They had only stopped fleeing when they no longer saw the Demon 
King of Destruction. To be precise, the Demon King of Destruction had 
disappeared. 


“The Nur is incomparably weaker than the Demon King of 
Destruction, but they are similar to the Demon King of Destruction,” 
continued Molon. They suddenly appeared before one’s eyes and 
exuded an unpleasant, ominous energy. They spread death and 
brought the end, as their name suggested. “The first day I saw the 
Nur, I killed the Nur. Then I declared seclusion to the royal family.” 


Things had changed from before, and since then, Molon never came 
down from Lehainjar. There were no patterns in the emergence of the 
Nur. They appeared during the day one day and during the night 
another. There were times when dozens would appear on the same 
day and times when none appeared for days. 


“On the first day I saw the Nur, Vermouth appeared in my dream 
again. He apologized in my dream, but what was there to be sorry 
about? Rather, I felt sorry for Vermouth. I felt joy, sadness, and even 
gratitude for his words. I knew Vermouth would not have wanted to 
ask me for this favor, but there must have been no one else. He asked 
me because it was something he could not do.” So Molon had told 
him, “I will continue to stay on this mountain and kill the Nur. It 
doesn’t matter to me what the Nur is. But no one will want the End to 
cross over, and I don’t want it either.” 


“What did Vermouth say after hearing your words?” asked Eugene a 
beat later. 


“He said nothing. Vermouth took on an expression that was 
unbecoming for him. Then he disappeared. Although that was the last 
day I dreamt of Vermouth, I felt the power he gave me,” said Molon. 


“Power?” asked Eugene. 


“My eyes became very bright. Wherever the Nur appears in the wide 
Lehainjar, I can spot it right away. I can see how those evil creatures 
are born and how they move. I can see Kristina Rogeris inside Anise 
right now,” responded Molon. He continued while staring outside at 
Lehainjar, “The Nur is an ominous existence that terrifies people even 
without them having to see it in person. And it is big. The corpse of 
the Nur exhales and bleeds poison even after dying. The blood of the 
Nur stains the snow and deprives the mountain of life.” 


Eugene was astounded by Molon's dedication to blocking the path of 


the Nur for a hundred years. He couldn't even begin to imagine the 
number of Nur that Molon must have killed during that time. If what 
Molon said was true and the Nur emitted a poisonous aura, then the 
poison from the Nur he had slain over the years would have spread 
throughout Lehainjar, covering the mountain in a deadly haze. 


However, although Lehainjar was a hell of a mountain with endless 
snow, it wasn’t covered with an ominous energy powerful enough to 
cause suicidal thoughts. 


Eugene remembered the incident in the Great Hammer Canyon 
vividly. Molon had fought fiercely with the giant Nur, killed it, and in 
the end, both he and the Nur had disappeared in an instant. Eugene 
had climbed up the cliff to investigate, but there was no trace of 
Molon or the Nur left behind, not even a drop of blood. It was as if 
they had vanished into thin air. 


Eugene also remembered the Lionheart family’s treasure room and the 
Dark Room deep in the basement. It had utilized magic that was 
unlike any other magic he had seen. If it had to be classified, it could 
be called spatial magic, but it had been impossible for Eugene to 
comprehend the magic even using Akasha. 


“Vermouth did not explain to me about the ability, but I knew how to 
use it. Kill the Nur and toss it in. It’s an excellent ability,” explained 
Molon. 


The idea was not difficult to fathom. On the other side of Lehainjar, 
there must have been an unseen world, even beyond the reach of 
archwizards. Molon had likely stored the Nur's corpses in that realm, 
building a mountain of the monstrous creatures that bled black blood 
so as not to defile his beloved mountain. 


“Molon, you...” Eugene couldn’t help but speak. “Are you living on 
because of Vermouth’s request?” 


He had to ask. 


“T’m not dying because I want to,” responded Molon with a smile. “I 
am living a valuable life as a warrior. By following the request of an 
old friend, I am protecting my beloved snow mountain, the snow field, 


the nation I raised with my own hands, and the world.” 
“.,.For a hundred years,” Eugene finished Molon’s unsaid words. 


“Didn’t I tell you, Hamel? This is a worthy life as a warrior. I do not 
want to die ugly of old age. I want to die a warrior, die a Hero. 
Although death is a long way off for me now, if I die because I lack 
power, then the bodies of the Nur will prove the life I lived as a 
warrior and a hero,” continued Molon. 


Eugene didn’t have anything to say to this. 


“And the descendants who continue my legacy will stop the Nur on 
my behalf. This is only natural for a warrior of Bayar and the King of 
Ruhr.” 


“Don’t you resent Vermouth? He explained nothing to you. He didn’t 
say why the Nur suddenly appeared or why he had to ask you to do 
this,” said Eugene. 


“Hamel. Do you really think such things are important?” asked Molon. 


Eugene couldn’t find any response. Molon continued with a chuckle 
upon seeing Eugene hesitate. “I was the only person Vermouth could 
rely on. Three hundred years ago, if I had died instead of you, and 
Vermouth had to ask someone else the same favor, he would have 
asked you. Then, Hamel, would you have refused Vermouth’s 
request?” 
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“Would not have refused. It’s not just you and me, either. Even if it 
were Sienna and Anise, they would have never refused. Hamel, Anise, 
what did you two first feel when you first saw the Nur?” asked Molon. 


They had to kill it — that was the first thought that came to mind. An 
existence that exuded the same ominous energy as the Demon King of 
Destruction could not be allowed to exist, so they had to kill it. 


“T thought the same. Even if Vermouth had not asked, I would have 


killed the Nur if I had seen it. Even if Vermouth did not ask me to, I 
would have made it my mission to live in Lehainjar to block and kill 
the Nur,” said Molon. 


“Of course, you would have,” said Anise with a chuckle. She buried 
herself deeper into the sofa and rested her chin on her hand. “We 
made... various excuses, but we were all sincere about saving the 
world. Even if we weren’t all like that from the beginning, after 
fighting together for decades, all of us eventually accepted the mission 
to save the world. That was our desire.” 


Heroes. 


“The war is over, and the world has become peaceful. We know how 
desperately the world needed this and how desperate we were. 
Although what we achieved was different from our ideal world, we 
dedicated everything for this peace... If any existence threatened this 
peace, we would have killed it regardless of whether Sir Vermouth 
asked for it or not. If that existence continued to appear, I would have 
devoted the rest of my life to exterminating it without hesitation,” 
continued Anise. 


Anise had been given another option at the end. She could have 
chosen to disregard the future of the world. She could have 
abandoned what had shackled her for her whole life, the Holy Empire 
and her faith. She could have taken her life quietly in a place with no 
one without benefiting the Holy Empire. 


However, she had not chosen to do so. She had suddenly changed her 
mind in the desert where Hamel’s tomb was located. She found herself 
unable to abandon the world. 


She remembered the stupid man whom she loved, the man who 
fought until his body was broken and moved no more. So she gave the 
body of the Imitation Incarnation to the Holy Empire. She chose not to 
ascend to heaven but to remain behind in this world. She watched as 
her body was made into sacred relics and future generations of Saints 
were created. She hoped for her successors to save the world. 


Eugene closed his eyes. He couldn’t say anything. Molon was an idiot, 
and that was an undeniable fact. But it wasn’t just Molon. Everyone 
was an idiot. Although it wasn’t exactly what they had wished for, 


didn’t they save the world in the end? Had they not achieved peace, 
even if it were temporary? 


Then, they could have lived happily for the rest of their lives, just as 
much as they had suffered. All they had to do was to live out their 
lives before dying before ascending to heaven. But no one had chosen 
to do so. 


This applied to Hamel as well. He died, then reincarnated. Who cared 
if it was what Vermouth had intended? Hamel had been given a 
choice. He could have lived his second life in peace, but he had never 
considered it an option in the first place. He made the decision to see 
through the incomplete mission from his past life as if it were the 
most natural thing. He decided to devote his life to the mission of 
killing all the Demon Kings. 


It was just as Anise said. This was simply who they were. 


“Show it to me next time,” grumbled Eugene, pulling the cork from a 
new bottle. “I’m talking about how many Nur you killed in the past 
hundred years, Molon. Where you stacked all of them.” 


“T do not want to show you. If I wanted to, I could have shown you 
the last time,” responded Molon. 


“Why not?” asked Eugene. 


“Because the poison is too strong. I am used to it, but Hamel, your 
mind might break if you go there. You might become sick,” answered 
Molon. 


Was that why Molon had told him to go back down? 


Eugene snorted at the idiotic kindness. “Do you think ’m some kind of 
a fucking pushover? I won’t go weird, no matter how many bodies 
there are. I won’t get sick.” 


Eugene held himself back from asking a question. He remembered 
how Molon’s eyes had been. They had been similar to how Vermouth’s 
had been in the Dark Room — different, cold, emotionless, tired, and 
muddy. 


“Promise me,” said Eugene. He couldn’t bear to leave Molon alone. 
“Promise me that you will take me there after the Knight March. Show 
me what you have seen in the last hundred years.” 


“Are you planning on leaving me behind?” asked Anise with a smile. 
“If Hamel goes, I am going as well. I have to stand where you two 
stand.” 


“Anise, you...” muttered Molon. 


“Molon. You have absolutely no talent for lying. You are worried 
about us? That’s a lie, is it not? The only truth from what you’ve said 
is that you don’t want to show us.” Anise wasn’t considerate of Molon 
like Eugene. She was a malicious woman with a talent for hurting 
people’s feelings since three hundred years ago. “What you do not 
want to show us... it’s not simply the bodies of monsters.” 


Molon couldn’t refute Anise. 


“And whatever it is that you do not want us to see, I want to see it no 
matter what,” said Anise. 


After a moment of dazed blinking, Molon burst into laughter, his 
booming chuckles echoing off the walls. He then nodded to himself 
and gave his own head a light tap before speaking. "You two haven't 
changed a bit," he said with a grin. 


“Have you changed?” asked Anise. 
“I tried not to,” answered Molon. 


“That’s enough. Now that we’ve roughly understood your situation, 
let’s enjoy our drinks,” said Anise before bringing her liquor to her 
lips. That alone changed the mood. 


Eugene parted his lips while patting Mer’s wiggling head. “By the 
way, Molon, is it fine for you to be here now?” 


“Didn’t I say it earlier? I can see Lehainjar from here as well. The Nur 
has not appeared yet. If it comes out, I will go and kill it,” responded 


Molon. 


He had remained in Lehainjar for a hundred years when he could do 
such a thing. 


“Tdiot,” murmured Eugene while sipping his own bottle. 


“T do not like that word, but I don’t hate it when you call me an idiot,” 
said Molon with a smile, tipping his own bottle as well. 


Chapter 237 
Lehain (8) 


Glory was a Demonic Sword granted to Gavid Lindman by the Demon 
King of Incarceration himself, earning him the title of Sword of 
Incarceration. It was said to be the only sword capable of 
withstanding the power of Vermouth's Moonlight Sword, which could 
emit a blinding light that could obliterate anything in its path. 


Gavid Lindman had hardly used Glory for the past three hundred 
years. However, despite being left untouched for a long time, the 
blade never lost its sharp edge. Even so, Gavid would clean and 
sharpen the blade of his favorite sword every night, always desiring to 
maintain it in its perfect condition. This particular night was no 
exception, and in fact, he had a greater desire to sharpen his blade 
tonight. 


As Gavid sat in his room, he thought back to his encounter with 
Molon just a few hours ago. The intense fighting spirit that Molon 
exuded sent a pleasant chill down Gavid's back as he recalled the 
events. It brought to mind memories of the battles he had fought three 
hundred years ago, and Gavid couldn't help but feel a sense of 
nostalgia wash over him. 


‘Just a little bit,’ thought Gavid while straightening his pitch-black 
sword. 


He remembered the dull glow of Molon’s eyes. Three hundred years 
was not short, even by the standards of the demonfolks, and it was an 
extremely long period of time for humans. Gavid couldn't help but 
reflect on how time wore down even the strongest of humans. Just as 
rocks erode under the forces of nature, humans, too, are incapable of 
escaping the ravages of time. No matter how strong and excellent a 
human was, they would be worn out by the passage of time, even 
Molon. 


‘I had been looking forward to it.’ 


Gavid recalled the disappointment he felt when Molon did not 
immediately engage him in battle despite his manic demeanor. After 
three hundred years of isolation, Gavid had expected Molon's madness 
to manifest as violent aggression, but he had been proven wrong. 
Instead, Molon hurled insults and taunts at Gavid but made no move 
to draw his weapon. It was a far cry from their past battles, where 
they had clashed in a frenzied dance of death. 


“He’s human, but he is unlike the other humans.” 


Gavid Lindman stared at the black blade that devoured all light, 
muttering to himself about Molon Ruhr. Unlike other humans, there 
was something special about him. Molon's energy had ignited Gavid's 
fighting spirit, and he had eagerly anticipated a battle with him. But it 
had been for naught; Molon had insulted him but hadn't unsheathed 
his weapon. Disappointed, Gavid had no choice but to take out his 
sword and appease his desire for a fight. The Demonic Sword Glory 
was a gift from the Demon King of Incarceration, and Gavid honored 
it by taking care of it. Whenever he felt the urge to let loose, he would 
sharpen and wipe his blade, as he did now. 


Glory had a calming effect on Gavid Lindman's inner turmoil, and he 
couldn't help but wonder if Molon had something similar. It wasn't 
quite a sense of kinship, but Gavid couldn't shake off the memory of 
Molon's fierce eyes as he approached the fortress from across the 
snowfield. They had burned with the fury of a wild beast ready to tear 
apart its prey. But as soon as Molon had arrived at the gate, his 
aggression had dissipated like a gust of wind. It was a strange shift, 
and Gavid couldn't help but feel disappointed that the anticipated 
battle with Molon hadn't come to fruition. 


‘Was it because his descendants were watching? Or... was it because he 
saw an Imitation Incarnation that looked exactly like Anise Slywood? If 
not that either, is it because he felt the blood of Vermouth Lionheart?’ 
Gavid continued to muse. 


Despite not sharing a physical resemblance, Eugene Lionheart 
possessed a brilliance and talent that was reminiscent of his ancestor, 
Vermouth Lionheart. It was a gift few humans could boast about and 
one that had propelled Vermouth to great heights, enabling him to 
become a Hero and reach the Demon Kings. Even Eugene knew that 
he had inherited this gift from his ancestor, and he would one day 


reach similar heights. The same blood that had flowed in Vermouth's 
veins now coursed through Eugene's, and he knew that it was only a 
matter of time before he, too, would rise to become the Hero. 


Molon would have also felt the blood flowing in Eugene Lionheart’s 
veins. After all, he had fought together with Vermouth in the past. 


Either way, Gavid felt it was a pity. If Molon had caved into his 
madness and attacked him, it would have given Gavid the justification 
to fight against him. 


“Don’t just stand there. Come in,” said Gavid while putting Glory back 
into its sheath. The flap unfurled, and Amelia Merwin smiled on the 
other side of the entrance. 


“Tsn’t this a bit too shabby to be the quarters of Helmuth’s Duke?” 
asked Amelia. 


“This is not my territory, is it?” countered Gavid. 


“Tf you wish, they will give you a castle. Or would you prefer I build a 
castle for you?” said Amelia. 


“Youre still as rude as always.” Gavid couldn't help but smile at 
Amelia's usual rudeness. She had a habit of referring to everyone as 
you, regardless of their rank or status, except for the Demon King of 
Incarceration, whom she addressed with the proper title. Gavid had 
always found it amusing, but he knew better than to let his guard 
down with her. After all, if Amelia had dared to disrespect the Demon 
King, Gavid would have been the first to strike her down. 


“Tt’s a pleasant and grateful offer, but I will have to refuse. Iam 
feeling comfortable enough in this tent,” Gavid refused with a smile. 


Amelia let out a soft snort as she heard Gavid's response. Without a 
word, a dark shadow rose up from beneath her and took the shape of 
a chair. She gracefully took a seat in front of Gavid and crossed her 
legs, her sharp gaze fixed on him. 


“T see you still have poor taste,” Gavid said snidely. 


Hemoria, who stood behind Amelia with a bone in her mouth, glared 
at the back of Amelia's head with a murderous look and let out ragged 
breaths. However, when she made eye contact with Gavid, she 
flinched and shrank back as if afraid of something. 


“A mixture of many things,” Gavid continued as he took a closer look 
at Hemoria, noticing the crimson shade of her eyes and the sharpness 
of her teeth. She was holding a bone in her mouth, and there was 
something about her that didn't seem quite human. Despite her 
outward appearance, there was an otherworldly quality to her 
existence that set her apart. He knew that she wasn’t human. 


“Do you still obsess over those kinds of existences?” Gavid asked 
Amelia. 


“Did you forget I hate that question?” retorted Amelia. 


“Ah, how rude of me. It’s just been so long since I’ve last seen you. 
Has it been seventy years since we last met?” asked Gavid. 


Amelia's words carried a mysterious tone as she smiled at Gavid. Her 
gaze swept over Hemoria's legs, seemingly finding amusement in her 
presence. "I may have forgotten the distant past," she said, "but why 
don't you ask me why I've come?" 


“T have known you for two hundred years. Although I have not seen 
you as often as I have known you, I know you are a very vicious 
wizard. If I may guess based on this fact, I think you are here to ask 
me to join you in a malicious plan,” responded Gavid. 


Amelia nonchalantly relayed the purpose of her visit, her shoulders 
lifting and dropping in a shrug. "They're planning to incorporate 
monsters into their joint training. Aroth and Nahama's wizards will be 
handling the summoning, but I figured I'd lend a hand and summon a 
few myself." 


“Is that so?” said Gavid. 


“If you invest just a little bit of mana, I can create a very enjoyable, 
entertaining mess here. What do you think? I think you might have 
fun with it,” said Amelia. 


Gavid gave a slight chuckle and nodded his head in agreement. "That's 
certainly an interesting proposition, Amelia," he said, looking at her 
with a curious expression. "But I'm afraid I have to decline. While I'm 
personally intrigued by the idea of the chaos you plan to create, I 
know that His Majesty the Demon King would not approve of such a 
venture." 


“After coming all this way?” said Amelia. 


“T did not come to the north to lend you strength. I simply wanted to 
see the Hero and the Saint in person. Didn’t you expect me to give you 
such an answer?” responded Gavid. 


Amelia did not deny his accusation, and her smile did not falter at 
Gavid's rejection. She had expected it, after all. Her proposition was 
not made earnestly. Even if she were to summon a legion of savage 
monsters, the combined might of the Knight March would easily 
overpower them. 


‘If you’re unwilling to help, there’s no reason for me to go ahead with the 
plan.’ 


She immediately gave up on her lingering feelings. 


Amelia leaned forward, her eyes focused intently on Gavid. "Let me 
ask you something else," she said. "I'm sure you may have expected 
this somewhat, but there's something I've wanted to do for a long 
time. The same reason why I was stuck in that sandy desert." Her tone 
was serious, and it was clear that whatever she was about to say was 
important to her. 


“Are you worried that I might intervene?” asked Gavid. 


“No other duke would intervene except you. Noir Giabella will have a 
lot of fun watching, and so will Raizakia, that dragon. But you’re the 
Sword of Incarceration, right? If I do something to break the peace 
that the Demon King of Incarceration wants...” said Amelia. 


“His Majesty respects the freedom of his servants,” responded Gavid. 


He did not know exactly what Amelia was up to, but he knew she had 


prepared for a long time. He also knew that the Demon King of 
Incarceration wasn’t irrelevant to the matter. 


Amelia Merwin wasn’t the only one like this. All three Mages of 
Incarceration had directly signed contracts with the Demon King of 
Incarceration. Edmund Codreth and Balzac Ludbeth also shared 
similar desires as wizards, which Gavid considered highly 
presumptuous and arrogant. Despite this, the Demon King of 
Incarceration did not restrict the mages in their aspirations. On the 
contrary, he granted them unrestricted freedom to pursue their goals 
and even provided material assistance to achieve them. 


“T do not know what you are trying to achieve. His Majesty would 
know, but he has not ordered me to stop you,” said Gavid. 


“T would like you to tell me for sure that you won’t come to kill me no 
matter what I do,” said Amelia. 


“That’s not something for me to decide. If... whatever you do goes 
overboard and His Majesty becomes heartbroken and orders me to 
bring your head, I will have no other choice but to obey his order.” 


It wasn’t the answer Amelia was hoping for, but she understood it was 
the best answer she could hope for from the Sword of Incarceration. 
As such, she pursued it no further and nodded in understanding. 


“T will not be giving such an order.” 


Amelia had been ready to depart from the tent, as there was nothing 
more to discuss. But just as she was about to leave, a voice emanated 
from the shadows under the light, stopping her in her tracks. The 
voice contained no significant presence or weight. It was simply a 
voice. However, Gavid and Amelia knew very well who the voice 
belonged to. 


The two immediately jumped from their seats with pale expressions 
while Hemoria tilted her head with confusion, unable to understand 
why they were acting so flustered. 


“T do not want to trample on your efforts and hard work,” the voice 
continued. 


An eye opened in the darkness. There was still no presence to be felt, 
but unlike the voice, the eye caused Hemoria to fall to the floor 
unconscious with just a gaze. However, Amelia could not turn her 
eyes away from the eye. 


“Your Majesty! Why have you come to such a shabby place...!?” said 
Gavid, bowing deeply and respectfully. 


He was used to hearing the voice of the Demon King of Incarceration 
coming down from the top floor of Babel. However, it had been a very 
long time since Gavid last felt the existence of the Demon King of 
Incarceration and was faced with his eye. It made Gavid tremble with 
ecstasy. 


“T am not here to scold you,” said the Demon King of Incarceration. 
His eye was the only thing visible in the darkness. 


Amelia clenched her fist while trembling. “Then... Are you here to 
rebuke me?” she asked. 


“T have told you already. I do not wish to trample on your hard work 
and effort,” responded the Demon King. 


Gavid and Amelia stayed silent at this confirmation. 


“Tf your long-cherished wish comes true, you will have great honor. 
But if you fail, you will have to pay the price. Amelia Merwin, all of 
my servants have signed the same contract, including you. Have you 
forgotten?” asked the Demon King. 


“How could I have forgotten? After all, you are providing me with as 
much mana as I want,” responded Amelia. 


The contract she had with the Demon King of Incarceration was 
simple but powerful. Amelia could receive as much mana from the 
Demon King of Incarceration as she desired. However, this power was 
not something to be taken lightly, as even those who had a contract 
with the Demon King could easily be destroyed by his immense 
power. Thankfully, Amelia was able to adjust the amount of power she 
received, allowing her to obtain just the right amount at the right time 
without overwhelming her. She wasn't the only one with this ability, 


as all three Mages of Incarceration were capable of doing the same. 


When one made a pact with a demon, there was always a price to be 
paid. The most common currency for such deals was one's soul in 
exchange for power. As soon as the contractee perished, their soul 
would be the property of the demon they made a pact with. The 
contract between Amelia and the Demon King of Incarceration was no 
different. Amelia was aware that when her time came to pass, her soul 
would be surrendered to the Demon King. 


That wasn’t all. 


The Demon Kings were unique beings whose power thrived on 
worship. Just as faith and worship in a god made them divine, 
similarly, the awe and worship of the Demon Kings increased their 
power and made them who they were. It was this fundamental 
difference that set the Demon Kings apart from other demonfolks. The 
Demon King of Incarceration thrived on fear. The very mention of his 
name was enough to strike terror in the hearts of people, and their 
reverence towards his existence only increased his power. For the 
Demon King, fear was a sweet nectar, a different kind of worship that 
only served to strengthen his hold on the Devildom of Helmuth. 


As such, if Amelia ran wild to fulfill her long-cherished goal, the world 
would come to know of her name and her identity as the black wizard 
who was contracted with the Demon King of Incarceration. The fear it 
would strike into the hearts of the humans would be transformed into 
the power of the Demon King of Incarceration. And once Amelia died, 
the soul of the black wizard who struck fear into the hearts of many 
would be added to the Demon King of Incarceration’s collection. He 
would gain the great power she accumulated and the fear she 
represented. 


Amelia shuddered at the mere thought of such a fate befalling her. 
The image of her soul being owned by the Demon King, as was the 
case with all black wizards who had made contracts with demons, was 
enough to make her blood run cold. She was not alone in her fear; 
every black wizard knew the horror of having their soul taken away. 
Death offered no comfort to those who had made such pacts, and that 
was why so many of them desperately sought to change their fate. 
Amelia was no exception to this rule. 


“Ts Molon here?” muttered the Demon King. 
Boooom! 


As soon as he finished speaking, a great force blew away Gavid’s tent. 
But the only thing that flew away was the tent. It was the result of 
Gavid immediately erecting a spell to protect the space. 


"Unthinkable!" Gavid bellowed, his hand instinctively reaching for the 
hilt of his sword. 


His rage was palpable, a seething, simmering force that threatened to 
spill over at any moment. Yet, he did not draw his blade. The Demon 
King of Incarceration had not given the order, and Gavid knew better 
than to act without his ruler's command. Still, the sheer weight of his 
fury was enough to fill the air, suffocating all those present. 


Before anyone knew it, the Black Fog flocked behind Gavid, and once 
the fog lifted, the demon knights were kneeling in unison. Located 
within a tendril of darkness was a crimson eye. None of the Black Fog 
Knights had ever encountered the Demon King of Incarceration, but 
they instinctively knew who the eye and the darkness belonged to. 


“Molon Ruhr,” said the voice from within the darkness. 


The eye rolled, and Molon raised himself straight. He had come 
straight from the top of the fortress castle. He had been drinking 
happily with Eugene and Anise until just seconds ago, but his mind 
was completely clear right now. The only things occupying him were 
great hatred and the will to kill. 


“Incarceration...!" Molon spat out the Demon King's name as if it were 
poison, his lips twisted in a snarl of hatred and fury. 


He was the first to arrive, but others soon followed, drawn by his 
fierce determination and unwavering resolve. Eugene landed behind 
Molon, wreathed in purple flames that danced and flickered around 
him like a living thing. His eyes blazed with a fierce intensity, 
matching Molon's own in their unwavering focus. Anise landed 
gracefully behind the two men, her Wings of Light unfurled behind 
her like a halo of pure radiance. 


“T do not wish to cause a disturbance,” the voice spoke, and the 
darkness writhed in response. 


Soon, others began to gather. The first to arrive were the Blood Cross 
Knights of the Yuras Empire, their armor clanging and their weapons 
at the ready. Raphael was in the lead, and he drew his greatsword 
upon seeing the darkness and the red eye before springing into the air 
as if ready to strike. 


“Stop!” shouted Anise. 


The cry contained a great deal of divine power, and it caused Raphael 
to stop in midair. Raphael looked up at Anise with an astonished 
expression, then gave a slight nod before putting down his greatsword. 


The Blood Cross Knights faced off against the Black Fog, and soon, 
members of the Lionheart family and Kiehl’s White Dragon Knights 
arrived. The knights, who were continuing to increase in number, 
surrounded the Black Fog to prevent them from escaping. 


But that’s only what it looked like on the surface. Eugene glared at the 
darkness while clenching his fists. 


Soon, the kings of the continent began to arrive, each with their own 
unique reactions. 


The Pope of Yuras gasped in pain as he clutched his chest, blood 
seeping from his Stigmata, despite not having summoned any 
miracles. 


The Emperor of Kiehl's bloodshot eyes remained fixed on the darkness, 
but his body betrayed him, his legs trembling uncontrollably as his 
instincts kicked in. Despite this, he stood tall, refusing to let his fear 
show, but only barely. Even though the opponent was his equal, the 
emperor of an empire, he was also the Demon King who reigned for 
an extremely long period. In particular, the Demon King of 
Incarceration was special and more powerful, even among the Demon 
Kings. The authorities of the emperors were meaningless in the face of 
the Demon King of Incarceration’s overwhelming power. 


“T do not want to be misunderstood,” murmured the Demon King of 


Incarceration. 
The darkness suddenly wriggled. 
Ahhhh! 


Gavid shouted in a voice filled with awe and kneeled on the spot. 
Amelia could not stand any longer as well. As arrogant as she was, she 
could not help but kneel. 


“T am not here to break my promise.” The Demon King's voice echoed 
in the air, and the darkness took the shape of a human form, revealing 
the Demon King of Incarceration. His bloodless pale skin and ruby-red 
eyes were striking, and his beauty was undeniable. The Demon King of 
Incarceration continued while caressing the horn on his head, “If you 
are misunderstanding my visit and are wary towards me, I hope to 
resolve the misunderstanding.” 


Molon glared at the Demon King of Incarceration with bloodshot eyes 
and spoke, "I heard you warned the world." The appearance of the 
Demon King reminded him of the encounter he had three hundred 
years ago on the top floor of Babel, which had left him in despair. 


The Demon King of Incarceration nodded and responded, "Yes, I did." 
As he moved his hands, the chains wrapped around his wrists 
produced a metallic sound. “But I gave another choice. If you humans 
show me awe, then I will return it with respect. As long as the 
goodwill I show is not violated, I will not take the initiative to end the 
peace.” 


Suddenly, a voice interrupted the tense silence. It was not one of the 
kings, but Gilead Lionheart, the head of the Lionheart family. His legs 
trembled under the weight of the Demon King's pressure, but he 
gritted his teeth and stood his ground. "Demon King of Incarceration," 
he said, his voice steady but filled with determination. "I am Gilead 
Lionheart, head of the Lionheart family." 


“I know your name. Dear descendant of Vermouth, what would you 
like to ask me?” said the Demon King of Incarceration. 


“T would like to ask you... about the warning. You made my adopted 


son the receiver of your warning, and you said that the end of the 
Oath was coming,” continued Gilead. 


The Demon King of Incarceration responded, tilting his head. “The 
Oath wasn’t made to last forever.” His crimson gaze looked past 

Gilead towards Eugene. “Three hundred years ago, your forefather, 
my dear Vermouth, made a promise with me, a promise for peace.” 


eeccee 


“T will not speak details of the Oath since that is not what Vermouth 
wanted. But descendants of Vermouth, do not misunderstand the end 
of the Oath. The end of the Oath is inevitable. You may show respect 
and awe, and I may return the favor, but regardless, someday, the 
peace obtained by the Oath will end,” said the Demon King of 
Incarceration. 


“Then...! Could we not renew the Oath? If needed, then I can—” 


“Who could replace Vermouth?” said the Demon King of Incarceration 
with a smile. His words weren’t only directed at Gilead. It was a 
message to everyone who was standing in this place. He continued 
while staring directly at Eugene’s face. “No one can replace Vermouth. 
The Oath was made, and it was only possible because it was Vermouth 
Lionheart.” 


The Demon King of Incarceration suddenly stopped, then turned his 
gaze from Eugene and stared at Molon. 


The Demon King of Incarceration's voice rang out with a commanding 
tone, cutting through the tense silence. Molon Ruhr was struggling to 
control his breathing, his muscles tense and ready to spring into 
action. But the Demon King's words seemed to reach him, and he 
hesitated. "Don't be a fool, Molon. Stop with the reckless bravado," the 
Demon King of Incarceration continued, his eyes fixed on the agitated 
man. "Killing me here and now will not bring you what you seek. It 
will only bring you more suffering." 


<Krr et? 


“Don’t you have something else to do than kill me?” asked the Demon 


King of Incarceration. 
Crack! 


Molon’s teeth broke, and he stared at the Demon King of Incarceration 
with bloodshot eyes for a while, then took a deep breath. 


“T see,” muttered Molon, nodding. He blinked a few times, then took a 
step back with a scoff. “I want to kill you right now. I want to finish 
what I couldn’t three hundred years ago.” 


“Do you really believe you can achieve what you failed to do three 
hundred years ago when you were with Vermouth, Sienna, and 
Anise?” asked the Demon King of Incarceration. 


“No, I don’t think so. I wanted to attack you, and I wanted to die,” 
answered Molon frankly. “But I cannot die like that, at least not now. 
So I will not attack you.” 


The Demon King of Incarceration’s smile changed slightly at Molon’s 
answer. He gazed at Molon with the same smile before nodding. “I 
respect your decision.” Then he wiped the smile off his face. “Molon 
Ruhr, I don’t mean just you, either. Kings of the continent, knights 
who serve them, mercenaries who wander the battlefield, and other 
warriors. I respect all of your wills. I know why all of you have 
gathered here.” 


He continued after lowering his voice to almost a whisper, “So I will 
take my leave now. If you want war, come to my territory. Just as 
your forefathers did three hundred years ago, come to Pandemonium, 
climb Babel, and point your blades at me.” The Demon King of 
Incarceration’s body began to scatter into darkness. “If you wish to do 
so, I will gladly wait there. Have I shown enough grace, Eugene 
Lionheart?” 


The Demon King of Incarceration suddenly called Eugene’s name, then 
stared at him with narrowed eyes as he disappeared. “Master of the 
Holy Sword, descendant of Vermouth.” 


Eugene glared back at the Demon King of Incarceration without 
answering. 


“Will you climb Babel?” asked the Demon King of Incarceration. 
Eugene recalled the vision of Vermouth from the Dark Room. 


—Just as I did, stand before the Demon King of Incarceration and meet 
with his true body. What will happen after that are things you will have to 
experience yourself. 


“Yes,” said Eugene as his lips twisted into a smile. He raised his 
middle finger towards the disappearing figure of the Demon King of 
Incarceration. “I don’t know when, but I’ll make sure to go.” 


“You!” shouted Gavid angrily. 


He had never imagined that anyone would be mad enough to show 
such a disrespectful gesture towards the Demon King of Incarceration. 


However, the Demon King of Incarceration only laughed in response 
as if he found it entertaining. He laid his hand on Gavid’s shoulder 
and stopped him from running forward. “Don’t be rude.” 


“But Your Majesty...!” 


“He is my guest,” whispered the Demon King of Incarceration, and 
Gavid bowed with a grimace. Just before he disappeared, the Demon 
King of Incarceration looked at Eugene with smiling eyes and spoke, “I 
look forward to the day you come to Babel.” 


Then he disappeared completely. Until the moment there were 
absolutely no traces of the Demon King of Incarceration, Gavid kept 
his head bowed and his knees touching the ground. 


The Demon King of Incarceration had called Eugene a guest, and 
Gavid had no complaints. The profanity that Eugene Lionheart showed 
deserved a thousand grueling deaths, but his lord had commanded 
him not to be rude. 


‘Until you come to Babel, that is,’ Gavid thought. 


Gavid soothed his mind while chewing on his lips, then stood up from 


the ground. Or, at least, he attempted to rise up. But just before he 
could do so, Eugene Lionheart’s blade suddenly fell towards his head. 


Chapter 238 
Lehain (9) 


The Blade of Incarceration, Gavid Lindman, could never be unaware 
of Eugene's sword nearing his head. Yet, although he had sensed the 
sword's approach early on, he failed to respond. 


‘What is this?’ Gavid thought, shocked. 


And the reason for his delayed reaction was simple. He just didn’t 
understand why the sword was coming toward him. They had been in 
the presence of the Demon King of Incarceration until just a moment 
ago. Although he had not materialized in his true form, the Demon 
King of Incarceration had taken a physical body of darkness out of 
respect for the insignificant humans gathered here. 


His Majesty, the Demon King of Incarceration, had graced himself in 
this place until just seconds ago. Gavid Lindman was a Duke of 
Helmuth, the Blade of Incarceration, and the only knight of the 
Demon King of Incarceration. Although there had been countless eyes 
surrounding them, Gavid had not been ashamed to kneel and bow 
before his lord. As such, he had maintained his kneeling and bowing 
posture until the moment his lord had disappeared completely. 


The sword had fallen towards his head at that moment as if to behead 
a sinner. 


As the sword fell towards Gavid, a brilliant light wrapped around it, 
pushing back the darkness that had surrounded them. Gavid, who had 
hoped to consume the light with his dark powers, found himself 
retreating instead, his expression flustered and unsure. He raised his 
head and saw Eugene standing before him, holding Altair, the Holy 
Sword. The two locked eyes. 


It had been an incomprehensible ambush, and Gavid was taken back. 
But Eugene was utterly calm. In fact, he stared at Gavid while slightly 


tilting his head to the side. 


The confusion in the area was palpable, and Gavid was not the only 
one struggling to comprehend the sudden turn of events. Amelia, who 
had been kneeling beside him in a similar fashion, glared at Eugene 
with a mixture of irritation and a hint of murderous intent. She knew 
that divine power was critical against black magic, and though she 
had managed to retreat and avoid getting caught up in the fray, she 
couldn't help but wonder how much damage she would have sustained 
if she had been caught off guard. 


“You. What are you doing?” asked Amelia as her lips twitched. 


She was holding her pet, Hemoria, by the scruff of her neck. Although 
Hemoria was a rather disobedient pet, she couldn’t let her die in such 
a ridiculous fashion. 


"That... I am very curious... about as well," Gavid spat out, his tone 
tinged with bitterness. Gavid's voice was filled with barely-contained 
anger, and he struggled to keep his emotions in check. He glared at 
Eugene with suspicion and confusion, struggling to comprehend the 
young man's actions. 


Behind him, the Knights of the Black Fog rose to their feet in unison, 
their sharp gazes fixed on Eugene like the edge of a blade. Though 
they had not yet drawn their swords, the tension in the air was 
palpable, and it was clear that they were ready for whatever may 
come. 


The intense glares and the almost tangible killing intent emanating 
from Gavid and his knights were like a tidal wave, threatening to 
overwhelm Eugene. However, Eugene had experienced too much in 
his short life to be intimidated by such things. He kept his expression 
cool and collected, even as he threw the Holy Sword up into the air 
with a swift motion. 


Gavid couldn't help but furrow his brow in confusion as he watched 
Eugene toss the Holy Sword into the air. What was the purpose of 
such a strange action? However, it didn’t take long for him to realize 
the reason behind Eugene’s seemingly bizarre action. The moment the 
Holy Sword had left his hand, Eugene immediately retrieved a huge 
bow out of his cape. 


The bow was an unusual sight to behold. Its shape was unlike any 
other bow. Strangely, there was no visible bowstring, yet the bow 
itself stood as tall as Eugene. Moreover, it appeared to be more of a 
decorative item than a practical weapon. 


However, beneath its ornamental appearance, Gavid knew the true 
identity of the bow — Thunderbolt Pernoa. It was one of the ancient 
weapons once possessed by Vermouth Lionheart, a weapon whose 
origin and whereabouts were largely unknown. 


“You... Crazy bastard...!” shouted Gavid with a grimace. His 
expression contorted in a mix of anger and confusion as he watched 
Eugene release the non-existent bowstring. Meanwhile, Eugene 
seemed to relish the effect his actions were having on Gavid. He 
allowed a small smile to play on his lips as he watched Gavid's 
reaction. 


Crack! 


Eugene's mana coursed through his body and transformed into the 
bowstring of Thunderbolt Pernoa, drawing it back with ease. The 
combination of Lightning Flame and the ancient weapon was 
powerful, with the former enhancing the latter's abilities. Normally, 
the bow would have devoured as much mana as it needed to fire an 
arrow, but the mana imbued with Lightning Flame allowed for the 
formation of Pernoa's bowstring without much consumption. 


Eugene couldn't help but feel a thrill of excitement at the name that 
popped into his head for his new technique — Flash of the Violet 
Thunderbolt. However, he knew it was better to keep it to himself. It 
was a name meant only for him to know, a secret that he could never 
allow anyone else to know. 


As Eugene drew the bow, a purple bolt of thunder was unleashed, 
causing the surrounding air to tremble. The power of the arrow was 
incomparably greater than before, leaving everyone shocked and 
amazed at what Eugene was about to unleash. Gavid reflexively 
placed his hand on Glory, ready to draw his sword at a moment's 
notice. 


—Don’t be rude. 


—He is my guest. 


But as he reached for the pommel of his sword, the voice of his lord 
resounded in Gavid’s head. How could he forget? The Demon King of 
Incarceration had told him just moments ago. His lord had voiced that 
he was looking forward to seeing that human arrive at Babel. His lord 
had commanded him to not be rude towards that human. His lord had 
called that human a guest. 


All of this stifled Gavid’s impulse. For the Blade of Incarceration, each 
word of the Demon King of Incarceration was an absolute command 
that he needed to obey. As such, Gavid did not unsheathe Glory. 


Rumbleee! 


The purple bolt of lightning shot into the air, but Gavid did not flinch 
or try to dodge the attack. He also did not draw his sword, Glory. 
Instead, Gavid swung his right hand as if it were a sword and 
redirected the trajectory of the attack upwards. Astonishingly, Gavid 
did not even receive a scratch from the powerful attack. He shed not a 
single drop of blood. 


Gavid's sleeve was torn, and he clenched his teeth in frustration as he 
glared at the ragged fabric. He was about to express his irritation but 
had no time for such trivial matters. As the electric current from the 
thunderbolt faded away, another powerful attack slammed into Gavid, 
sending him hurtling through the air. 


Eugene unleashed the Dragon Spear Kharbos, gathering an enormous 
amount of mana into a single point and unleashing it in a powerful 
blow. It was comparable to a dragon's breath in its ferocity, and while 
Eugene couldn't attack multiple times at once, the single blow was 
enough to strike fear into the hearts of his enemies. In the past, 
Eugene had struggled to utilize the Dragon Spear to its fullest due to 
his lack of mana, but now, he could unleash its full power without 
much effort. 


“You flew quite far,” Eugene remarked. 


Eugene's lips curled upwards in a grin as he withdrew the Dragon 
Spear Kharbos back into his cloak after Gavid had been flung a great 


distance away. However, he knew using the Demon Spear Luentos, 
Annihilation Hammer Jigollath, or the Moonlight Sword would 
provoke Gavid into unsheathing Glory. Despite Gavid being 
completely subservient to the Demon King of Incarceration's will, 
Eugene was well aware that Gavid would not hesitate to draw the 
sword if he was pushed into it. 


Gavid's loyalty to the Demon King of Incarceration was unwavering, 
and Eugene knew that as long as he refrained from pushing Gavid too 
far, he would not unsheathe Glory or use the Demoneye of Divine 
Glory. Instead, Gavid would obediently follow the Demon King's 
commands to the best of his ability. 


Eugene would not use his Signature. An ace up his sleeve only 
increased in value as long as it was kept a secret, so Eugene only 
relied on the Holy Sword as he charged forward. 


Straut the Second's face twisted in anger as he shouted, "S-stop that 
madman!" He couldn't fathom why Eugene would suddenly attack a 
Duke of Helmuth, especially after the Demon King of Incarceration 
had just departed. What was the reason behind provoking Gavid 
Lindman in such a manner? The thought made Straut's blood boil with 
confusion and frustration. “Sir Alchester! We need to...” 


Alchester's eyes narrowed as he considered the situation before him. 
Though he was not entirely sure what was going on, he had enough 
faith in Eugene's abilities to believe that the young genius would not 
act without reason. 


"I do not think that will be necessary," Alchested replied, his voice 
calm and measured. Despite the urgency of the situation, he was 
determined to maintain his composure. 


—Hero of the Holy Sword... Eugene Lionheart, if you wish to continue the 
legacy of your progenitor, then you will one day head to Helmuth as the 
Hero. 


Alchester held Eugene in great esteem, so much so that he entrusted 
him with his family's secret technique, the Empty Sword. And Eugene 
didn't disappoint him; he had quickly mastered the technique and 
even created several layers of it in a short time. 


Eugene Lionheart was not just a prodigious swordsman; he possessed a 
multitude of admirable qualities that made him stand out from the 
rest. His talent for the sword and sense for battle were unrivaled, but 
there was more to him than that. Eugene was also incredibly generous 
and thoughtful, going above and beyond to help those around him. He 
even took the time to teach Alchester's young son, Leo, techniques to 
better handle mana. Eugene was also humble in nature. Despite his 
prodigious talent, he never once showed any arrogance during his 
time with the Dragonic family. It was no wonder that Alchester held 
him in such high regard. 


‘For you, the opportunity to clash against the Blade of Incarceration should 
be something that cannot be bought with any amount of money. Moreover, 
since the Demon King of Incarceration called you a guest and promised to 
treat you accordingly, his loyal knight will not be able to act recklessly 
toward you... ’ 


As Alchester pondered over Eugene's unexpected attack on Gavid, he 
realized the daring and cleverness behind Eugene's actions. With a 
pleased smile and a newfound flame in his heart, Alchester nodded in 
agreement. Alchester couldn't help but feel a sense of pride and 
admiration for Eugene's character and believed that one day, he would 
rise as the Hero, standing tall and proud as he declared his mission to 
kill the Demon Kings. 


Alchester Dragonic held his ancestors in high regard, and none more 
so than Orix Dragonic, who had made the noble decision to stay 
behind and protect the Kiehl Empire during the war three centuries 
ago instead of joining the battle in Helmuth. Alchester admired his 
forefather's sense of duty and honor, but at times, he couldn't help but 
wonder about the possibilities of what could have been. 


Alchester Dragonic often pondered what could have been if his 
ancestor, Orix Dragonic, had chosen to accompany the Great 
Vermouth and his comrades — the Stupid Hamel, Wise Sienna, 
Faithful Anise, and the Brave Molon — instead of remaining behind to 
guard the Kiehl Empire during the war three hundred years ago. He 
wondered what it would have been like if his ancestor had become 
one of the legendary heroes etched into history and often found 
himself lost in thought, imagining what that reality would have been 
like. 


‘I am fortunate.’ 


Alchester maintained a thin smile even though Straut the Second was 
fuming by his side. Alchester was lost in thought, considering the 
possibility that one day Eugene Lionheart might search for 
companions to challenge Babel. In that event, Alchester knew he 
would give up everything he had, his status as a Duke of Kiehl, his 
place in the Dragonic family, just to be a part of that heroic quest that 
would go down in history. 


However, Eugene wasn’t engaging Gavid in a battle to get a better 
grasp of the Blade of Incarceration to better prepare himself for the 
future. 


‘This is perfect for venting my anger.’ 


That was all. Eugene was releasing all the emotions he had bottled up 
from his past life, knowing that Gavid could not retaliate or wield his 
sword freely. This was the only reason behind his relentless attack. 


Anise couldn't help but whisper to herself, "That crazy bastard," as she 
watched Eugene unleash his fury on Gavid. While others may not have 
understood the reason for Eugene's sudden outburst, Anise knew the 
truth. Eugene would have made careful and calculated judgments in 
his own way, but at that moment, his emotions had gotten the best of 
him. Hamel's unpredictable personality had likely caused Eugene to 
lose control. 


“Ohhh,” Molon let out a loud cry and clenched his fists in an attempt 
to join the fray. 


However, Anise quickly clung to his arm and snapped at him ina 
quiet voice, preventing him from interfering, “You idiot. What would 
we do if you attacked him too?” 


ee 


“Don’t answer me. Your voice is so stupidly loud that everyone will 
hear your words, even if you whisper. So just shut your mouth and 
listen to me carefully. Don’t do anything, and stand right here,” said 
Anise. 


The Demon King of Incarceration had only extended hospitality to 
Eugene, leaving everyone else as potential targets for the Blade of 
Incarceration. Any interference could result in deadly consequences, 
and Anise was not willing to risk anyone else's safety. 


As Gilead pondered the situation, he came to the same realization as 
Alchester. The Blade of Incarceration wasn't interested in attacking 
Eugene and was content to simply block his frenzied assault. However, 
Gilead knew that the battle couldn't continue indefinitely. He drew his 
own blade and charged forward, determined to put a stop to the fight. 
Carmen also joined in, getting her weapon, Heaven Genocide. 


“P-please wait a moment.” Anise tried to stop the members of the 
Lionheart family, but she couldn’t figure out what to say. She 
hesitated for a moment, then closed her eyes tight. “A-Ahhhh!” 


Anise let out a scream, despite feeling embarrassed and humiliated. 
With determination, she unfurled her Wings of Light and tightly 
grasped onto her hair. Feeling that two wings were not enough, she 
summoned two more and spread them out, now proudly displaying 
four wings in total. 


“The revelation of light!” she shouted. 
[Sister!] Kristina couldn’t help but exclaim. 
‘Please stay still. This embarrasses me more than it does you.’ 


Kristina's mind echoed with screams as she watched Anise's frenzied 
behavior. Her body trembled uncontrollably as if possessed by a 
divine force while she tore at her own hair to add to the dramatic 
scene. Anise's wings unfurled and glowed like the sun, leaving the 
Knights of Lionheart no choice but to halt in their tracks and turn 
their attention to her. 


As Anise continued to feign her divine possession, Eugene relentlessly 
pushed Gavid until he was backed against the wall. The Demoneye of 
Divine Glory was still not utilized, and Glory remained in its sheath. 
Gavid's eyes glared at Eugene with fierce killing intent. 


“Are you sure you should be glaring like that at your master’s guest?” 


said Eugene tauntingly. 


“You... little bastard. You knew I would not fight back...!” responded 
Gavid, gritting his teeth. 


Booom! 


Eugene's attack was intercepted by Gavid, who used his forearm as a 
shield. Despite his previously immaculate appearance, Gavid’s uniform 
was now tattered and dirty, and his perfectly styled hair was now 
disheveled. 


“Who told you not to fight back? If you want to, go right ahead,” 
taunted Eugene. 


“Are you confident you can handle it...!? Engrave this into your mind, 
you damn thing. The only reason you are allowed to breathe and keep 
your life is that His Majesty called you his guest because he said he 
was looking forward to seeing you in Babel...!” shouted Gavid. 


“Speaking of which, when I come to Babel, are you going to make way 
for me so I can climb to the top in peace?” asked Eugene mockingly. 


Gavid shot back, his eyes glimmering with murderous intent. “Utter 
nonsense! His Majesty did not say a word about opening the doors for 
you.” 


It had been three hundred long years. Had there been no demonfolk 
who challenged the Demon King without knowing their place in the 
meantime? Countless young and ambitious aristocrats had risen to 
challenge the Demon King, confident in their own strength. But none 
of them had truly known their place. 


Babel, the Demon King of Incarceration’s Castle in Pandemonium, 
stood tall with ninety-nine floors, each staffed with officials and 
workers who managed the castle's security during peaceful times. But 
when someone dared to challenge the Demon King's throne, the castle 
transformed into a demonic fortress just like it did three hundred 
years ago. Countless traps, demonfolks, and beasts lurked in every 
corner, blocking the challenger's path to the top. Gavid Lindman, the 
Blade of Incarceration, guarded the floor just beneath the palace, and 


despite numerous attempts by challengers, none had ever made it past 
him except for the Great Vermouth and his comrades. 


“If you come to Babel, I will personally reap your head, and I will 
present it to His Majesty with my own hands,” declared Gavid. 


—The Demon King of Incarceration will not let you climb Babel in peace 
since that’s the kind of being he is. 


Was that so? Eugene snorted while recalling Vermouth’s words. “So if 
I never go to Babel, you won’t ever get to kill me.” 


“..You bastard...!” 


“No? Will you come to kill me yourself if I don’t make the trip? If you 
do that, won’t you be violating the wishes of the Demon King of 
Incarceration?” taunted Eugene. 


Gavid’s expression contorted after hearing Eugene’s words. Some 
things had not changed over the course of three hundred years, and 
this was one of them. Gavid, the honest-to-god fellow, was still 
absolutely obedient to his master’s orders. 


“Tf... you do not come...! If you hole yourself in the Lionheart clan 
like a little rat, then I will come to get you myself. His Majesty will 
give me the orders to do so...!” shouted Gavid fiercely. 


The two exchanged another blow. 
Boom! 


Gavid redirected Eugene’s attack, which resulted in a huge crack in 
the walls of Fort Lehain. 


“Ah, you don’t have to worry about that. I’ll definitely be heading to 
the Demon King’s Castle,” said Eugene mockingly. He laughed while 
pointing to Gavid’s ragged sleeves. 


Gavid’s brows shot up at the mockery. “Do not test me, human...! 
Even if you were recognized by the Holy Sword, and even if the blood 


of Vermouth flows thickly in your veins...! You are not Vermouth. Do 
you really believe you can reach his level?” 


“Do you take me for an idiot? I’m Eugene Lionheart, not Vermouth 
Lionheart. Isn’t that obvious?” retorted Eugene. 


“Even Vermouth wasn’t as arrogant as you are!” roared Gavid. 
“Well, of course, since I’m not Vermouth Lionheart,” said Eugene. 


“Your arrogance knows no bounds...! Where does your baseless 
confidence come from?” asked Gavid. 


Eugene was about to give a random answer when he heard Anise’s 
scream, “The revelation of Light!” He stole a sideway glance and saw 
Anise glowing with four of her wings unfurled. Eugene couldn’t help 
but laugh at the sight. 


“Revelation,” said Eugene. 
“ ,.What?” Gavid said, confused. 


“Did you not hear? It’s a revelation. The Holy Sword, which 
acknowledged me, and the Light, said that I could be arrogant,” said 
Eugene. 


“Complete nonsense!” cried Gavid. 


Eugene ignored his words and concentrated the power of the White 
Flame Formula on the Holy Sword. 


Craaack! 


It was just like the time he was in the Fount of Light; the sword 
devoured his mana greedily. Despite being a non-believer with 
absolutely no faith, he couldn't help but marvel at the sword's ability 
to emit a radiant light that could dispel all the darkness in the 
surrounding area. 


It wasn’t just the Holy Sword either. As Eugene wielded the Holy 
Sword, he felt a hot, throbbing sensation coming from his left hand's 
ring finger. The Ring of Agaroth from the ancient god of war, 
bestowed upon him by the Red Dragon, was reacting to his mana and 
the sword's radiance. 


The light of the Holy Sword grew brighter. It was brilliant enough to 
dispel the darkness, but it didn’t exude a feeling of holiness. Rather, it 
was brutal, like the flames of war that threatened to destroy 
everything. 


‘Revelation?’ 


Gavid stood still, frozen in place by the threatening light emanating 
from Eugene's Holy Sword. As the Light descended towards him, 
Gavid could feel the power of the strike bearing down on him. This 
attack was different from the ones before. 


The moment the Light washed over him, Gavid instinctively drew 
Glory. 


Rumbleee! 


The wall shattered into rubble, but Gavid remained unscathed. 
However, his attention was fixed on the sword in his grip. He had 
acted on pure instinct, unable to resist the urge to draw his blade. He 
should have just taken the hit and let his body regenerate, but he had 
failed to control his impulses. 


‘But I judged that I could not. Why? Was it because of the Holy Sword’s 
divine power? Even so... ’ 


Gavid’s lips quivered. 


“So you finally drew your blade after acting like you wouldn’t all this 
time,” ridiculed Eugene while lowering the dimming Holy Sword. 
Gavid’s eyes quivered when he saw Eugene’s smile. 


Eugene placed the Holy Sword back inside his cloak before turning 
around. 


“Where are you going?” asked Gavid when he saw Eugene walking 
away. The Demonic Sword was still in his hand, but the human who 
had made him unleash the blade was walking away as if he didn’t 
care. 


“T’'m going to stop since you pulled out your sword,” answered 
Eugene. 


“What...?” 


“Because I don’t have a reason to keep going anymore,” continued 
Eugene. 


He never looked back, not even once, and Gavid stood silently while 
gazing at Eugene’s back. Then he looked down at the Demonic Sword 
in his hand, then the leftover rag he once called his uniform. 


ecceee 


Gavid swallowed the anger that seethed from deep inside his heart. He 
wanted to cut down that human this instant, but he knew he could 
not. The command of his lord was absolute. Even so... he had drawn 
Glory. It felt disgraceful and humiliating to have drawn Glory without 
orders from the Demon King of Incarceration. 


Crunch...! 


Gavid turned around while gnawing on his lower lip. He sheathed 
Glory, then jumped over the fallen wall. He no longer wanted to stay 
in the fortress. He didn’t know whether he could maintain his reason 
if he saw Eugene Lionheart’s face again because of the humiliation. 
The demon knights were flustered by his actions, but they quickly 
grouped up and followed Gavid over the fallen wall and out of the 
fortress after covering themselves with fog. 


“Well, that was a surprise,” grumbled Eugene, shaking his left hand. 
He had only intended to power up his attack slightly, but Agaroth’s 
Ring had grown it out of proportion on its own. The war god’s ring 
was usually calm, but it seemed to act of its own accord whenever 
Eugene wielded the Holy Sword. 


Once Eugene trotted back, the Emperor of Kiehl roared. “Eugene 
Lionheart!” he said, “What have you done!? How could you attack the 
Duke of Helmuth?” 


“The revelation!” shouted Eugene while raising his hands. His loud, 
dramatic cry left the emperor speechless. “And that’s what happened.” 


The emperor turned his stupefied gaze toward the pope. “What a... 
ridiculous excuse...! Look here, Pope Aeuryus. Are you going to let 
him use the God of Light, the brilliant Almighty, as an excuse like 
this?” 


“The master of the Holy Sword could not help it,” muttered the pope 
after a slight pause while recalling the events that took place in the 
Audience Chamber. No one had ever imagined that such words would 
come out from the stubborn fanatic’s lips. 


“Uhahahahaha!” roared Molon. It was a sudden laugh and untimely as 
well. However, that wasn’t the case for Molon. He was simply 
delighted that Hamel was no different from three hundred years ago, 
that he had not changed. 


“Uhahahahahaha!” Aman Ruhr followed along and burst into laughter 
simply because his ancestor had laughed. 


Anise, however, did not laugh. She quietly retracted her wings and 
glared at Eugene with eyes that could kill. 


[Sister...] Kristina called out. 
‘God will forgive us even if we smash his head with a mace.’ 
[I cannot cast a miracle to fix a broken head yet.] 


‘Then we'll make do with breaking a few bones.’ thought Anise while 
grabbing her flail. 


Chapter 239 
Lehain (10) 


“T’m sorry.” Eugene hung his head in contrition and made no move to 
defend himself. He was all too aware that when Anise was in this 
state, there was no use in attempting to excuse his behavior. Any 
other person might have tried to offer some feeble justifications, but 
Eugene knew better than to waste his breath. Instead, he knew his 
only option was to apologize immediately and without reservation. 


Anise's voice was laced with incredulity as she asked Eugene, "Do you 
even comprehend what you have done wrong?" 


Despite the three distinct curves on her face — the upturned corners 
of her lips and the crinkles that were her eyes — an unmistakable aura 
of menace emanated from her. Eugene couldn't help but tremble with 
fear, even though he couldn't see her eyes clearly, which were 
narrowed into a crescent shape. He was intimately familiar with the 
frigid and piercing glare that lay concealed behind those half-closed 
lids. 


“Ehem...” Molon cleared his throat suddenly, with no particular 
reason other than to break the tension in the room. As a fellow man 
and a warrior, he felt a sense of obligation to come to Eugene's 
defense and placate Anise's ire. But as soon as Anise turned her 
beaming gaze towards him, with a slight tilt of her head, Molon found 
himself holding his breath, uncertain of what to say next. 


Molon had endured the full brunt of Anise's wrath for far longer than 
Hamel had three centuries ago. Or rather, it was more accurate to say 
that Anise had borne the greatest suffering on account of Molon's 
recklessness. Every time Molon charged forward like an ignorant 
buffoon, heedless of the danger behind him, Anise would be 
compelled to follow in his footsteps, all the while unleashing a torrent 
of curses that could make even the most hardened warrior flinch. 
Whenever Molon wielded his axe and hammer wildly, Anise was left 
with no choice but to immediately perform her miraculous healing 


abilities to mend Molon's injuries. 


Molon's remarkable bravery and unwavering fearlessness had enabled 
him to lead countless battles to triumph. Yet, it was only through 
Anise's repeated acts of divine intervention that Molon had managed 
to survive each battle, always fighting at the frontlines. Anise's 
miraculous abilities had prevented Molon from sustaining fatal 
injuries or becoming permanently disabled, allowing him to continue 
fighting and leading their troops to victory time and time again. 


Whenever the pain from her stigmata, frustration, and anger reached 
their pinnacle, Anise would unleash her emotions without restraint, 
directing her lethal barrage almost exclusively at Molon and Hamel. 
Despite this, Molon felt a sense of joy to see Anise finally venting her 
emotions after such a long time. However, he did not approach her 
with a smile or attempt to hug her, even though he was known for his 
foolishness. He had enough sense to know better than to provoke her 
further. 


Molon turned his gaze away, still holding his breath, and remained 
silent. It was an unspoken declaration that he wanted no part in the 
ongoing situation. Eugene couldn't help but feel a sense of 
disappointment and betrayal from Molon's lack of support. 


‘You shouldn’t have tried to intervene in the first place. Why did you 
provoke her further by clearing your throat? You pathetic moron,’ Eugene 
berated Molon mentally. 


Eugene hesitated, wondering if he should go as far as getting down on 
his knees to appease Anise's anger. He stole a quick glance at her, and 
the sight of her furious expression made him even more uncertain. 
The three of them were standing atop the tower's highest floor, where 
the chilling winds of the snowfield were blowing in from the shattered 
windows and walls, adding to the tense atmosphere. 


Molon was responsible for the icy chill that filled the air. When the 
Demon King of Incarceration had invaded the fortress, Molon had 
charged toward him by smashing through the windows and walls, 
which ultimately caused the frigid winds of the snowfield that filled 
the room. 


Eugene had been inwardly worried about the consequences of his 


attack on Gavid Lindman. However, Gavid ended up leaving the 
fortress with the Black Fog. Meanwhile, Anise had played her part by 
pretending to receive a divine message, while the Pope of Yuras had 
recognized the Holy Sword and the supposed divine message. Molon 
had also shown his support for Eugene's actions by patting him on the 
shoulder and embracing him. 


Thanks to their help, the other people could not question Eugene’s 
sudden, unexpected actions. Although Kiehl’s Emperor looked 
absolutely unconvinced, he could no longer press Eugene when even 
his guardian knight, Alchester Dragonic, also stepped up to protect the 
young Lionheart. 


‘Judging by that bastard’s eyes, he’s definitely going to find something to 
question me about. Well, it’s none of my business for now... ’ Eugene did 
some quick mental calculations to gauge the situation. 


Not only the Emperor of Kiehl but also the Sultan of Nahama had 
expressed their dissatisfaction with Eugene, glaring at him openly. It 
came as no surprise, given that Amelia Merwin, one of the Three 
Mages of Incarceration, was openly colluding with the Sultan. The 
director of the Anti-Demon Alliance and the King of Shimuin had also 
been staring at Eugene with intense gazes, but Eugene had no way of 
knowing what their intentions were. 


Anise tilted her head slightly and turned her gaze towards Eugene, her 
eyes still hidden behind a smile. Her voice was soft and curious when 
she spoke, "What are you thinking about?" 


Suddenly, her smile faded slightly, and her eyes opened ever-so- 
slightly, revealing a cold, frightening glare that made Eugene shiver. It 
was even scarier than what he remembered. He held his breath, 
unable to come up with an appropriate answer, feeling as if he were 
under intense scrutiny. 


“Hamel. Why should I suffer because of your reckless, lacking, idiotic 
acts?” continued Anise. 


“Tm sorry,” repeated Eugene. 


“Why are you apologizing? Do you really know what you’ve done 


wrong? Hamel, I know yow’re not sincerely remorseful about your 
actions. You and I have known each other for a very long time, and I 
know you better than you might think,” said Anise. 


“Tm sorry,” echoed Eugene. 

“So what did you do wrong?” asked Anise. 

“The attack on Gavid...” muttered Eugene. 
“Explain to me why that was wrong,” said Anise. 


Eugene knew deep down why he had attacked Gavid Lindman, but 
expressing it in words proved to be an arduous task. As he hesitated, 
Anise let out a derisive snort and scoffed at him. "You can't even 
articulate the reason behind your attack, can you?" she said with a tilt 
of her head. "It's because your actions were driven by raw emotion, 
Hamel. That’s why you can’t coherently explain to anyone the reason 
behind your actions.” 


“That bastard was asking for it,” retorted Eugene. 


“Hamel! You’re asking for a thrashing right now with what you’re 
saying,” said Anise. 


“Tsn’t it a little inappropriate for you to say something like that? 
You’re very educated, unlike me, so you should—” 


As Eugene stumbled over his words, attempting to express his 
disapproval, Anise's sudden attack caught him off guard. Before he 
could even finish his sentence, her weapon, the flail with a dangerous 
adamantium attachment, hurtled toward him with deadly force. It 
threatened to split open Eugene’s skull. 


“Why are you avoiding it!?” shouted Anise. 
“Tl die if I get hit!” Eugene shouted back. 


“Don’t be a baby. I know well that your current body is much 
healthier and sturdier than the frail body of your previous life,” 


responded Anise. 
“Hamel was not frail,” Molon suddenly interjected. 


“Molon, you just shut up and stay still. And what wasn’t frail about 
him? Hamel bled and collapsed at the drop of a hat, making life 
difficult for me,” said Anise. 


“Hamel pushed himself until he was in such a condition. Hamel was a 
great warrior,” retorted Molon. 


“Just shut up.” Anise glared with fire in her eyes, and Molon 
obediently and quietly closed his lips. “Hamel. I know it wasn’t 
unusual for you to act so emotionally before, so I could look over that. 
It was fine for you to act like that three hundred years ago. If I were to 
say shit like it is—” 


“Say shit like it is... Isn’t that a bit...” interrupted Eugene. 


“Stop cutting me off unless you really do want to get yourself killed,” 
said Anise. 


“I’m sorry,” said Eugene. 


Anise cleared her throat and continued, "Anyways... to be honest, 
three hundred years ago, we had Sir Vermouth, even if you had died." 


Eugene's lips drooped into a frown at her words. He couldn't help but 
feel a pang of distress. Even if it were true, wasn’t it hurtful to say 
such things directly to his face? 


“We had Sir Vermouth, so it was fine for you to act recklessly in 
moderation. Even if you got into trouble while fooling around, we had 
Sir Vermouth to take care of it. Well, I was there as well, as well as 
Sienna and Molon. But you cannot continue behaving like that. 
Hamel, I thought I told you last time. In this era, you must be like Sir 
Vermouth,” explained Anise. 


“You’re so mean,” mumbled Eugene. 


“T think your thoughtless behavior is even worse! What if Gavid 
Lindman went against the will of the Demon King of Incarceration and 
attempted to kill you instead?” asked Anise. 


“He’s a child who takes pride in being a knight and the Blade of 
Incarceration. He would never do that,” retorted Eugene. 


Anise twirled her flail above her head while speaking. "That's 
something we can never be sure about," she said. "So, tell me, what 
did you gain from attacking Gavid?" The adamantium sparkled with a 
dangerous glint, and Eugene gulped, never allowing his eyes to miss 
the trajectory of the deadly weapon. 


“T gained confidence in many things. Firstly, Gavid and the Demon 
King of Incarceration will never interfere with what I do unless I go to 
Babel. The Demon King of Incarceration won’t come out of Babel to 
crush me, nor will he force me to Bable using Gavid,” said Eugene. 


“But it wasn’t your intention to find out in the beginning, was it?” said 
Anise. 


“No, well, Anise, you saw that bastard kneeling on the ground, right? 
There’s something about how his greasy, angled hair reflected the 
light. Just looking at it made me want to give it a good kick... But I 
thought cutting it off with a sword would be better than kicking it...,” 
explained Eugene. 


“So it was because of your emotions in the end! Hamel! What’s the 
difference between a man who can’t control his impulses and a bitch?” 
snarled Anise. 


“Now you're calling me and treating me like a dog...,” grumbled 
Eugene. 


Anise's lips curved into a thin smile, her voice smooth and 
unwavering. "No, Hamel. You're not a mere mutt. You're just a step 
above that." She gestured with her hands, beckoning Eugene to join 
her in prayer. Her hands were clasped in front of her chest, and she 
closed her eyes with a pious expression. "Let's pray together, shall we? 
Repent for your wrongdoing, and promise me that you won't act on 
your emotions again. Repeat after me: From this moment on, I 


promise to never act recklessly like this, and I vow to never trouble 
my beloved Anise." 


[Sister!] Kristina protested. 
‘If you want, I will have him add your name as well,’ Anise promised. 
[I-I don’t want such a thing. ] 


‘Really? Do you really not want it? Kristina Rogeris, she who deceives 
herself cannot obtain salvation by the Light and ascend to heaven.’ 


[I’ve already been saved, so it’s fine.] 


‘Is that really true? Kristina, is your salvation so meager that you would be 
satisfied with simply watching the fireworks with Hamel? Well, it’s not the 
same for me. I’m greedy, so I will only think that I’ve been saved after I 
write new history with Eugene, things that you haven’t done with him.’ 


[Sister! What you're saying is a lot different from what you said 
before,] Kristina shouted, but Anise did not answer. 


“...Do I really have to include the beloved part?” asked Eugene. 


“Don’t bother if you have that much hatred and resentment for me,” 
responded Anise. 


“T love Anise and Hamel,” interjected Molon. 
“If you run your mouth one more time, I swear...!” growled Anise. 


“Anise, tell me the truth. You’re more upset about how you 
embarrassed yourself in front of others than worried about me, right?” 
asked Eugene. 


"You already know the answer, so why are you even bothering to ask 
me, Hamel? I am over three hundred years old, and yet, because of 
you, I had to go through so much trouble, spread my wings, dance, 
and even tear my hair out in frustration. You were too busy quarreling 


with Gavid to notice, but the way the priests of Yuras treated me... Do 
you have any idea how those children, who once revered me as the 
Saint and followed my every word and action, looked at me? Do you 
know what kind of expressions they had on their faces?” The thought 
alone caused Anise's face to flush with heat, making her cheeks feel as 
though they were on fire. She quickly brought her hands up to cover 
her face, clasping them together in prayer. 


Eugene acquiesced without a word at Anise's statement, clasping his 
hands together in front of his chest. As he considered the situation, he 
realized that Anise had been pushed too far. It was also true that he 
had attacked Gavid without any prior warning. 


Eugene recited, “'From this moment on, I won’t ever act so recklessly. 
I vow to never trouble my... be-beloved Anise ever again.” 


“You said beloved twice. Does that mean you love me twice as much? 
Or are you suggesting that you love Kristina equally as much? She’s 
listening from inside me,” said Anise. 


“T just stuttered...,” responded Eugene. 


“Hamel, you seem to have sincerely repented, so I will also forgive my 
beloved Hamel,” said Anise with a pleased smile before putting down 
her flail. 


Emerging from beneath his cloak, Mer muttered under her breath, "Sir 
Eugene is nothing but an infidel bastard." Her dull, lifeless eyes were 
fixed on Eugene, causing a heavy sense of guilt to wash over him. “I’m 
going to remember everything. One day, when Lady Sienna is released 
from her seal, I’ll make sure to tell her everything I heard and 
experienced.” 


“Do as you please. If Sienna has a conscience, she will not blame me,” 
said Anise. 


“Why wouldn’t she blame you?” said Mer. 


Anise gave a sardonic laugh in response to Mer's question. "Why 
wouldn't Sienna blame me?" she repeated. "Think about it, child. It's 
quite obvious, isn't it? Sienna may have been injured, but she 


survived. She's sealed away, yes, but she's still breathing. But what 
about me? My body was broken, my bones were turned to dust, and 
my flesh was reduced to fertilizer for the next generation of Anises...” 
Anise put on a brooding expression as she spoke about her terrible 
past. Mer's lips parted and closed repeatedly, a silent indication of her 
inability to form a response. 


"With my current residence being inside of Kristina, who I am 
compatible with in many ways, it cannot be denied that I am nothing 
but an unfulfilled spirit. I am like a candle flickering in the wind, 
liable to vanish at any moment. Furthermore, if Kristina rejects me 
because of her unwillingness to accept my existence...” 


[Sister, sister! I would never do something like that. So please don’t 
say something so sad,] Kristina interjected with a shout. 


Anise secretly enjoyed Kristina’s screams. 


“J... Just like when I took my life in the past, I will disappear in vain 
without having achieved anything I hoped for. Even so, I will not 
blame anyone. Not you, Mer Merdein, who treated me like a burglar 
cat, nor Sienna, who may criticize my deeds, nor you, Hamel, for not 
holding on to me. Just as soil returns to the earth, and dust to dust, I 
will return to the soil and dust and pray for the happiness and 
comfortable rest for those I loved in heaven,” said Anise before 
deliberately taking a pause. She took a deep breath, then gave the 
most benevolent smile she could muster. “Even though I may be 
nothing more than a faint reminder, a ghost, I love all of you.” 


Large drops formed on Molon’s eyes, and Mer sniffled as well. Even 
Eugene approached Anise with a sad expression and stretched out his 
arms before taking her into his embrace. Mer also poked out of the 
cape and joined in the embrace. 


“T’m sorry. Lady Anise might be mean, but you’re still a good person. I 
also... love you, Lady Anise,” said Mer. 


“T love Anise as well.” Molon took Eugene, Anise, and Mer all into his 
embrace while crying. Anise gave a satisfied smile, sandwiched 
between the people she loved. 


The following day, Eugene woke up in the mansion's room that had 
been allocated to him. The discussion with Anise — or rather, Kristina 
— and Molon had persisted until the early hours, but no one had 
raised an eyebrow. It was, after all, perfectly normal for Molon the 
Brave, the legendary hero who had confronted the Demon Kings three 
centuries ago, to advise the current Hero and Saint. Nothing seemed 
out of place. 


Furthermore, despite not having had any rest, Molon extended an 
invitation to all the members of the Lionheart family from the crack of 
dawn. His purpose was to impart guidance and offer words of 
benediction to the heirs of the Great Vermouth. 
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‘I hope that idiot doesn’t say anything out of place... 


Molon had been advised since dawn. Not many people knew that 
Eugene was Hamel’s reincarnation, so Molon was to watch what he 
would say. 


Gavid Lindman and the Black Fog had not returned since their 
departure the previous night. Molon felt a sense of unease brewing 
within him. As he had mentioned by the gate, he couldn't help but 
ponder whether Gavid was hatching some sort of scheme out in the 
vast snowfield. However, Eugene was adamant that Gavid was not 
capable of such treachery. Despite his earlier disgraceful exit, Eugene 
believed Gavid was a proud individual loyal to the Demon King of 
Incarceration. The idea of him seeking revenge was preposterous in 
Eugene's mind. Additionally, Eugene dismissed any concerns of Gavid 
launching an attack on the fort with the Black Fog. To him, it was an 
unnecessary worry. 


Eugene couldn't contain his amusement as he strolled near the fortress 
wall. "Oh, my," he chuckled vainly to himself. Kristina was not 
walking alongside him at the moment. Her allegiance was to the Holy 
Empire, and as the Bishop of Light, she was affiliated with the 
Luminous Covenant, as was the case with all bishops. Hence, she was 
currently in their company. 


Training was underway outside the fortress. It was a collaboration 
between Aroth’s Magic Corps and wizards belonging to Nahama’s 


School of Dungeons. The knights were currently fighting against a 
summoned army of monsters. 


The knights engaged in the ongoing battle belonged to the Anti- 
Demon Alliance. Standing behind them were healers and priests from 
the Alliance and Yuras, ready to tend to any injuries that may arise. 
While they were all giving their best effort, it didn't particularly 
impress Eugene. He knew that demonic beasts were far more 
formidable opponents than ordinary monsters. Furthermore, monsters 
tainted with demonic energy were significantly more vicious and 
dangerous than their uncorrupted counterparts. To Eugene, it 
appeared that the training they had received only scratched the 
surface of what was necessary to deal with such threats. 


But there was no avoiding it. As Aman Ruhr had stated, the true value 
of the Knight March lay in the gathering of the continent's most 
influential figures. In fact, even the Demon King of Incarceration had 
made an appearance just the day before, which meant that the kings 
were currently occupied with discussions on future preparations 
within the castle. 


However, leaving the knights unattended during this time was not an 
option. Therefore, the knights would continue with their training, 
even though it was dull and somewhat impractical. Nevertheless, the 
knights found some satisfaction in comparing their skills to those of 
their peers, which gave them a sense of superiority. It was also an 
opportunity for headhunting, as many knights and mercenaries were 
gathered at the Knight March. Some mercenaries would receive 
exclusive contracts, and others would even be knighted. 


“You’re watching something quite boring.” The owner of the voice 
approached without hiding his presence, and once he noticed Eugene’s 
lack of response, he spoke first. 


“Tt’s not that bad once you watch for a while,” Eugene said, turning 
his head. 


A tall man was staring at Eugene. It was the Commander of Shimuin’s 
Twelve Finest, the First Knight — Ortus Neumann. 


Chapter 240 
Lehain (11) 


Exid was an extravagant magic armor unique to the Kingdom of 
Shimuin, crafted from orihalcon. Although Eugene had seen Dior and 
Princess Scalia wearing Exid in the snowfield, the one that the 
commander of the Violent Tide Knights adorned was truly befitting his 
status. Ortus’ Exid was quite different from the armor that the two had 
been wearing. 


A large engraving caught Eugene's attention, situated in the center of 
Ortus' chest plate. The emblem symbolized the Violent Tide Knights, 
characterized by swirling waves and a whirlpool. Unlike Princess 
Scalia's armor, the royal family's symbol was not engraved on Ortus' 
armor. However, Eugene noticed something far more precious at the 
vortex's center — a red jewel the size of a thumb. But it wasn’t as if 
Eugene had recognized it because he was keen. Rather, the jewel's 
fame was undeniable, as well as Ortus’ armor. 


The revelation that the jewel was, in fact, a Dragon Heart was nothing 
short of astounding. Despite not being fashioned from an entire 
Dragon Heart like the renowned artifacts Vladmir or Akasha, it still 
contained the essence of the legendary creature, making it an object of 
immense power and mythical significance. Naturally, Ortus cherished 
his Exid, recognizing it as an invaluable treasure. 


Yet, he knew that it was not his to claim alone. Instead, it was one of 
the national treasures of Shimuin, a source of pride and strength for 
their people. In addition to the prized armor, there were numerous 
weapons and Exids crafted using parts of the Dragon Heart. 


The Dragon Heart was a sacred artifact with a storied past. Its origins 
were tied to the Sea Dragon, the fabled protector of the South Sea and 
Shimuin. For many years, the Sea Dragon had kept watch over the 
nation and the sea, defending it against all manner of threats. 


However, in the epic battle against the Demon Kings that had taken 


place three centuries ago, the creature had sustained mortal injuries. 
Despite his incredible power, the Sea Dragon had ultimately been 
unable to overcome the overwhelming forces arrayed against him. His 
last act had been to return to the sea he had guarded for so long 
before passing away. In his wake, he left behind his remains, including 
the precious Dragon Heart, as a gift to the royal family of Shimuin. 


‘Dragon bones, scales, and heart, albeit only a fragment, were said to be 
used in crafting this armor. It was reputed to be the finest armor in the 
entire continent, and its looks certainly live up to its reputation,’ Eugene 
concluded. 


Eugene was filled with awe as he gazed upon the armor up close for 
the first time. He couldn't help but imagine the immense strength a 
skilled knight would possess if they were to wear such a magnificent 
suit of armor. 


Of course, that wasn’t to say that Ortus didn’t deserve such a 
magnificent suit of armor. Although Eugene couldn’t be entirely 
certain until they crossed blades, from the atmosphere he exuded, 
Ortus seemed strong enough to be called one of the best knights of the 
continent. 


Ortus asked, "Are you attempting to gauge my abilities?" 


Despite his tall height, Ortus had a lean build that exuded a sense of 
precision and sharpness, like a finely crafted blade. His hair was 
neatly parted down the middle, his complexion was fair, and there 
were noticeable dark circles under his eyes. Apart from his skills, he 
looked rather depressed. 


Eugene quickly apologized, saying, "I'm sorry if I came across as 
disrespectful. It wasn't my intention. I suppose it was an instinctive 
reaction to being in the presence of the renowned Sir Ortus Hyman." 


"Not at all. It's only natural for someone to be judged when they are 
well known. So, what is your opinion of me?" Ortus asked. 


“T don’t know. I think I would have a better idea after crossing swords 
than from someone’s first impression,” said Eugene. 


“That sounds like a provocation. Ah, don’t get me wrong. I’m not 
offended. I felt it yesterday too, but this just seems like your 
personality,” responded Ortus with a straight face. 


Was he truly not offended? Eugene stared Ortus straight in the face. 


“’,.Ah. You must have been surprised since I came so suddenly,” 
commented Ortus. 


“Honestly, yes,” answered Eugene. 
"I understand that my son and Princess Scalia were indebted to you." 


Eugene remembered what he had learned from Cyan and Ciel. It was 
entirely due to the mischievous actions of the Queen of the Night 
Demons that Princess Scalia was in a confused state and rampaged. 
Unfortunately, they couldn't inform Scalia of this fact. Eugene knew 
he could let the matter slide, but it was a different matter for Scalia. 
As a princess of Shimuin, if she labeled Noir Giabella's prank as an 
ambush, it could become a major nuisance. 


Cyan and Ciel had spent considerable time pondering how to explain 
the situation to Princess Scalia. However, to their relief, they didn't 
have to come up with an excuse. Upon waking up, Princess Scalia and 
Dior convinced themselves that they had been poisoned during their 
pursuit of the Black Dog Mercenaries. The poison had caused them to 
experience a temporary state of delirium and rage, likely of a magical 
nature. Luckily, their Exids had neutralized the poison after a while, 
but in the interim, they had briefly lost their minds and attacked 
Eugene's group. Ultimately, they were overpowered and lost 
consciousness. 


The truth behind the incident with Princess Scalia and Dior was quite 
different from what they believed. In fact, their delusion was a trick of 
Noir Giabella, who had used her hypnosis to manipulate their 
memories. With her Demoneye of Fantasy, she could easily 
manipulate the human mind and make them believe anything she 
wanted. Thanks to her abilities, Princess Scalia and Dior didn't even 
remember meeting Eugene. Despite the strange turn of events, Eugene 
was relieved that he didn't have to devise an excuse for their behavior. 


“T heard from the princess and my son that they were subdued 
without being injured whilst in their delirium thanks to your talents,” 
said Ortus. 


Eugene quickly came up with an excuse. “Well... it could have been 
due to their confusion, but I don’t think they were able to display their 
true capabilities...” 


Ortus didn't seem to buy Eugene's attempt to downplay his skills in 
subduing Princess Scalia and Dior. "You don't have to try to protect 
my son's pride," he said. "I saw the fight yesterday. Even if Dior was in 
his right mind and giving it his all, he wouldn't have been able to beat 
you, even if there were ten of him." 


Ortus spoke swiftly. Eugene noticed a fleeting crease between Ortus' 
eyebrows when he mentioned his son’s name. Eugene was no strange 
to this expression. 


‘I guess all extreme parents are similar.’ 


Tanis had worn a similar expression when she talked about Eward. 
Eugene had a rough idea of the situation with Dior, but he couldn't 
help feeling curious. Even if Ortus was talking about his own son, he 
seemed to extremely undervalue Dior. However, Eugene knew that 
Dior was no slouch — he had managed to receive Princess Scalia's 
sword and, while not on par with Eugene, was still a talented 
individual in his own right. 


‘Or is his father’s standards just too high?’ Eugene couldn't help but 
wonder if Ortus had set the bar too high for his son. Dior was only 
two years older than Eugene, and while age didn't necessarily equate 
to strength, it was possible that Ortus had placed high expectations on 
his son to become a knight who could represent their country. 


“Let’s stop talking about my lacking son,” said Ortus, even though he 
had been the one to bring up the topic. “Regarding the... accident 
with Princess Scalia and my son. I did not report it to His Majesty. 
Princess Scalia did not want it either.” 


When Noir Giabella had possessed Princess Scalia, she had talked with 
Eugene using Scalia as a medium. Princess Scalia was the Vice- 


Commander of the Violent Tide Knights, known as the Princess 
Knight, and she was considered to be one of the symbols of Shimuin, 
the Kingdom of Knights. 


Scalia had realized early on that her skills were inadequate to 
represent the Kingdom of Knights. Despite this realization, she pushed 
herself to the limits, training tirelessly and striving to meet the 
expectations of those around her. However, a sense of despair 
gradually crept into her heart when she failed to see any significant 
improvement. It was this weakness that Noir Giabella was able to 
exploit, and she easily gained control over Scalia. 


That’s why Night Demons were so horrible. If one had darkness in 
their heart and wasn’t satisfied with their reality, they would naturally 
fall into a dream. Night Demons invaded their dreams and laced them 
with malice and greed. 


Acting on her own accord, Princess Scalia had made the decision to 
eliminate the Black Dog Mercenaries, and Dior had no choice but to 
follow as her subordinate. Her brutal tactics in killing them had been 
a release for the anger and stress that had built up inside her over 
time. The cause of this stress was her fear of insomnia, which 
prevented her from getting any rest at night, leading to a natural 
inclination towards cruelty. 


Everything had been fine until then. However, things took a different 
turn when Scalia's identity was brought into the mix. As the Vice- 
Commander of the Violent Tide Knights, an organization renowned as 
one of the strongest on the continent, how could it be that the Princess 
Knight had been poisoned during a mission to kill mercenaries, lost 
control of herself, and ended up indiscriminately swinging her sword? 


If this incident was exposed to the public, it would bring immense 
shame to her, the knights, and the Kingdom of Shimuin. Therefore, it 
was natural for Princess Scalia to want to cover it up and Ortus to 
want to investigate the matter after allowing her unexpected actions. 


“T understand what you are asking, Sir Ortus. However, I split up with 
Princess Scalia in the middle of our journey,” said Eugene. 


“T heard from the Lionheart’s twins that the princess asked for their 
understanding already. And if I ask you once again, won’t you relay to 


them what I’ve told you as well?” responded Ortus before glancing 
outside the walls. A small army of monsters was persisting against a 
group of knights. Ortus clicked his tongue while looking at the scene 
with disapproving eyes. “Even if you gather a bunch of rabbits, they'll 
still be rabbits.” 


“What?” said Eugene. 


"You should already know. The knights fighting over there are the 
Guardian Knights of the Anti-Demon Alliance. They’re a group made 
up of knights who have earned some reputation in their respective 
small countries. Though they may number many, only a handful are 
truly skilled,” said Ortus before pointing his finger at one of the 
knights. “Do you see that man standing over there? Regilas, the 
Commander of the Guardian Knights. What do you think about his 
skills? I assure you that he couldn’t be confident in overwhelming any 
of the knights belonging to the White Lion Knights.” 


“Well...” 


"Honestly, I don't see why you're hesitant. The White Lion Knights are 
a prestigious group that's recognized all across the continent. Skilled 
knights from every corner of the world aspire to join our ranks. But 
what about the Guardian Knights? Their skills are meager at best. 
They may seem impressive in their small nations, but they're nothing 
more than a hodgepodge of mediocre knights." Ortus' disdainful words 
hung in the air, and Eugene remained silent, taking in his words. After 
a moment, Ortus cleared his throat and continued, his expression 
softening slightly. “I’ve shown you a disgraceful appearance. I hope 
you understand. It’s not like I dislike them as knights. However, I am 
annoyed by their crudity.” 


“What do you mean by crudity?” asked Eugene. 


Ortus asked a question in response. “What is the reason to hold this 
Knight March? Why did I come to this northernmost land from the 
warm south with the Violent Tide Knights and His Majesty the King? 
Is it not because the Anti-Demon Alliance tried to show off what little 
power it had at Helmuth’s border?” 


Indeed. Eugene nodded. Ortus wasn’t wrong at all, and the Demon 
King of Incarceration had also warned about this very thing. However, 


the responsibility could not be placed entirely on the Anti-Demon 
Alliance. 


The Anti-Demon Alliance had acted so boldly because the Paladins of 
Yuras had always acted with the Guardian Knights. For a long time, 
they remained stationed near Helmuth’s border, calling for the 
conquest of Helmuth and the death of the Demon Kings. 


“What makes me dislike them even more is that even though we’ve 
gone through the trouble of gathering here because of them... they 
aren’t showing any remorse at all. They are weak but shameless as 
well. I despise that. And once the Knight March ends, they will bite 
back the troops stationed near the border as if nothing ever happened, 
hiding behind the Holy Empire. I understand the reason since the 
Anti-Demon Alliance is practically a tributary to the Holy Empire, but 
that doesn’t change my contempt for them,” explained Ortus. 


“Ts that so?” Eugene played along. Ortus seemed incredibly proud, 
perhaps because he was the representative figure from the Kingdom of 
Knights. 


‘I don’t like these types.’ Eugene clicked his tongue mentally. 


Since his past life, Eugene had never harbored any fondness for those 
knights who acted condescendingly. So he took on a crooked tone in 
his next question. “Did you come to me to talk about strong and 
excellent knights?” 


Ortus stared at Eugene in silence for a moment, then shook his head. 
“T came here to make a proposal.” 


“What is it?” asked Eugene. 


“Tm sure you know this already, but the participants of the Knight 
March are concealing various goals derived from self-interest apart 
from its original purpose. Of course, I don’t mean to disparage the 
original goal of the Knight March. The Demon King of Incarceration 
came for a visit, and Sir Molon Ruhr, the great hero, is currently 
staying in this fortress,” said Ortus while turning his gaze toward the 
castle. “Sir Molon is currently speaking with the Knights of the 
Lionheart family, but during the Knight March, knights from other 


nations will also have their chances. The leaders of the continent will 
also discuss the future of the world with Sir Molon as well. I believe 
the training will be fruitless, but there is value in discovering the will 
of the Demon King of Incarceration and conversing with Sir Molon.” 


Ortus paused for a moment, then continued. “Let me cut to the chase. 
My goal here was to propose that you come to Shimuin.” 


“You don’t seem to have any intention of doing so now,” responded 
Eugene. 


“Tf you had not been chosen by the Holy Sword, I would have 
promised you many things as the envoy of His Majesty the King. No, 
even without me having to do so, His Majesty would have stepped up 
personally,” said Ortus. 


This was nothing new for Eugene. During his time in Aroth, Eugene 
had received a similar proposal from Honein Abram, the crown prince 
of Aroth, and Trempel Vizardo, Commander of Aroth’s court wizards. 


As the adopted son of the head of the Lionheart family, it was 
impossible for Eugene to succeed as the next head, especially in a 
family that placed great emphasis on legitimacy. Nevertheless, Eugene 
had all the qualities and abilities necessary to lead the family with 
distinction. Because of this, some who were unfamiliar with him 
assumed that he was unhappy with his current position and offered 
him attractive incentives to renounce his affiliation with the Lionheart 
family. 


“Since you were chosen by the Holy Sword, I don't think the riches we 
can offer you would interest you greatly. So I want to make another 
proposal. No, rather, I think it would be more appropriate to call it a 
request instead,” asked Ortus. 


“And what would that be?” said Eugene. 


“The Abyssal Princess, Iris,” answered Ortus with a frown. “I think 
this name should be familiar.” 


"You're not suggesting that Iris turned to piracy because Lady Carmen 
and I failed to eliminate her back then, are you?" retorted Eugene, his 


expression turning into a scowl. Eugene had respected Ortus thus far, 
but if he continued to spout such nonsense, he would quickly lose any 
shred of respect he had left. 


“Would I say such a shameless thing?” said Ortus. Fortunately, he 
wasn’t a shameless bastard. He shook his head violently, genuinely 
flustered by Eugene’s accusation. “It is no one’s responsibility that the 
Abyssal Princess escaped from Kiehl. Although she doesn’t compare to 
the likes of the Blade of Incarceration, the Queen of the Night 
Demons, or the Black Dragon, she is still one of the monsters who 
survived the war from three hundred years ago.” 


“Well, yes, even though she’s resorted to shabby pirating now,” said 
Eugene. 


“Tt’s not... shabby.” Ortus’ frown deepened a notch. “She’s a powerful 
monster. The sea is wide, and there are many pirates, but she 
managed to gain control over most of the pirates in the South Sea in 
just one year. At first, she only had a single, shabby pirate ship, but 
now, she has dozens of pirate organizations under her wing. They call 
themselves the Pirates of Fury.” 


Was it really to that extent? Eugene was left in a state of 
bewilderment as he gazed at Ortus. 


Ortus went on to explain, "As she gained more power, the Abyssal 
Princess became more daring in her piracy. She began to target larger 
merchant groups and took over numerous trade ships. It's become a 
significant problem. We've tried sending multiple expeditions to stop 
her, but it's been futile. Her Demoneye allows her to easily evade us." 


“As someone who’s faced her before, I can tell you she’s running away 
when she doesn’t need to. If the Rakshasa Princess decided to face off 
against the expedition, the entire fleet would have been buried at the 
bottom of the ocean,” said Eugene. 


“T think so too. I don’t think the Abyssal Princess wants to openly 
become hostile with the Kingdom of Shimuin.” 


“Has she not already done that by attacking the merchants and the 
trading ships?” asked Eugene. 


Ortus replied with a contemplative expression, "Not necessarily. The 
Abyssal Princess has shown... flexibility in her actions. While she does 
attack and occupy ships, she doesn't plunder everything. She takes a 
hefty toll and often lets the ships go. Only in the case of elves being 
transported as slaves would she rob them. This kind of behavior is not 
uncommon among powerful pirates in the South Sea. It's considered 
customary." 


“T know a bit. They take tolls and offer some of it as bribes. Isn’t that 
right? To be honest, the royal family must also be receiving the 
Rakshasa Princess’ bribes,” said Eugene. 


Ortus was speechless. After glaring at Eugene for a moment, he 
nodded with a long sigh. “You are right. Even before she became as 
powerful as she is now, she bribed the higher-ups of the Navy. Of 
course, even greater riches ended up in the hands of the royal family.” 


In addition to imposing taxes and tariffs on the goods transported by 
the trade ships, they took bribes as well. It was a cruel and heart- 
wrenching reality for the victims of these attacks, but those accepting 
the bribes turned a blind eye to their suffering. 


“But the Abyssal Princess wasn’t left unattended just for the sake of 
the bribes. She is strong, and there’s nothing we can do about her with 
the forces of Shimuin. Moreover, the sea is wide, and there are many 
pirates. We thought that she might be able to maintain control of the 
pirates if she succeeded in uniting them,” explained Ortus. 


Was that truly the whole story? Eugene didn’t buy it. He wasn't naive 
and could see the possibility that Shimuin may have wanted to 
harness the power of the Abyssal Princess for their own gain. It was 
possible that they had allowed her piracy and bribery as a means of 
indirect power and to establish a trading relationship with her. 


Iris, the Rakshasa Princess, also known as the Abyssal Princess, was 
certainly a power to be greedy for. She had already turned her back 
on Helmuth after losing her territory to Noir Giabella. So Shimuin 
would have wanted to coax the Abyssal Princess into fostering a 
relationship with them so the royal family could have her act on their 
requests. 


‘It must not have worked out. Well, of course. That madwoman is hoping 


for the revival of the dark elves and the resurrection of the Demon King of 
Fury.’ 


Thinking so, Eugene asked, “So, what happened that ruined the 
friendly relationship between Shimuin and the Rakshasa Princess?” 


“That monster has grown out of proportion,” responded Ortus. 
“She must have started to cut down on the bribes,” said Eugene. 


“Let’s stop talking about the bribes. It won’t do any good for anyone 
else to hear about it,” said Ortus. 


“So why are you telling me all this?” asked Eugene. 


“Didn’t I tell you already? I want to ask you for a favor.” Ortus started 
to become a little irritated, with Eugene continuing to tease him. “You 
are the Hero who has been chosen by the Holy Sword. Also, isn’t the 
Abyssal Princess your enemy? So I would like to ask for your help 
until we take down the Abyssal Princess.” 


“The Hero is not a volunteer,” stated Eugene. 
“What do you mean?” asked Ortus. 


“Tt is entirely in your liberty to ask me for help. However, I am saying 
that there is no reason for me to agree to your request 
unconditionally, all but for the sake of burning justice,” responded 
Eugene. 


“Even at this moment, the Abyssal Princess is performing evil deeds 
while throwing the sea into chaos,” said Ortus. 


“Wasn’t it Shimuin that allowed the crazy woman to roam free 
without attempting to catch her earlier?” asked Eugene. 


“T know that we have a responsibility. So I will be joining the 
conquest for the Abyssal Princess. His Majesty has also expressed his 
intention of bringing the elite of the Violent Tide Knights and the 
proud Navy of Shimuin will—” 


“We won’t need an entire fleet for this operation. If need be, I could 
cross the ocean with a single small boat. If I had the power, I could 
kill the Abyssal Princess alone without being accompanied by the 
Violent Tide Knights,” Eugene cut in. 


Ortus’ lips twitched upon hearing Eugene’s answer. “Are you saying 
that you possess such power? Even I am not confident that I could 
face the Abyssal Princess.” 


“That’s not necessarily what I’m getting at, but anyways, I understand 
what you wanted to say,” said Eugene. 


“Then...” 


“T understand, but that doesn’t mean I will do it. I told you, didn’t I? 
The Hero doesn't volunteer,” said Eugene, punctuating his words by 
raising his finger in front of his chest. He formed a circle by joining 
his index finger and thumb, causing Ortus to feel a shiver down his 
spine. What was that vulgar and materialistic gesture? Then it dawned 
on him that Eugene was the same person who had flipped off the 
Demon King of Incarceration just yesterday. 


“That... Well... Um... Exactly how much would you like?” asked 
Ortus. 


“T know I made a coin with my fingers, but I already have a lot of 
money, so I have no need for more. What about an Exid?” said 
Eugene. 


“That, we can—” 


“One with a Dragon Heart. As far as I know, there are two more Exids 
embedded with the Dragon Heart in the treasury of Shimuin,” Eugene 
interrupted. 


“That’s...!” cried Ortus. Then he took a look around before composing 
himself. “Is the national treasure of Shimuim. We cannot hand it out 
to a foreigner.” 


“Then Pll just borrow it for about fifty years and return it afterward. If 
you decline, then there’s no helping it. If the Rakshasa Princess brings 


her fleet and ends up attacking Shimuin... Maybe, just maybe, she will 
take down the capital and the castle, open up the treasury, and claim 
the precious treasures as her own. I’m very worried indeed,” teased 
Eugene with a look of sincere regret. Ortus ground his teeth without 
realizing it. 


Even a toddler could know that Eugene was mocking him. The valley 
between Ortus’ eyebrows deepened, and his clenched fists started to 
tremble. He had many things he wanted to say, but he couldn’t 
possibly allow them to escape through his lips. 


Ortus couldn't deny that he needed Eugene's help. The Abyssal 
Princess, Iris, was a formidable opponent, a hybrid with a direct 
lineage to the Demon King of Fury and a pure-blooded dark elf. He 
knew he would require the Holy Sword to stand a chance against such 
a monster. Additionally, if he managed to convince Eugene to join 
him, Kristina Rogeris would follow suit. It was a gamble, but Ortus 
had no other choice. He took a deep breath and tried to compose 
himself. 


“T understand... your request... very well. I will discuss it with His 
Majesty,” said Ortus. 


“Tf fifty years is too long, I’m willing to go for half. Let’s say twenty- 
five years.” 


“Let me...! S-speak with His Majesty. We can negotiate afterward,” 
spat Ortus. 


“T don’t intend to go for anything less than twenty-five years, so there 
won’t be a need for a negotiation,” said Eugene. 


Ortus could no longer stand it. He jerked around, then jumped down 
from the wall without saying anything. 


“Oh, this feels so good.” Eugene smiled in satisfaction. 


He waved at Ortus as he grew farther and farther away, emitting a 
fierce momentum. 


Chapter 241 
The Brave Molon (1) 


Four days had passed since their meeting, but Orthrus still had yet to 
revisit Eugene. 


‘It seems that they aren’t in any hurry yet,’ Eugene mused. 


Perhaps it would be less of a shocking offer to shorten the fifty years 
to just twenty-five? 


Eugene also had the intention of one day finding Iris, who was sailing 
around the southern seas, and killing her. However, honestly 
speaking, that was far down on his list of priorities. 


The very first thing that Eugene needed to do was to visit Helmuth’s 
Dragon Demon Castle. He would find Raizakia’s hatchling there and, if 
it was possible, he would kill it. Of course, before that, he would use 
the hatchling to find Raizakia in the gap between dimensions. 


Iris and any other unfinished business would come after that. Judging 
from how Orthrus had phrased his request it seemed that the Shimuin 
side still thought of Iris as just a nuisance, and hadn’t yet decided to 
take care of her as soon as possible. 


Also, the biggest problem with capturing Iris was that the seas were 
just too wide. In addition to that, Iris’ Demon Eye of Darkness was 
formidable not only in combat, but also when it came to fleeing. 


In the middle of those wide open seas, what were they supposed to do 
if Iris used the Demoneye of Darkness to escape? Not only Eugene, but 
any other wizard in the world wouldn't be able to stop Iris from 
leaving. 


‘Well, compared to Noir Giabella, Iris is pretty crazy,’ Eugene thought 
idly as he brushed the snow off his cheek. 


Two days before, Molon had suddenly left the fort. 


Leaving behind the words ‘I'll be back’ on the wall of a hallway, the 
idiot had left without saying anything to Eugene or Anise. Out of the 
blue, he had just suddenly disappeared in the middle of the night. 


They could guess the reason for this. What other reason could Molon 
have for suddenly disappearing? Wasn’t it obvious? In Lehainjar, 
beyond the Great Hammer Canyon, the Nur had probably reappeared. 


“Idiot,” Eugene grumbled as he thought of Molon. 
After arriving at the fort, Molon had been extremely busy. 


On that first night, he, Eugene, and Anise drank and chatted away 
until dawn. After the Demon King of Incarceration left, Molon spoke 
with knights from all around the world, starting with the Lionhearts, 
and attended several meetings with the other kings. 


He briefly observed the knights during their training and gave them 
similar sorts of advice, and he held a small banquet with the other 
Bayar tribesmen living in the fort. He also spent some time with Aman 
Ruhr and the White Fangs. Then, even though he had already talked 
to most of them, he still came to visit the Lionhearts in their mansion 
so that he could personally meet all those who bore the last name 
Lionheart and tell them various stories. 


Molon was especially fond of Gilead and his twins. Although there 
wasn’t much of a facial resemblance, Gilead’s long hair seemed to 
remind Molon of Vermouth. The twins found it difficult to get over 
their jitters when they first met Molon, but even though it didn’t 
really suit him, Molon acted like a kind grandfather to them and even 
gave them tips as the twins sparred. 


While at the fort, Molon hadn’t gotten an ounce of sleep. It was all 
because of the Nur. Even though the two days he had spent at the fort 
had been so busy, Molon had continuously kept an eye on Lehainjar. 
No one knew when the Nur might reappear. 


Two days before, it had seemed that the Nur had finally reappeared. 
But if that was all there was to it, then Eugene and Anise would have 


just accepted it as something that couldn’t be helped. If Molon had 
come back that very morning, they would have just found him and 
cursed at him a few times. However, it had been two full days and 
Molon had yet to return to the fort. 


So in order to find Molon, Eugene and Anise had left to climb 
Lehainjar. In order to prevent anyone from worrying needlessly, 
Eugene had given some vague explanation to the Patriarch — he told 
Gilead that they were going to receive a test from the Brave Molon at 
Lehainjar. It was a hastily made-up excuse, but being given a test by 
the great hero had held enough weight to convince the others. 


“In fact, it’s all because Molon is such an idiot,” Eugene spat out as he 
glared down at the light flickering in the palm of his hand. “Because 
that bastard put up such a tough act when all the knights were 
gathered together, everyone thinks that doing stuff like this is just 
Molon being Molon.” 


“You’re being too harsh on Molon,” Anise’s eyes widened as she stared 
at Eugene. “Molon definitely acts like a fool when he’s together with 
us, but in front of his descendants and the people from this era, he got 
his act together pretty fine, no?” 


“Yeah, and he looked way too serious. They say that ‘the position 
makes the person,’ and it seems like that really is the case,” Eugene 
sighed. 


“Hamel, you were already dead at the time, so you might not be clear 
about this, but three hundred years ago, Molon really was quite 
amazing,” Anise lectured him. “Molon was the one who first settled in 
this unexplored, frozen land at the northern end of the continent with 
just his own personal strength. At that time, the people of the 
continent were calling him the Pioneering King of the North.” 


“But factually speaking, it’s not like Molon did it all on his own, 
right?” Eugene argued. “I’ve heard that you also helped the founding 
of Ruhr by placing pressure on the Pope of Yuras, no?” 


Anise acknowledged his point. “Sienna helped as well, and Sir 
Vermouth also provided a significant portion of Molon’s pioneering 
funds. However, it was still all because of Molon’s personal strength 
and firm will that he was able to settle in this land and establish a 


kingdom.” 


This was just plain fact, without any exaggeration. Eugene clicked his 
tongue as he glared at the flickering flames. 


“In any case, they only allowed the two of us to come here and look 
for Molon without protesting because they thought that it was very 
much like Molon to give people this kind of task,” Eugene insisted. 


“Tt’s a pretty reasonable pretext,” Anise reminded him. “The founder 
of Ruhr, the great hero from three hundred years ago, has reappeared 
for the first time in a hundred years; the living legend decides to test 
the Hero and the Saint of the present era... doesn’t it sound like 
something from a myth or a legend?” 


“And yet, here we are, actually looking for Molon after he disappeared 
on his own,” Eugene grumbled. 


Unlike last time, they didn’t require Abel’s guidance. As they were 
leaving the Great Hammer Canyon last time, Eugene had left behind a 
magical beacon for the next time they came looking for Molon. The 
flame that Eugene was holding in the palm of his hand was leading 
the way as they searched for the magical beacon. 


Thanks to all of this, their movement speed had increased 
significantly. This was because last time they had come here, they had 
been forced to keep pace with Abel’s speed, but now there wasn’t any 
need for that. Eugene held his head high as he extinguished the flame 
held in his palm. 


At the very limits of his field of vision, the Great Hammer Canyon was 
wavering in the distance. There was still quite a distance before they 
could reach it, but if they kept up their current pace, they would 
probably get there in half a day. 


“The problem will be the barrier, what are we going to do about it?” 
Anise asked. 


“Tf I had taken the time to think about that, we wouldn’t have gotten 
here this fast, no?” Eugene pointed out. “In that case, while we were 
making our way through that blizzard, we might have even crossed 


paths and not noticed as Molon returned to the fort ahead of us.” 


“Tf that really happened, then I’m going to sock Molon right in the 
kisser when I see him,” Anise threatened. 


Eugene agreed. “You go ahead and smash the front of his head, I’ll 
take care of the back.” 


“Sounds good. Hamel, I’m going to head in for a bit, so take good care 
of Kristina and keep her out of danger,” Anise requested as she 
swapped places with Kristina. 


Now standing in her spot, Kristina blinked in surprise a few times 
before her brows furrowed and she shivered in the cold. 


“Don’t you think that you’re going too far?” Kristina complained. 
“What is it?” Eugene asked. 
Kristina clarified, “I’m talking about Sis—I mean, Lady Anise!” 


When it was just the two of them talking, Kristina would always 
address Anise as ‘Sister,’but using that form of address in front of 
other people was somehow embarrassing. 


[What’s the difference? I’ve already said this before, but between 
nuns, there’s nothing special about calling each other ‘sister,’ is 
there? ] 


There was certainly nothing unusual about nuns calling each other 
‘sister’, but when Kristina used that word, Anise always interpreted it 
as Kristina calling her ‘big sis.’ Kristina was well aware of this, so it 
made her embarrassed to call Anise ‘sister’ in front of others. 


Kristina aired her grievances. “I can understand why she would ask to 
swap places with me when she has a lot that she wants to say. I can 
also understand why she left most of the walk through this cold and 
inhospitable land to me. But Lady Anise is being quite ill-mannered by 
removing all the miracles that prevent the cold from affecting us the 
moment that she swaps places with me.” 


Anise admitted, [It’s fun for me to see you shivering in the cold. Also, 
this is all for your sake, Kristina] 


Krisitna muttered, “Just how in the world could this be for my sake...” 


[When you suddenly noticed how cold it was, wouldn’t it have been 
nice if you had thrown yourself into Hamel’s arms to escape the cold?] 


Kristina’s lips, which had just been about to vent her overflowing 
displeasure, were left flapping soundlessly. 


[That’s what I was expecting you to do without even thinking about it, 
but now that we’ve said all this, you’ve missed the chance to do so. 
While this opportunity has turned out to be a failure, next time, you 
should focus on embracing Hamel. If you’re hugging him because 
you’re cold, then even if he’s embarrassed, Hamel won’t reject it.] 


“Why have you suddenly stopped talking when you were just about to 
say something?” Eugene asked in concern. 


Kristina’s whole face blushed red as she stammered, “A-a-a devil, a 
devil is whispering to me inside of my head.” 


Though it had already passed the time when the sun would normally 
set, there was no night in Lehainjar. Eugene glared at the blizzard- 
strewn sky and the distant sunlight, as well as the towering, hammer- 
shaped cliffs below. 


The last time they came here, they pitched a tent nearby and camped 
here. However, there was no need to do so now. Neither Eugene nor 
Kristina felt any need to rest. 


Seeing the Great Hammer Canyon from here, it gave off a completely 
different atmosphere from what they had felt the last time they were 
here. No... rather, it was better said that the Great Hammer Canyon 
had been like this from the very beginning. The atmosphere at that 
time had been unusual—it had undergone a sudden transformation 
due to the appearance of the Nur. 


Currently, there was no feeling in the air like what they had felt the 
last time the Nur had appeared. They couldn’t see any signs of that 
hideous monster, nor did they feel the ominous aura that so resembled 
the Demon King of Destruction. Eugene clicked his tongue and carried 
on walking from where he had paused. 


Already down by the cliffs, Eugene turned back to Kristina and asked, 
“Do you need me to carry you down?” 


Kristina hesitated for a moment, unable to give an immediate answer. 
During that pause, her eyes met the glowering stare of Mer through an 
opening in Eugene’s cloak. Mer’s gaze was so scornful and suspicious 
that, for a few moments, Kristina seriously considered accepting the 
offer to be carried, but... 


Eventually, she rejected the offer. “Ahem... I’ll be fine.” 


It was not that she wasn’t fond of the idea, but she felt like she 
wouldn’t be able to bear the embarrassment of being carried by 
Eugene. Especially since it was clear that the voice of Anise in her 
head would tease her enough to make her want to die, so Krisitina 
didn’t have the confidence that she would be able to handle the 
teasing while keeping her composure. 


[What would be so embarrassing about that?] Anise complained. [If 
you keep hesitating like this, you’ll end up having a lot of things 
stolen from you. ] 


“...St-stolen from me?’ Kristina repeated questioningly. 


[I can think of dozens of things that might be stolen away from you, 
but it would be far too embarrassing for me to have to say them with 
my own lips, one by one.] 


Anise was teasing Kristina again. However, this kind of teasing was 
causing Kristina’s imagination to run wild. As the snow continued to 
fall, the wind was freezing cold, but in spite of the chill breeze 
blowing into her face, Kristina’s face was burning hot. 


After she calmed her racing breath with a cough, she spread her wings 
of light. 


The top of the cliffs looked the same as last time. The only thing that 
could be seen was a lot of snow, there were no other traces. 


Eugene, who had been expecting at least a few bloodstains, was 
unable to hide his disappointment. What if they really had crossed 
paths with Molon without even noticing it? Apart from being pissed 
off, in that case, Eugene and Anise would be forced to wait until 
Molon returned to come find them. 


‘He did say that he would be able to see Lehainjar even from a distance,’ 
Eugene recalled. 


For a few moments, Eugene was lost in thought as he paced the top of 
the cliffs. 


This place, the Great Hammer Canyon, acted as a kind of border — 
the frontier zone to which the Nur was limited when making its 
appearance into this world. The other side of the Lehainjar, where 
Molon had piled the corpses of the Nur, was also accessible from this 
point. 


‘This is too well hidden,’ Eugene judged. 


Akasha, which granted its wielder comprehension of all magic, was 
already in Eugene’s hands. However, it still wasn’t easy for him to find 
the spells that had been hidden within this cliff. 


It reminded him of the Darkroom. The spells there had been 
impossible for him to understand, but Eugene still remembered some 
of the magic formulas that had been used to create the Darkroom. 


“Mer,” Eugene called out. 


[I’m concentrating,] came Mer’s immediate reply from inside of the 
cloak. 


By linking her consciousness with Akasha, Mer was trying to interpret 
what spells there were in this location. Without any clues, it would 
have taken her a tremendous amount of time to interpret the spells in 
this whole area, but thankfully, she wasn’t completely clueless, as she 
had obtained some information from their time in the Darkroom. 


“He really did hide it very deeply,” Eugene muttered. 


Mer agreed. [Yep, that’s right. I don’t really know what the Nur is, but 
you remember what Sir Molon said, right?] 


The Nur emitted an ominous aura, like a kind of poison. Even if it 
died, that ominous aura wouldn’t disappear. Even an ordinary corpse 
could become the source of infectious diseases when it rotted, but if a 
mass of ominous miasma like the Nur’s corpse were to rot... and if 
those corpses had been piled up for a hundred years, then Lehainjar 
would definitely have been unable to maintain its current appearance. 


[The space here has been severed. Or perhaps ‘quarantined’ is a better 
word... You also know what these spells are mostly used for, right?] 
Mer reminded him. 


‘They’re meant to keep things secret,’ Eugene silently replied. 


[Yes, and it also has to be completely secure. It must be completely 
unnoticeable and impenetrable from both within and without. Thanks 
to the clues that we found, between me and Akasha... I think we can 
find it. However, I’m not sure if it's even possible for us to break into 
it,] Mer said doubtfully. 


Eugene disagreed. ‘It’s not like we don’t have any methods at all.’ 


[...Do you want to try and use that absurd sword?] Mer asked in 
concern. 


They were talking about the Moonlight Sword. 


[Well, if you use that thing, then I’m not really sure... it really might 
be possible to create an opening in this magical barrier that doesn’t 
quite feel like ordinary magic,] Mer mused. [However, Sir Eugene, 
what are you going to do after that? Sir Molon isn’t a wizard. If this 
barrier is the result of the power that was granted to him by Sir 
Vermouth, that means it's one-of-a-kind. Once the barrier is broken by 
the Moonlight Sword, it might be impossible to repair the opening. ] 


‘I have no intention of actually breaking it,’ Eugene responded as laid his 
hands on the Moonlight Sword inside of his cloak. ‘I’m just going to 


knock on the door a bit. If he’s still on the inside, he'll see that there’s 
something going on outside the barrier. If nothing happens and nobody 
reacts, that means Molon is not inside. Or perhaps that idiot is just too 
dense to notice.’ 


Of course, there was also another possibility... but Eugene didn’t 
really want to follow that train of thought. 


“We’ve already come this far, but to be honest, I’m not sure about 
this,” Kristina suddenly confessed as she followed behind Eugene, who 
was still circling the tops of the tops of the cliffs. 


The sound of her voice came as a surprise, but Eugene immediately 
noticed that Anise had once again resumed control of their shared 
body. Because the two had swapped places in front of him so many 
times, Eugene had learned how to tell the subtle difference in accent 
between Anise and Kristina. 


“What are you so caught up on?” Eugene questioned. 


Anise reminded him, “Molon said that he didn’t want to show us what 
was on the other side, because the poisonous aura there is so thick 
and because it might make your head strange. Then he said that it 
might even make us sick. He kept making up more excuses like that to 
keep us from looking.” 


Molon, that Molon, had kept trying to make up excuses despite 
absolutely sucking at it. 


“That means there is something Molon doesn’t want us to see on the 
other side,” Anise concluded. 


“So what about it?” Eugene snorted dismissively. 


Anise glared at him. “Hamel, I knew that you would say something 
like that. You’re really just as inconsiderate as you were three hundred 
years ago.” 


Eugene replied, “Anise, you also saw that look in Molon’s eyes. Right 
here, when we first met Molon, did you really forget what Molon 
looked like at that moment?” 


“Molon at that time really wasn’t like the usual Molon,” Anise 
recalled. 


“That’s right, Molon wasn’t like himself,” Eugene agreed. “He drove us 
away with a ferocious swing of his ax. But after all that debacle, only 
a few days later, he shows up smiling like a fool, dragging us into 
hugs, and sobbing like a baby.” 


Eugene didn’t want to accept that the situation was suspicious, but at 
this point, he had no other choice but to acknowledge it. He thus 
voiced his fears. 


“Tt isn’t that Molon couldn’t have changed over the past three hundred 
years. He has definitely changed, but when he’s in front of us, he 
seems as if he hasn’t changed at all. Perhaps he’s hiding those changes 
for some reason. I don’t know the reason, and it seems that Molon 
doesn’t want to talk about it, but since I’m a son of a bitch, I don’t 
need to be considerate of Molon. I need to see why Molon is doing this 
with my own two eyes.” 


“Please don’t call yourself a son of a bitch,” Anise protested. 
“But you called me a son of a bitch earlier,” Eugene argued back. 


“T said that you’re no different from a son of a bitch, I didn’t say that 
you were a son of a bitch,” Anise corrected him. “Also Hamel, if even 
you think that what you’re currently trying to do makes you into a son 
of a bitch, even if it’s just for your own sake, shouldn't you try not to 
be a son of a bitch?” 


Eugene just smirked in response to this. In the end, Anise was 
spouting all these words and arguing that they should be considerate 
of Molon’s feelings, but she was still standing here and she hadn’t 
actually refused to go over to the other side. After all, wasn’t it Anise 
who had first pointed out the incongruity in Molon’s words a few days 
ago? 


—The thing that you don't want us to see over there isn’t just random stuff 
like some monster corpses. 


—Also, I am still the same old me. The more you don’t want to show me 


something, the more I want to see it, regardless of the cost. 


Anise Slywood really was this kind of terrible person. In fact, Anise 
wasn’t the only one. Eugene was the same type of person, and if 
Sienna had been here as well, Sienna would have also behaved in the 
same fashion. 


The party had gone through all sorts of things together. They had 
almost died over and over again. They had spent dozens of years 
wandering around together like that. Their journey through Helmuth 
had changed each of them in various ways. 


However, there were some things that hadn’t changed. If Molon really 
had changed, if he had been left with no choice but to change during 
these long three hundred years, and if Molon had been forced to 
change during the hundred years he had spent blocking the Nur’s 
escape, then... 


Hamel and Anise needed to find out the reason for this. 
“Tt’s here,” Eugene called out as his steps halted. 


Within the cloak, Mer was gasping for breath. It was only natural for 
her to do so, as she almost had to overload herself in order to interpret 
the spells layered over this space. Eugene stuck his hand into his cloak 
and patted Mer on the head a few times. 


[Don’t think that you can end things with just that,] Mer warned him. 
[Next time, you need to take me to ride on the merry-go-round. ] 


“Merry-go-round...?” Eugene repeated in confusion. 


Mer pouted. [Sir Eugene, you often show a strange reaction to the 
words merry-go-round. Could it be that you’re embarrassed of riding 
on a merry-go-round with me?] 


“Tt’s not embarrassing, but... something is a bit off...,” Eugene 
muttered awkwardly as he removed his hand from Mer’s head and 
pulled out the Moonlight Sword. 


“’..The Moonlight Sword...” Anise’s expression stiffened slightly as she 
said its name. 


The sword had kept the same appearance as it had three hundred 
years ago, but just by looking at it, Anise could feel her heart begin to 
pound. Even though it had been shattered, leaving behind only the 
hilt and fragments of the blade, the strangely ominous aura that the 
sword emitted still remained. 


At first glance, it seemed to be just a part of an ordinary sword, 
something that could have been sold by just about any blacksmith’s 
workshop. 


Eugene held the sword by its scabbard and slowly pulled the hilt as if 
drawing the blade out. 


Fwooosh...! 


Pale moonlight flickered, forming the blade. As ever, Anise just 
couldn’t get used to the sight of that light. 


Eugene was similarly unable to get used to the light of the Moonlight 
Sword. Its ominous aura was different from that of the Demon King of 
Destruction... it was refined, yet somehow still turbulent. 


Destruction in the form of a sword. 


The blade of light flickered within Eugene’s grasp. He had no 
intention of breaking the barrier; all he wanted to do was knock on it 
slightly. It was possible for him to adjust the power of the sword to 
that extent. 


With that thought in mind, Eugene lifted the Moonlight Sword. 


However, it turned out that there was no need for him to knock. The 
moment that the Moonlight Sword fell toward the barrier, as if 
responding to its light, the barrier opened up wide. Though opening 
up the way to the dimension on the other side wasn’t like opening an 
actual physical door. 


There wasn’t any floating feeling either. 


As if the world around them had just decided to change on its own, 
Eugene and Anise were suddenly standing in a different location. 


“.,.What... what did you do?” Anise asked hesitantly. 


Eugene denied his involvement. “No, I didn’t do anything. The barrier 
just opened up on its own...” 


Could it be that Molon had felt something in advance? Or perhaps 
Vermouth’s barrier had responded to the Moonlight Sword and 
opened up the door? Right now, Eugene didn’t know the answer to 
these questions. 


“Ugh...” Anise suddenly gagged and clasped her hand across her 
mouth. 


Three hundred years ago, they had seen so many terrible sights that 
they had almost gotten bored of them. However, no matter how 
experienced Anise herself was, in Kristina’s body, which had no 
tolerance for such things, her first reaction to the sight in front of 
them was a violent rejection. 


The same went for Eugene as well. He felt dizzy and had to grab hold 
of his own knees to stop himself from falling over. 


This place was still in Lehainjar, the other side of the Great Hammer 
Canyon. 


However, there were no similarities to the world beyond. There wasn’t 
even any snow on the ground and no snow was falling from the sky 
either. Whether it was the ground beneath their feet or the eye- 
stinging landscape around them, everything seemed bizarrely 
distorted. 


This scenery reminded Eugene of Helmuth from three hundred years 
ago. In the Devildom, it was nothing strange for just about anything to 
occur. It was a hideous and grotesque land that, to any of the humans 
caught there, was no different from hell. 


Boom, boom. 


They could see the winding and twisting peaks of the mountains 
above. The churned-up ground, that seemed to have been created as 
lava boiled up from below the surface and then cooled down, was 
covered in blood and bits of flesh. 


Boom, boom. 


A corpse was on the ground not far from where they stood. The body 
was familiar to Eugene — just like the one he had seen a few days 
ago, it was a corpse of the monkey-like the Nur. But this corpse was a 
far more ghastly sight. 


At that time, the corpse of the Nur that they found had been killed 
cleanly and lay on the ground with its throat slit. By contrast, this 
corpse was not lying on the ground, but rather strewn across the 
ground, ripped into pieces. 


Boom! Boom! 


From somewhere in the distance and far above, loud and heavy 
crashing sounds echoed. 


Chapter 242 
The Brave Molon (2) 


Eugene and Anise stood quietly in front of the Nur’s corpse for a few 
moments. Just why had the body been left in this state? The two had 
the same suspicion in their heads, but they couldn’t bear to voice their 
thoughts out loud. 


Instead, they just took a few moments to sort out their emotions. 
The crashing sound could still be heard intermittently. 


Afraid to stick her head out of the cloak, Mer just curled up inside of 
the cloak. Under the usual circumstances, Eugene would have patted 
Mer on the head or held her hand so that she wouldn’t be so anxious, 
but right now, he simply couldn’t bring himself to do it. He was 
feeling anxious himself, and he really didn’t have the attention to 
spare for comforting her. 


After standing there absentmindedly for some time, Eugene clicked his 
tongue and shook his head. 


“Idiot,” he cursed. He didn’t want to think about it, but he couldn’t 
help it. 


Eugene walked past the Nur’s corpse. Anise also let out a quiet sigh 
and followed behind him. 


It was difficult to walk across the ground that rose and fell in waves as 
if flowing lava had seemingly hardened in place. Some places were 
hard enough to walk over, but other places were not as sturdy, and 
their feet would sink into the ground when they crossed those areas. 


In addition, Lehainjar was a snowy mountain, and snow was naturally 
falling on its other side, but here, there was not even a trace of snow, 
much less a wintry landscape. Instead, everything here looked like a 


toddler’s haphazard finger painting. Bizarre shapes with no coherent 
patterns formed the landscape. 


Eugene and Anise were very familiar with this kind of environment. 
At this point in time, Helmuth was considered one of the empires. It 
was a normal country that accepted immigrants from all over the 
continent, and had lost all traces of its former appearance from three 
hundred years ago. The Helmuth of the past, however, had been a 
terrible sight worthy of being called ‘Hell.’ 


“This reminds me of the old days,” Eugene muttered as he climbed up 
the curved slope. 


“Do you miss those days?” Anise asked from behind him. 


“To be honest, it would be a lie to say that I didn’t miss them,” Eugene 
admitted. “Back then, I was still alive and hadn’t died yet, and you 
were also alive at that time.” 


Anise laughed wryly and nodded. 


She glanced down at the lump of flesh by her feet. It was a fragment 
of a corpse that had been shredded to such minute bits that it was 
impossible to imagine what it originally looked like. Similar bits of 
flesh were scattered all across their field of view. 


Someone had dragged the corpse here, randomly knocking it against 
whatever was in the way, then had torn it apart with grip strength 
alone before throwing the pieces away. While it was impossible to 
imagine the original appearance of the corpse, it was possible for 
them to picture why the corpse had become like this. 


Eugene looked at the intestines hanging from a twisted tree. 
Were they already rotten? 


He couldn’t really tell. The smell was foul and the colors were odd, so 
they definitely seemed to be rotten... or perhaps it was that the Nur’s 
internal organs looked like that to begin with. 


Eugene wondered if that was even important. This place was more 
like a garbage dump than a grave, so it was more accurate to say that 
the shredded corpses here had been thrown away like garbage instead 
of being ‘enshrined’ within a tomb. 


Besides the lumps of flesh, guts, blood, and bones, there were several 
other traces visible. There were clear scratch marks on the cliffs and 
rocks — at least, it was clear that they had been intentionally made, 
though it was hard to tell if they were meant to be pictures or words. 


Among all these traces, the ones that were most common and most 
prominent... were the traces of violence seemingly left by something 
thrashing about and randomly destroying whatever was around them. 


Eugene and Anise walked past these traces, continuing to climb 
upward. The higher they got, the more violent, obvious, and frequent 
these traces grew. It was as if the one who left them behind wanted to 
make sure that no one would climb up this mountain. Or, perhaps, 
they didn’t want anything up there to come back down. 


“Idiot.” 


This time it was Anise, not Eugene, who muttered this word. She 
stepped forward herself and swung her flail to topple the rubble 
blocking them. 


Boom, boom! 


The sound was no longer coming from so far away. Eugene tucked the 
Moonlight Sword, which he had been holding in his hand, back into 
his cloak. 


For a moment, he hesitated. Should he pull something else out and 
keep it at the ready? He thought about it for a second. Was there 
really a reason for why he needed to have a weapon in his hand? In 
the end, he decided not to worry about it. He didn’t pull out another 
weapon, and he didn’t even clench his fists. 


Anise, who now followed behind him once more, also hung the flail 
that she was holding back at her waist. Instead, both of her hands 
reached up to clutch the rosary hanging around her neck. In a low 


voice, Anise began to recite a prayer. 

Boom, boom! 

The sound was now coming from right ahead of them. 
A few moments later, Molon came into view. 


He looked just like what they had imagined he would from the 
moment that they had entered this side of the Lehainjar and had first 
heard those thunderous blasts. 


Molon was sitting on his knees, with both hands gripping the ground, 
and he was smashing his own head into the ground. Every time this 
happened, the ground shook as if an earthquake had occurred. 


Inside the cloak, Mer swallowed back a gasp. Eugene and Anise didn’t 
show any immediate reaction. While they were climbing up here — 
no, from the moment Molon had revealed that there was something 
here that he didn’t want to show them... they had suspected that they 
might see something like this. 


Eugene and Anise were all too familiar with Molon. From three 
hundred years ago until now, Molon had always been a brave warrior 
who would never back down from a challenge. Someone else instead 
would have entertained the thought of just collapsing and giving in to 
despair when faced with such a duty, but they couldn’t even imagine 
the sight of Molon quitting like that. 


Molon had always stood at the forefront of the battlefield. He took 
that as his duty, and everyone entrusted the vanguard to Molon as if it 
was only natural. And truly, in those days, it was the natural thing to 
do. Because Molon was brave and he never backed down; he was a 
true warrior who was strong and would never falter. 


“Hey,” Eugene called out to Molon in a quiet voice. 


Eugene hadn’t directly experienced the three hundred years that had 
passed since they had last met. The same went for Anise. Anise had 
died and become an angel, but following her death, she had spent 
most of that time asleep. Thus, the two had never experienced what a 


long and terrible period of time three hundred years could be for a 
human being. 


However, it was different for Molon. He had lived for those whole 
three hundred years. Apart from himself, all of his comrades had died, 
and after they had disappeared, he had endured all that time alone. 
He had the opportunity to choose to die in peace and happiness, with 
everyone’s blessings for all that he had done. 


Yet, Molon hadn’t made that choice. 


It was not that he was unwilling to die. No, Molon wanted to die, but 
he wanted a warrior’s death. In his view, all of his friends had died as 
warriors, and he desired the same for himself. 


Then, Vermouth had entrusted this mission to Molon just as the latter 
was caught in this distress. Naturally, Molon had happily accepted the 
mission. 


For over a hundred years, he alone had blocked the appearance of this 
race of ominous monsters whose origin was impossible to confirm. He 
had issued an edict to prevent anyone from crossing the Great Hamer 
Canyon and climbing to the peak of the snowy mountain. This was out 
of concern that people would encounter the Nur, as it was practically 
impossible to predict when and where they would reappear. Thus, 
Molon had to keep permanent watch over this barren wasteland at the 
end of the world. 


Molon was strong. He was brave. He never backed down, and he 
never despaired. He would never collapse. 


But he could still be worn down. 


The weight of his hundreds of years had ground away at Molon’s 
mental strength. His body was still as strong as ever, but there were 
hundreds and thousands of corpses piled up in this place and all of the 
corpses were emitting poisonous aura. In addition, having to watch 
from the side as all of his beloved and dependable comrades, as well 
as his descendants, left this world, leaving him all alone, had gnawed 
away at Molon from the inside. 


Now, his deceased comrades had reappeared in front of Molon. Their 
appearances were different from what they had looked like hundreds 
of years before, but Molon was still able to recognize them. 


Eugene didn’t know if Molon still personally thought of himself as the 
same ‘Brave Molon’ that he had been three hundred years before. 
However, now that he was able to reunite with his deceased 
comrades, Molon had probably decided that he wanted everyone to be 
able to address him the same as they had back in the day, and see him 
as the same great figure that they remembered rather than as a pitiful, 
ruined version of himself. 


The Molon that Eugene remembered was just that type of fool. An 
idiot who didn’t know how to use tricks and complicated things like 
that, and could only think in a barbaric and simple way. 


As such, Eugene couldn’t help but call Molon a fool once more. 
“Hey, idiot.” 


The booming noises suddenly stopped. The figure of Molon, who had 
been pounding his head against the ground like a machine, froze in 
place. 


Molon raised his head from the deep crater that he had dug. He didn’t 
turn to look behind him immediately. Instead, he stayed like that for a 
few moments, then slowly turned his head. 


“T didn’t want to show you this side of me,” Molon said as he stood 
up. 


His back was still turned toward them. Eugene stared at the bulging 
muscles that lined Molon’s back — his skin was flawless, with not a 
single scar. 


Molon’s back, so tall and broad usually, looked strangely small now. 


“So what,” Eugene scoffed. “It was only a question of sooner or later. 
Eventually, we would have found you like this. Have you forgotten 
about it? You agreed to show us this place once the Knight March was 
over.” 


Molon argued back. “What I promised to show you was this place, not 
me acting like this.” 


“Have you forgotten what I said?” Anise spoke up, her voice trembling 
slightly at first. However, she soon caught hold of her emotions and 
forced out her usual smile. 


“Molon, didn’t I say that if there's something that you definitely didn't 
want to show me, that would only make me want to see it all the 
more, no matter what the cost may be? From the time that I was born 
to the time that I died, I haven’t had many wishes that came true, but 
thanks to you, I’ve been able to enjoy such a rare experience.” 


It wasn’t that Anise couldn’t imagine Molon being in such a state. As 
the Saint, she had healed and saved countless people. In the process, 
she had seen countless people die in front of her without being able to 
do anything, and right at the very end, she hadn’t even been able to 
save herself. 


Thus, Anise was well aware of how people could break down and 
collapse. She had faced the option of giving in to despair and running 
away from everything. But in the end, she had been unable to run 
away. Things like her beliefs and her duty had held her back like a 
curse at her very last moment. 


Anise didn’t regret dying like that, however. In the end, she had been 
able to choose death rather than being forced into it. 


However, Molon was different. He wasn’t able to choose death. No 
one else could help him, nor could they save him. 


“If your head... was injured even a little, then I could at least heal 
you. But your head is so damn tough, Molon. I know you don’t even 
have a scratch. Well, it’s kinda nice not having anything to do.” 


Anise sympathized with Molon. Her heart ached for him, and it felt 
like she might even cry. However, she definitely couldn’t allow herself 
to reveal these feelings. She felt like Molon wouldn’t want to see her 
like that, and Anise herself didn’t want to behave like that. 


“,.You two,” Molon said as he chuckled. 


After staring blankly up at the sky for a few moments, Molon slowly 
turned around, and they were finally able to see his face. 


It was just as Anise had said. Even though he had slammed his face 

into the ground hard enough that the very mountain itself had been 
shaken by the force, Molon’s forehead bore not a single scratch, let 

alone any injury or blood. 


While he was physically intact, however, his expression said 
something completely different about his mental state. The impression 
that Molon had given off when they had seen him just a few days 
before was that he was the same Molon that they had known in the 
old days, but the man they were seeing in front of their eyes... 


This man was the same as he had been when they had first reunited in 
the Great Hammer Canyon. His eyes were cold, without any trace of 
emotion. Eyes that seemed to have been hollowed out by the years. 
Just like the eyes of Vermouth in the Darkroom — tired, cloudy, dull. 


“You... you haven’t changed. You’re just like you were in the old 
days,” Molon muttered at Eugene and Anise, looking at them with 
those lifeless eyes. 


At these words, Eugene snorted and shook his head. “It’s because 
we've both died once. That goes for me especially, since I died the 
earliest. It’s only natural that I haven’t changed.” 


“That goes for me as well,” Anise agreed. “My life was also quite 
tragic, but I was still able to take my life after doing all the things that 
I wanted to do and drinking to my heart’s content.” 


“T...,” Molon trailed off with a light. “I tried my best not to change. I 
thought that I couldn’t allow myself to do so. However, against my 
own will, I couldn’t help but to change slowly.” 


Eugene pointed out, “Three hundred years is a long time for a human 
being.” 


“T know,” Molon sighed. “Three hundred years is a really long time. 
However, I still didn’t want to change. I told myself that I couldn’t, 
and I believed that I would only be able to fulfill my mission by 


maintaining a clear state of self. 
A few days ago... 
—Is it because of Vermouth’s request that you are unable to die? 


When Eugene had asked that question, Molon had replied with a 
smile. 


—I won’t die because I don’t want to. 


—As a warrior, I need to live a worthy life. While following the request of 
an old friend, I am protecting the snowy mountains and the snowfield that 
I love, the country that I created with my own hand, and even the whole 
world. 


—I don’t want to die an unsightly death from old age. I want to die as a 
warrior, as a hero. Currently, death seems like a distant thing to me, but if 
I eventually lose strength and end up dying... 


“TI must not fall,” Molon stated. 


—The corpses of the Nur that I have piled up until this point will act as 
proof of my life as a warrior and a hero. 


Molon proudly declared, “This is the mission that Vermouth entrusted 
to me. As the only one of us left alive, I accepted his request.” 


Vermouth had made the request, and Molon had chosen to accept it. 
Because this was what Molon wanted. 


Molon did not resent Vermouth. Vermouth hadn’t given him any 
explanation. He hadn’t said what the Nur were, nor why they kept 
reappearing. He hadn’t even explained why he was asking for this 
favor. 


Yet, Molon still didn’t resent Vermouth. It was because he knew full 
well that the only one Vermouth could trust with this sort of task was 
the Brave Molon. 


“..I’m fine,” Molon said after a vigorous shake of his head. “I’m just a 
little dizzy. As you may have already sensed, the Nur’s miasma is 
hellish. It’s impossible to get used to it. Especially for me, since I’ve 
killed so many of them over such a long period of time. As such, there 
are times when I can’t control all of the things inside me.” 


“So what? Since you can’t control yourself, you’re trying to solve your 
problems like that?” Eugene asked sarcastically. 


“T know that it's embarrassing and ugly. I’m all too aware that such 
behavior does not befit a warrior, so I didn’t want to show you this. 
The more I thought about it, the angrier I grew with myself. That’s 
why I was smashing my own head into the ground,” Moon 
shamefacedly confessed. 


“Idiot. Do you really think that you can let go of your anger by 
smashing your head into the ground,” Eugene muttered as he clenched 
and unclenched his fists. 


At these words, Molon could only grin. 


“Hamel, Anise,” Molon spoke up after a short silence. Like his weary 
eyes, his voice sounded just as worn out as he continued, “Isn’t it 
enough now?” 


“What do you mean?” Eugene demanded. 


“Hamel, you said that you wanted to see this place. Anise, you also 
said that you wanted to see the thing that I didn’t want to show 
anyone. In the end, you’ve seen all that you wanted to see,” Molon 
reminded them. 


Eugene noticed that Molon’s fingertips were trembling slightly. 


Molon attempted to persuade them. “I don’t know how you got in 
here. Even if I make you leave, you might be able to come back in. 
But please, don’t. I still... need some time to calm down properly. I 
don’t want you to see me in that state any longer.” 


Molon could feel Eugene’s gaze. He cupped his trembling hands 
together to hide the shaking and turned back around. 


“Go back to Fort Lehain. There’s a chance that the Nur might reappear 
once more. I... I will return in two days,” Molon promised. 


“And what if the Nur doesn’t reappear during those two days,” Eugene 
retorted. “Will you keep banging your head on the floor like you were 
before?” 


Molon defended himself, “It’s not like it’s really all that painful for me 
to do so.” 


“T suppose so,” Eugene agreed sarcastically.” Your body is uselessly 
tough, and if your body breaks down because of excessive self-injury, 
then you won’t be able to continue fulfilling Vermouth’s request.” 


“Tm not just doing this because of Vermouth’s request, Hamel. Like I 
said before, any one of us would do the same thing that I am,” Molon 
argued back. 


“T know. There’s no way that you can just leave a monster like the Nur 
or whatever to its own devices, so even if it were me in your place, I 
would have lived here in order to keep killing the Nur. Then, when I 
finally thought that I couldn’t continue doing this any longer, I would 
have killed myself,” Eugene stated without any hesitation. 


“That wouldn’t have happened, Hamel. You weren’t such a weak 
warrior. None of us would have ever committed suicide without 
fulfilling our mission.” 


“Then I would just gone crazy and broken down,” Eugene muttered as 
he stared at Molon. “Just like you have.” 


“’..l’m not crazy,” Molon denied it. “I’m not broken either. I’m just 
having trouble keeping calm.” 


“T hope that is the case. For you, it must have been a very long time 
ago, but the battlefield that we fought on...,” Eugene smirked as he 
kicked something in front of him. 


Pow! 


A crumpled Nur’s head was sent flying by Eugene’s kick. 


“..It was full of monsters that were much worse than this one. If you 
were caught up with dealing with a guy like this for over a hundred 
years, then someone like you, who’s barbaric by nature and 
overflowing with strength, would never be satisfied with just that. It 
might get your blood boiling, but it wouldn’t be enough to calm you 
back down.” 


Anise attempted to intervene, “Hamel, Molon is—” 
“Be quiet, Anise,” Eugene cut her off. 


In the face of Eugene’s sharp gaze, Anise just sighed and took a few 
steps back. 


“Idiots,” Anise muttered. 
“Don’t include me in that,” Eugene replied with a laugh. 


Eugene put his right hand inside of his cloak and raised his gaze to 
look up the mountain. There was still some more distance that they 
could climb. 


“Hey, Molon, I want to take a look at the peak of this mountain,” 
Eugene suggested. 


“There’s nothing there,” Molon informed him. “The view isn’t worth 
much either.” 


“That’s for me to judge.” 
“Hamel.” 


Eugene changed the subject. “Come to think of it, your descendant 
told me quite an interesting story.” 


Back in Hamelon, the capital of Ruhr, Aman Ruhr had dropped them 
in front of the statue of Hamel and Molon, then said something to 


Eugene with a smirk. 


Recalling that moment, Eugene said, “I’ve heard that you said it 
yourself. That three hundred years ago, you were the strongest of 
Vermouth’s comrades. In other words, you were saying that you were 
stronger than me.” 


“Hamel,” Molon called out calmly. 


Eugene continued unimpeded, “Come to think of it, I’m also very 
curious. While traveling around with Vermouth, I faced him a few 
times, but I’ve never had a proper match with you.” 


Molon turned his head around once more to look at Eugene. 
“Also, Anise showed me something interesting,” Eugene added. 


He was talking about the dream that he had been shown through the 
Holy Sword in the Samar Rainforest. 


“You, you said something while weeping on my grave, didn’t you? 
You said that you wanted to fight with me someday. You wanted to 
know, between you and me, who was the greater warrior, right?” 
Eugene pressed Molon. 


Molon hesitantly tried to defuse the situation. “...I, I don’t need to 
fight with you, Hamel. I know you very well. I recognize your ability. 
You're greater, braver, and stronger—” 


“Do you really think that?” Eugene asked while tilting his head to the 
side. 


Unable to reply, Molon just glared at Eugene. Seeing this gaze, Eugene 
smiled and nodded. 


“Your eyes tell me that you don’t really think that,” Eugene observed 
as his hand inside of his cloak grabbed onto Akasha. 


Molon warned him, “Don’t do anything foolish, Hamel.” 


“He would have thought that such words would ever come from your 
lips,” Eugene sarcastically marveled as his White Flame Formula 
emitted sparks of purple flames. 


As Molon saw this appearance, he clenched his fists. 


Eugene saw a faint light beginning to flicker within Molon’s eyes. He 
promised, “I won’t use any weapons, because you’re a friend, after 
all.” 


“Hamel!” Molon shouted in alarm. 


“However, I will use magic. Since your skills aren’t the same as they 
were in my past life, it should be fine for me to use the magic that I 
wasn’t able to use back then,” Eugene justified himself. 


With Akasha, Eugene began to prepare his Signature. 
Anise, who had already backed off into the distance, shook her head. 


“Idiots.” 


Chapter 243 
The Brave Molon (3) 


Eugene was going to fight with Molon. 
He was going to fight, and he was going to win. 
‘Though there’s no way that’s possible,’ Eugene admitted to himself. 


From the very beginning, Eugene didn’t really think he had any 
possibility of winning. Even if he poured out all that he had into this 
fight, his chances of victory would be slim, so it would be far too 
arrogant of Eugene to believe that he might be able to seize victory 
when fighting Molon without any weapons. 


‘As for Ignition... I don’t really want to use it. But depending on the 
circumstances, it should be fine.’ 


Winning this fight wasn’t all that important. 


Molon might disagree with him, but at least that was what Eugene 
thought. 


In fact, if he had the opportunity, Eugene really did want to fight with 
Molon and win. It wasn’t like he hadn’t had such thoughts in his 
previous life when he was still Hamel. Just like how Molon had 
wanted to fight with Hamel, Hamel had also wanted to fight with 
Molon. 


However, so many things had changed since then. Hamel had become 
Eugene, and Molon had stayed alive over these past three hundred 
years. All that time had worn out Molon’s spirit, but his barbarically 
limitless strength must have reached new heights. 


As for Eugene? He currently had unlimited potential. However, that 


potential had yet to fully bloom. According to Eugene’s own 
estimation, if he gave it his all, he felt like he wouldn’t be any weaker 
than he was in his previous life. If one just looked at all the options he 
had in combat, he had a lot more in his repertoire than what he had 
had in his previous life. However, Eugene couldn’t really evaluate 
himself as being indisputably stronger than he was in his past life. 


In those days, at his peak, Hamel might not have had a diverse range 
of abilities, but when it came to killing his enemies, Hamel was as 
efficient as a grim reaper. 


Also, even if the peak Hamel was present today, he wouldn’t be able 
to defeat the current Molon. 


“Hamel,” Molon said. 


He looked at Eugene with eyes that betrayed his confusion. He didn’t 
know why Eugene was insisting on a fight all of a sudden. What would 
change if they did fight? 


Nothing would change. 


Perhaps Hamel thought that after defeating Molon in a fight, he would 
be able to make Molon listen to him. 


‘Since I’ve won, obey my orders.’ 


When it came to Hamel, such words and actions really suited him. 
However, wouldn’t that only work if Hamel actually won? Was he so 
excited that he couldn’t grasp the difference between their strengths? 


“There’s no meaning in doing this,” Molon tried to persuade him. 
“You and I—” 


Eugene refused to keep listening until Molon was finished speaking. 
Instead, he pulled Akasha out of his cloak. Then, since he had decided 
not to use a weapon, he also took off his cloak and threw it behind 
him. 


“S-Sir Eugene!” a voice called out. 


Mer, who had finally gotten used to the miasma on this side, belatedly 
stuck her head out of the cloak. Similar to Molon, Mer was also having 
trouble understanding why this was happening. She wriggled her body 
out from beneath the cloak in order to climb out, only to hesitate, not 
having completely gotten over her fears. 


She had only been able to adapt to the extent that she didn’t lose 
consciousness, and even that was only possible because more than half 
of her body was still hidden within the Cloak of Darkness’s subspace. 
She was afraid that if she came out like this, her existence as a 
familiar would be corrupted by that ominous aura. 


“Just leave those fools alone,” Anise said as she picked up the cloak. 


After glancing down at Mer, who was poking her head out of a gap in 
the cloak, Anise threw the cloak over her own shoulders. 


Fwoosh! 


Anise’s divine power transformed into light and enveloped her whole 
body. It was only then that Mer felt secure. 


Mer stammered, “Th-thank you...” 


“There’s no need for that. Mer, you and I are both having a hard time 
because of these fools,” Anise said sympathetically. 


“Aren’t you going to stop Sir Eugene, Lady Anise?” 


“Tt’s not just you. Kristina keeps asking me the same thing. Why aren’t 
I stopping them already? But those fools won’t listen to me even if I 
do tell them to stop. Since they won’t listen to my words, I’d have to 
step in between them if I wanted to make them stop. But why should I 
do such an exhausting thing?” Anise asked as her face crumpled into a 
scowl. “Just leave those two idiots alone. They don’t listen to people 
when they talk. Because fools like them have their own foolish ways 
of sorting things out.” 


Mer hesitated, “But what if...” 


“T know what you’re worried about,” Anise nodded. “However, Mer, 
just who do you think I am? Even if those two get into a reckless fight, 
I can heal them as long as they don’t die. That idiot Hamel should be 
taking that into account while picking a fight like this. That’s why I’m 
so annoyed. Because in the end, aren’t they still counting on me to 
provide a miracle for the fools that they are?” 


[Sister, if you hate the thought of that so much, wouldn’t it be better 
for you to step forward now and mediate between the two?] Kristina 
prompted. 


Anise thought back, ‘Silly Kristina! As I thought, you only have a shallow 
grasp of this situation. If you leave them alone, Hamel will end up half- 
crippled and in need of a miracle from me. Don’t you want to be able to 
look down at a Hamel who’s as weak as he can be? Don’t you want to see 
him being healed by the miracle that you’ve called upon?’ 


These thoughts were so shady that it was hard to believe that a 
Saintess had even thought of them. As such, Kristina was left shocked, 
yet she just couldn’t answer no to the questions that Anise sent flying 
at her. 


[Sister. When the time comes, please switch places with me,] Kristina 
eventually requested. 


‘Don’t worry about it. Kristina, you should be sure to remember. It’s not 
just moments like these. Both of us have to make sure that we share any 
enjoyable situations that come up fairly between us,’ Anise replied to her. 


The bond between Kristina and Anise thus grew even deeper. 


While this conversation was going on behind the scenes, Eugene 
prepared to activate the formula for his Signature that he had built up 
within Akasha. This was a Signature that had been created with the 
help of several of Aroth’s Archwizards. It was still incomplete, but that 
didn’t mean there was too much of a delay when it came to casting it. 


In a confrontation between wizards, speed was more important than 
the scale, power, or sophistication of their magic. The Signature that 
was known to be the fastest of them all was the Pantheon of the Red 
Tower Master Lovellian, the man who happened to be Eugene’s master 


in magic. 


As Lovellian’s student, it was guaranteed that the speed of Eugene’s 
Signature wouldn’t be low. 


The immense magical formula of Eugene’s Signature, which was 
characteristic of all great spells, wasn’t just being built up within 
Akasha. 


The purpose of Eugene’s Ring Flame Formula wasn’t merely to 
explosively accelerate his mana output. Its original foundation was 
based on Sienna’s Eternal Hole, and Eugene had simply replaced the 
Circles of the Circle Magic Formula with the Stars from the White 
Flame Formula. The Ring Flame Formula that was created in this 
fashion still retained the ability to record spell formulas like the 
Eternal Hole did, and this made it possible for him to cast most spells 
without any incantations. 


After he had reached the Sixth Star of the White Flame Formula, 
Eugene’s Stars wouldn’t stop spinning. The White Flame Formula had 
been completely integrated into the Ring Flame Formula and evolved. 


The Stars in his heart began to brighten. The starlight resonated with 
Akasha. His Signature’s formula was shared between Akasha and his 
Ring Flame Formula, because it was necessary to imprint the spell 
itself onto Eugene. 


Thanks to that, this spell didn’t require any incantations. Just by 
making Akasha resonate with the Ring Flame Formula, Eugene could 
immediately cast the spell. 


Fwoosh! 


Purple flame rose from Eugeen’s left shoulder blade. The flickering 
trail of flames appeared to create a fiery wing. The single wing of 
purple flames rose higher and higher before spreading wide open. 


“Hamel, what in the world is that?” Molon asked in surprise, without 
even backing away as he saw this single wing of flame spreading out 
from behind Eugene. 


He had lived for hundreds of years, but he was still virtually a 
stranger to magic. However, he could still tell that the spell Eugene 
was currently casting was unusual. At first glance, that wing seemed 
to be made of flames, but the heat he felt from them wasn’t as high as 
the heat coming from a real flame. 


Instead, Molon sensed an indescribably vast yet complex mass of 
mana. No, not sensed... he saw it. Even with Molon’s shining eyes, it 
was impossible for him to read the true form of this spell, but he could 
still see that the flames that made up Eugene’s wings contained a huge 
amount of mana that was arranged in a sophisticated pattern. 


“Prominence,” Eugene called out. 


Though he hadn’t meant to say it, when Molon asked that question, 
Eugene still answered him with a curt expression. 


At this reply, Molon blinked his eyes, then let out a loud laugh, “What 
a wonderful name.” 


From this flame, Molon felt something similar to what he had felt 
from Vermouth three hundred years ago. At that time, the White 
Flame Formula didn’t even have a name, but the pure white flames 
summoned by Vermouth were just as huge and bright as Eugene’s 
were. Although Molon also had a vast quantity of mana, it still 
couldn’t compare to the amount held within Vermouth’s flames. 


Apart from Vermouth, Molon also sensed something similar to the 
Hamel from three hundred years ago. Hamel’s mana hadn’t been as 
massive or intense as Vermouth's flames. However, Hamel’s mana had 
been so complex that there weren’t any openings for Molon to see 
through, so Molon couldn’t even begin to imitate it. 


The moment that he had this thought, the fogginess inside of Molon’s 
head cleared a little. Molon took off the fur pelt that was draped over 
his shoulders. Then he threw it behind him, just like Eugene had. 


“Hamel, I truly don’t want to fight with you,” Molon repeated as his 
muscles began to writhe. 


Badump, badump, badump. 


His muscles swelled as if they had been pumped full of air, and the 
already massive frame of Molon’s body slowly began to grow even 
larger. 


Molon continued speaking, “However, you must have a reason to want 
to fight with me. I don’t know what that might be, but I do know one 
thing.” 


This was the Brave Molon. 


With his hair wildly twisting in the wind, he looked down at Eugene. 
His eyes didn’t look as dull and tired as they did before. 


Eugene saw a bright light shining within Molon’s pupils. 
“Hamel, you can’t beat me,” Molon declared. 
“We'll just have to see about that,” Eugene replied with a smile. 


Embers began to spread from the flames on his back. With each flap of 
the wing, feathers flew into the sky. 


“If you have the confidence to beat me...,” Eugene began saying as he 
unbuttoned his sleeves. 


In fact, there wasn’t any point in unbuttoning even a single button on 
his clothes. There was a good chance that, before long, all of his 
clothes would be turned into rags. 


“’.-Then don’t dodge or block this blow of mine and let it hit you,” 
Eugene finished his challenge. 


It was obviously a shameless statement. But Molon’s reaction was 
unexpected. 


“Fine,” Molon readily agreed. 


Well... Molon was just that type of guy. Molon spread his arms and 
left his chest wide open in a challenge of his own. While glaring at 


Molon’s face, Eugene clenched his fist. Purple flames engulfed 
Eugene’s body. 


Now that things had finally reached this step, Eugene wouldn’t take 
this opportunity lightly. Molon had agreed that he wouldn’t block or 
dodge the first blow. If so, this blow would probably be the biggest 
and last chance for Eugene. 


Even if Eugene managed to beat Molon and knock him down, he knew 
that wouldn’t solve the problem. However, Eugene still wanted to 
defeat Molon if at all possible. 


Was it because he wanted to prove that Hamel had been stronger than 
Molon? No, that wasn’t the problem. 


It was just... 


He just didn’t like the excuses given by his friend, who had gotten 
worn down and tired after living for hundreds of years. No matter 
how much someone tried not to change, people still changed little by 
little. If they had lived for hundreds of years, they were bound to have 
changed even more. 


However, Molon hadn’t accepted that fact. As the Brave Molon, he 
didn’t want to show the comrades that he had reunited with what he 
looked like after breaking down over these past hundreds of years. 


Eugene really didn’t like that. In fact, he hated it. That was why he 
wanted to beat up Molon. Because Molon had, of his own accord, 
taken on the request that the son-of-a-bitch Vermouth had given him 
and made it his mission in life, then proceeded to fight those 
mysterious monsters in this hellish place until he finally broke down 
and collapsed. 


Eugene’s foot kicked off the ground. He accelerated with all his might, 
and his fist was so packed full of strength that sparks of mana were 
overflowing from it. This was far too strong a force to use against a 
human being who had promised not to dodge or block the blow. 


However, Eugene didn’t hesitate. His opponent wasn’t weak enough to 
be called a human. This was Molon Ruhr. There was no way that 


Eugene didn’t know just how tough and strong that idiot was. 
‘Even so,’ Eugene thought to himself cautiously. 


Just in case, he considered where exactly to hit so that he could finish 
this fight in a single blow. 


The heart? Eugene didn’t have the confidence that he would be able to 
penetrate those thick chest muscles. 


So it had to be the head. Or should he aim for the shin? Or else, 
should Eugene honestly try to plant his fist in the center of Molon’s 
face. 


No. 


Eugene decided to just hit Molon where he wanted to hit him. As he 
swung his fist through the air with all his might, he punched Molon in 
the cheek. 


But it didn’t feel even remotely like he had just hit a person. Eugene 
had pushed his fist forward with all his strength, but Molon’s head 
hadn’t turned even slightly. Naturally, there wasn’t even the sound of 
his cheekbones being crushed. 


Fizzzle! 


The sound followed belatedly. The flames around his fist that couldn’t 
break Molon’s body scattered into the air. 


‘You absolute fucking monster,’ Eugene silently thought as he 
immediately blasted up his mana. 


A series of explosions engulfed Molon’s body. Using the recoil from 
the explosion, Eugene threw himself backward. 


“Didn’t you say it would just be one hit, Hamel?” Molon asked, 
standing tall in the center of the flames. 


His black hair fluttered in the wind, and a light shone from his wide- 
open eyes. 


Whoosh! 


With a single shake of his head, Molon was able to completely scatter 
all of the flames covering his body. 


Booom! 
Molon began walking forward. 


His muscles still writhing, his right arm rose from his side. His thick 
fingers curled up to form a fist. 


That was all that he did, but in Eugene’s eyes, Molon became the 
center of his entire world. Apart from Molon, he couldn’t see anything 
else. That was just how immense Molon’s current presence was. 


“You can dodge if you want,” Molon said. 


If this was the usual Eugene, once he had heard such words, he would 
instead choose not to dodge it. Because his pride wouldn’t allow him 
to obey. 


However, currently, Eugene couldn’t even imagine entertaining such 
pride. If he tried to block it, he would be crushed along with his 
defenses. So he had no choice but to try and dodge it. But how, where 
to, and at what moment? 


All of Eugene’s thoughts were occupied with these concerns. 
Molon threw his fist forward. 


Like Eugene’s intuition had told him, the force behind that fist was 
unparalleled. Eugene shuddered as he sensed the immense strength 
crushing its way toward him. 


Boooooom! 


The force of the blow swept over the ground. It didn’t just end there. 
Without weakening even slightly, the shockwave pierced through the 
air and completely annihilated the mountain peak that fell into its 
path. 


[I-if he’s hit by that, he’ll die...!] Kristina screamed. 


However, Anise just let out a snort and grumbled, “Still, it seems like 
Molon hasn’t completely lost his mind.” 


Mer stammered, “Wh-wh-what do you mean by that? Sir Molon just 
tried to kill Sir Eugene!” 


“Tf he wanted to kill Eugene, then he would have swung his fist even 
harder than that,” Anise corrected her. “If he couldn’t even dodge a 
fist that’s being held back, then Hamel would just be an idiot.” 


A mountain peak had been erased with just one punch, but that was 
just Molon holding back? Unable to comprehend it, Mer just stared up 
at where the mountain peak had vanished. 


To her shock, after she blinked a few times, she found that the 
mountain peak that had unmistakably vanished moments before had 
now suddenly reappeared, looking perfectly intact. This wasn’t reality, 
but instead, a separate space created by Vermouth’s magic. 


Molon had yet to lower his outstretched fist. He tilted his head to the 
side as if confused. Eugene hadn’t been swept away by the force of his 
fist. He had successfully managed to dodge. 


However, Molon couldn’t tell just how Eugene had managed to dodge 
it. Had he moved his body? But if that was the case, there was no way 
that Molon would have missed it. 


Was it magic...? Eugene had said that he was going to use it. Molon 
was also aware of what kind of spell Blink was. So right before Eugene 
could have been swept away by the punch, had he managed to get 
away using Blink? 


‘It’s strange,’ Molon thought as he retracted his outstretched fist. 


Molon couldn’t see anything in front of him. However, he could detect 
something. Hamel’s presence was continuously on the move within 
this wide space. Yet his speed was so fast and his movement so 
complex that Molon was completely incapable of grasping his 
position. 


Each of the feathers generated by Prominence could be used as a 
spatial coordinate to reposition Eugene. 


Thanks to that, Blink’s requirements for vision and spatial coordinates 
were no longer necessary. Even the spatial distortion, which could be 
seen at the moment of Blinking, was hidden by the flames of mana 
that erupted from the feathers. 


The wider the space, the more Prominence’s jump-off points increased 
in number — an exponential increase, to boot. And that wasn’t all. 
The fluttering feathers would continue to drift, so Eugene’s opponents 
couldn’t predict the jumping-off points used. 


Prominence created an infinitely intricate path for attacking Eugene’s 
opponents. 


But Eugene’s eyes were strained, and his head was throbbing. This 
couldn’t be helped. Currently, Eugene’s mind was linked to each of the 
countless feathers. 


Thanks to that, Eugene was able to spy on Molon from any direction. 
Even from behind Molon’s back, he could see Molon’s front. Unlike 
seeing something with one’s own two eyes, the information was 
directly engraved into Eugene’s head. It wasn’t simply seeing how 
Molon’s body was moving; he could see how the mana itself moved 
and reached. 


Molon’s barbaric and immense strength suddenly went into motion. 
He had given up on pursuing or predicting Eugene. In the first place, 
that wasn’t Molon’s specialty, nor was it his preference. He didn’t 
know where Eugene might reappear? He didn’t know when the attack 
might be coming? 


So what if he didn’t? Molon could just sweep it all away. 


Molon raised both of his fists into the air. Realizing what he was about 
to do, Anise’s expression twisted into a grimace, and she pursed her 
lips. Then, a barrier of dazzling light was summoned to protect Anise. 


Molon’s raised fists fell to the ground. At that moment, Eugene was in 
the sky a short distance away. The feathers that had flown there were 
acting as stepping stones for Eugene. 


As Molon’s fists smashed the ground, the sheer force created an 
explosion. The shockwaves swept across the ground and surged into 
the air. By doing this, Molon could cover a massive area, whatever 
was within reach of his strength. 


In the middle of this gigantic storm, Prominence’s feathers floated 
about as if they would be swept away at any moment. However, they 
never really disappeared. Getting rid of all the feathers was an obvious 
strategy for dealing with Prominence, so Eugene had prepared for that 
right from the conception phase of his Signature’s design. Yet, seeing 
how strong the shockwaves were, it would be difficult to keep this up 
for very long. 


It would be enough if they could just hold on for a little longer. The 
countless feathers were moving according to Eugene’s will. Right 
before the shockwaves soaring into the sky could reach Eugene, the 
feathers made up of embers began burning intensely. These purple 
flames then clumped together. 


Through this, a sun that seemed to have been dyed black was born. 
This was Eclipse. 


Once again, Molon wasn’t able to understand what had happened to 
him. He had slammed his fists down and set off an explosion... up 
until that point, Molon had been in control, but the sunspot that had 
appeared within this makeshift arena was out of his control. 


It was small. A very small, black spot. So with that size, what the hell 
was up with its power? 


Molon was flying through the air, having been caught up in the 
explosion set off by Eclipse. 


“’..Ha!” Molon burst into laughter as he looked up at the dingy sky. 


Instead of trying to turn his body upright in midair, he spread his 
arms out wide and just kept laughing like an idiot. 


“Ahahahaha!” 


Within the feathers of flame that were left floating, lightning struck. 
With each successive leap through space, the lightning bolt’s 
acceleration increased. Purple embers and sparks lit up the sky. 


Trailing all of this behind him, Eugene appeared right in front of 
Molon. 


Cracracrackle! 


Molon’s body plummeted to the ground. 


Chapter 244 
The Brave Molon (4) 


Eclipse condensed Eugene’s mana into an ultra-high density mass, 
then induced an endless chain of explosions within that mass, just like 
how his Ring Flame Formula worked. The small sun that was created 
through this method then had the Empty Sword grafted onto it. As 
more and more coatings overlapped, the explosions within the center 
of the sun grew ever more intense. 


As the explosive force accumulated, the power bound within this sun- 
shaped spell increased exponentially. As this happened, sunspots 
would spread across the surface of the false sun, gradually turning it 
black. The sun turning completely black was the signal that Eclipse 
was also complete and ready to fire. 


The countless feathers generated by Prominence held several different 
functions. The most important and central feature was their ability to 
act as coordinates. These coordinates would only respond to Eugene’s 
mana. 


The Leap that Eugene could activate by using this method was much 
faster than a Blink. The single wing of Prominence acted as the 
command tower. The numerous feathers scattered from it responded 
to Prominence’s every signal. The moment that he wished for it, 
Eugene was able to move the scattered feathers wherever he liked. 


Serving as coordinates was one thing the feathers did, but not the 
only. They were also acting in place of Eugene’s eyes and other senses 
to observe a certain zone. Even if an opponent was too fast to follow 
with two human eyes, dozens or even hundreds of magic eyes were 
enough to keep up with pretty much anyone. Even if the enemy 
numbers were overwhelmingly huge, by casting Prominence, Eugene 
was able to keep an eye on all of them. 


The reason why various functions had been added to Prominence was 
that these wings, feathers, and the spell itself were thoroughly 


researched and designed in order to support Eugene’s existing combat 
abilities. On top of that, Eugene’s mana itself possessed a certain 
quality that made it markedly different from ordinary mana. 


This quality was due to the lightning-flames and the spirits of the 
World Tree that were dissolved into the mana. Thanks to these, 
Eugene’s mana was like a single giant organism, and due to this 
property, Eugene’s control and manipulation of his mana was simply 
outstanding, which made it possible for him to Leap at such high 
speeds. 


The feathers were essentially just Eugene’s mana given form. They 
were what made the situation in front of Eugene possible. 


Looking down at Molon, who had been slammed into the ground, 
Eugene raised his arms. 


Fwooosh! 


The feathers that had been scattered by Prominence moved according 
to Eugene’s will. As the feathers combined with each other, countless 
stars were created. 


No, these weren’t exactly stars, but rather miniature suns. Although 
there was a large difference in power from Eugene’s directly casting 
Eclipse, casting Eclipse through Prominence took far less time. 


Dozens of sunspots!1] poured down onto Molon. Molon, who had 
been buried deep into the ground, didn’t even have enough time to 
pull himself out. 


Bangbangbang! 
The whole mountain shook, on the verge of collapsing into crumbles. 
‘If it could just end with this,’ Eugene thought wistfully. 


Eugene’s eyes were peeled wide open as he continued manipulating 
his mana. Every time that his Prominence wing fluttered, feathers 
were created and shot out into the air, and these feathers immediately 


clumped together to form more and more sunspots in a never-ending 
rain. 


But that alone wasn’t enough. Sparks began coalescing between 
Eugene’s raised hands. Instead of continuing this bombardment of 
sunspots through Prominence, Eugene was attempting to create a 
sunspot through his operation of the White Flame Formula. 


But before the sun he had created had a chance to turn black, the 
mana storm set off by the continuous bombardment disappeared as if 
it had been washed away by a massive wave. This was because Molon, 
who had fallen even deeper as the mountain around him collapsed, 
had gotten back up. 


“Ahahaha!” Molon’s peals of laughter seemed to rock the world. 
Getting goosebumps, Eugene stopped the formation of the Eclipse. 


He could no longer afford to delay things this way. If he was even a 
little bit late, he could get caught by that barbaric idiot. 


“Haha, hahaha! Uhahaha!” Molon continued laughing. He was 
completely unscathed, but because he had been buried so deeply into 
the ground, he was covered in dirt. 


Molon leapt up and swung his fist once more, but unfortunately, he 
was unable to catch even Eugene’s shadow. It wouldn’t have been 
strange for anyone in his position to be angry that he hadn’t even 
managed to brush the hem of Eugene’s clothes after coming this far, 
but for some reason, Molon was so happy that he couldn’t stop himself 
from laughing. 


“You really are fast, Hamel!” Molon complimented cheerfully. 
Bangbang! 


A sunspot exploded right in front of Molon’s nose. However, Molon 
didn’t even turn his head or retreat. Instead, he stretched his head out 
with his hands spread wide open as if he was trying to headbutt the 
blast. 


“You’re probably not even using Ignition currently. If that’s the case, 
does that mean you can go even faster than this?” Molon speculated. 


Bang, bang, bang! 
Explosions erupted one after another. 


Molon didn’t stop. The hundreds and thousands of feathers scattered 
by Prominence served as Eugene’s eyes as he watched Molon’s body. 
As Molon’s arm muscles swelled and his blood vessels squirmed, 
Eugene wondered what he was trying to do with this immense 
strength that threatened to tear his gigantic body apart from the inside 
out. Eugene checked where Molon’s eyes were looking. 


“Tt’s hard for me to even catch up to you,” Molon readily admitted. 
Hard. In other words, not impossible. 


Ever since his childhood, Molon had climbed up and down huge 
mountains like this and run through the snowfields. Even back when 
his feet were slow, he had still been able to catch beasts and monsters. 
Molon’s way of hunting was to persistently pursue his prey until he 
managed to capture it. 


This man, who once boasted the title of Chieftain, was the best hunter 
among the Bayar. No matter how fast his prey’s feet were, Molon 
would still succeed in taking it down. When he set out on a hunt, he 
was ruthless and knew no fatigue. 


Of course, given the circumstances and the ‘prey,’ it was clearly not 
the time for that sort of hunt. With that, Molon simply gave up on 
chasing after Eugene. 


“So I'll catch you without chasing you,” Molon warned. 


The smile disappeared from Molon’s face. His wriggling fingers 
gripped the empty air itself. 


This wasn’t some kind of magic. Whether it was three hundred years 
ago or now, Molon had never learned how to use magic. This wasn’t 


some kind of special gift that Vermouth had granted him along with 
this mission, like this whole separate space, either. 


This was just... a phenomenon infinitely close to magic that was 
caused by Molon’s barbaric and absurd strength. Molon’s fingers were 
actually gripping not the air, but space itself. 


Punching a hole into space wasn’t particularly difficult compared to 
this. If enough force was focused on one point and let loose, it was 
simple to pierce through space. Yet what Molon was doing now was 
incomparable to that. Molon’s grip moved the entire spatial axis. With 
force alone, he held this whole space in the palm of his hand, and he 
was able to pull it wherever he wanted. 


“This is crazy,” Eugene grumbled as an irresistible force wrapped 
around him. 


Unfortunately, he simply couldn’t think of a suitable way to deal with 
something like this. No matter how fast Eugene flew, jumped, 
crawled, or otherwise hastened to move, all of his movements were 
still taking place within this space. It wasn’t just him that was 
‘caught,’ either; even the fluttering feathers had all frozen in place. 


Then everything was dragged toward Molon. The giant’s strength had 
become something akin to a law of physics — just like the pull of 
gravity, he was pulling everything within his grasp toward himself. 


At first it was slow, but it slowly grew faster. The pulling force itself 
didn’t change, but it was so strong that it was impossible to escape 
from it; naturally, as things approached the source of the force, they 
only moved faster. 


Molon didn’t move from that spot. He continued to pull the whole 
space toward him, and pointed his fist at Eugene as if he wanted 
Eugene to clearly see it coming. As for Eugene, he was certain that the 
fist would fly right at him the moment Molon was certain that he 
would be unable to avoid it. 


“You son of a bitch,” Eugene spat out a curse as he drove his White 
Flame Formula at full force. 


In response to this, Prominence burst out with light. 


It was a bit of a pity. This space was on the other side of the 
Lehainjar. As a result, the mana in the air was scarce, and there were 
no primal spirits at all. Because of that, he couldn’t draw out the full 
power of Prominence as he had originally planned. 


“...Well, even if I was fighting under the optimal conditions for me, the 
odds of me winning would have still been slim,’ Eugene admitted to 
himself. He thought that it was a shame that some of the paths and 
methods he could have pursued under normal conditions had been 
blocked. 


With that being the case, he had no choice but to use something 
different. 


Embers and sparks of electricity began to intertwine between Eugene’s 
fingers. 


At first, the center of it all was just a little speck of light. But just like 
how an ember consumed oxygen and grew in size, just like how 
different electric currents gathered into one and became a huge 
lightning bolt, the sun held between Eugene’s palms began to swell. 
The Eclipse that Eugene slowly fostered this way was simply in a 
different class when compared to the one that he had used in the 
Darkroom. 


That wasn’t all. The sunspots created from Prominence’s feathers also 
floated around Eugene. 


“Hmm,” Molon hummed in concern. 


There was no way that Molon would be able to measure the power 
being readied. His hair floated into the air and twisted like flames. 
Strength began to be infused into his tightly clenched fist. It was to 
the point where the same fist, which Eugene had judged earlier as 

being unavoidable, felt more like a casual greeting. 


The gap between Eugene and Molon continued to draw ever closer. 
Now, it wouldn’t be strange if Molon’s fist was swung at any moment. 
The desire to attack first felt like there was a chimney about to erupt 


within him, but Eugene desperately suppressed that urge. 


When the distance between them had narrowed to just the right 
length... 


Molon laughed and swung his fist. A fist that looked big enough to 
cover the entire world approached Eugene. At the same time, Eugene 
finished preparing the Eclipse without any errors. The Eclipse thrown 
forward by Eugene collided with Molon’s fist before the blow could 
land. 


It must have only been a fleeting moment, but to Eugene’s eyes, 
everything seemed to be going slowly. The enormous power that had 
been infused into Eclipse was sublimated in an explosion. Molon’s fist 
was able to engulf the entire explosion, but for a moment, Molon’s fist 
was pushed back. In that moment, the sunspots that had been floating 
around as if escorting Eugene were also shot out. Having seized the 
momentum for the moment, Eugene intended to keep pushing until he 
finally defeated Molon. 


Cracrack. 


Eugene heard a sound. The sound was coming from Molon; from the 
tips of his fingers to his knuckles, then all the way up his arms and to 
the torso and the rest of his body. 


His posture as he was swinging his fist had just shifted slightly. 


To a viewer, it was nothing more than that — a minor shift in stance. 
Molon had just pushed his foot slightly further forward, shifted his 
weight onto it, and stretched out his muscles. All that he had done 
was change his posture from a sloppy swing of his fist to a full-fledged 
punching motion. 


Changing one’s posture, however, meant that the weight behind one’s 
fist would change drastically, and this time was no exception. If Molon 
had just been swinging his fist forward a moment before, now he had 
actually taken a proper stance and was throwing a good punch. 


Eclipse exploded. 


Then, it was wiped away in the blink of an eye. 


It was undoubtedly a complex and densely bound mass of mana, but it 
still couldn’t withstand Molon’s barbaric, limitless power. 


Whoooosh! 
‘T am going to die.’ 


Right as Eugene was about to feel once more that sensation he had felt 
once before, the fist, which seemed like it was guaranteed to blast his 
body into tiny pieces, stopped right in front of his nose. The enormous 
strength was gone in an instant, leaving behind only a breeze that sent 
Eugene’s hair into a flutter. 


“Ts this enough, Hamel?” Molon said with his fist still outstretched. 


“That idiot,” Anise, who was still watching from a distance, cursed as 
her expression twisted terribly. 


Eugene didn’t say anything and just looked between Molon’s fist and 
Molon’s face, which could be seen past it. Because of the emotional 
shock, the burst of wind, and other such reasons, Eugene couldn’t 
even think to close his lips that were parted in a daze. 


“You’re strong,” Molon complimented him. “However, I’m stronger. I 
am even stronger than I was three hundred years ago. So you can’t 
beat me.” 


Eugene was silent. 


“Hamel, I’m not completely sure why you wanted to fight with me. 
Were you angry because I’ve changed? Even in the old days, you were 
rough, but kind-hearted. Because of that, I think that the reason why 
you're doing this is for my sake.” 


Eugene remained silent. 


“While I was fighting you, I recalled the memories from my past. It 
allowed me to ruminate on the mission that was given to me. My 


hundreds of years spent doing this were meaningful. I was able to 
reunite with you and Anise. That alone would make me—” 


“Hey.” 


Belatedly, Eugene’s lips fell shut. His hair, which had been blown back 
by the wind, slowly settled back down. Eugene placed a hand on his 
restlessly thumping chest. His head was dizzy and his eyes were 
throbbing. 


Still, Eugene forcefully demanded, “Are you crazy?” 


Just now, Molon had stopped his fist completely. He hadn’t even hit 
Eugene. Had he thought that Eugene would die if the hit landed? 
Although he knew he was supposed to be grateful for the 
consideration, Eugene’s stomach felt like it was being twisted into 
knots. Eugene wouldn’t have felt like this if Molon had just reduced 
the power of the blow to the extent where he wouldn’t die from it. 


Indeed... what really, truly made Eugene angry was that Molon had 
completely withdrawn all the strength from his fist. 


Eugene was weaker than Molon. If Molon wanted to verify this, the 
method wasn’t that difficult. All that Molon needed to do was beat 
Eugene up until he wasn’t able to fight any longer. 


Eugene had thought that, since his opponent was Molon, that was 
what was going to happen. No matter who the opponent was, Molon 
would never sympathize with them. Warriors should always be clearly 
convinced of their victory or defeat. That was what Molon always said 
about a fight between warriors. 


“Were you taking it easy on me?” 


If his opponent had been someone else, Eugene wouldn’t have been 
feeling this intensely agitated. It was because his opponent was Molon 
that Eugene... 


“On me?” Eugene repeated. 


In fact, Eugene wasn’t necessarily enraged because this was Molon. 
Even if they died once and had been reincarnated, it seemed that 
someone’s fundamental nature never changed, and Eugene had always 
truly hated this sort of thing. 


Once fists had started flying, even if you couldn’t finish the fight, 
there should at least be nosebleeds, but to actually stop your fist right 
in front of your foe— 


‘What? You’re asking if this is enough? You’re saying that there’s no need 
to continue? You say that there’s no way that I can win?’ 


Molon cautiously addressed him, “Hamel, you seem to have 
misunderstood something...” 


Misunderstanding? There wasn’t anything to misunderstand about it. 


Even though he hadn’t intended to go this far, Eugene still clutched at 
his frantically pounding heart. His heart, which had already been 
throbbing with displeasure, irritation, and anger, began beating even 
more violently. 


Anise, who was watching this scene from a distance, let out a deep 
sigh. Molon also reacted by flinching and taking a step back. There 
was no way that these two people, who had fought together with 
Hamel three hundred years ago, couldn’t tell what Eugene was doing 
now. 


As his fingers massaged his heart, the spinning Cores began to run 
wild. 


This was Ignition. 


However, it was different from before. Even Eugene himself couldn’t 
begin to guess how much more explosive the Ignition of the Sixth-Star 
White Flame Formula would be. 


Hadn’t things actually worked out for the better? Usually, he wasn’t 
able to pour out all his strength, but if his opponent was Molon, then 
Eugene wouldn’t need to worry about killing him. Purple flames began 
to swirl around Eugene. The single wing of Prominence soared even 


higher as it grew larger. 


Molon didn’t say anything more and just stood there silently. The 
flames of Eugene’s mana were burning fiercely, but the glow in 
Eugene’s eyes was even more intense than that. 


Molon belatedly lowered his fist, which had still been outstretched in 
front of him, but he did not unclench his fists. He laughed, seemingly 
unaware that he was laughing, then raised his clenched fists back up 
into a fighting stance. 


Eugene charged forward, his body so full of strength that it was about 
to explode. 


Now that he thought about it, Eugene had made a mistake from the 
very beginning. Against an idiot like Molon, why had he fought with a 
skill-oriented battle-style that made use of Prominence’s Spatial Leap 
and the sunspot bombardment? Molon wasn’t even skilled at that sort 
of fight, nor was he foolish enough to have any openings that Eugene 
could dig into. 


Therefore, whether it was three hundred years ago or now, when 
fighting against Molon, the approach to fighting that he was taking 
right now was the most suitable. 


Prominence’s feathers all burned up at once. Eugene’s body shot 
forward in a ridiculously fast flash of lightning. Even if it wasn’t as 
complex as that of Eclipse, layers of sword-force overlaid with the 
Empty Sword covered Eugene’s fist. 


Crackle! 


Eugene’s fist landed on Molon’s cheek. The previous attack hadn’t 
been able to move Molon in the slightest, but with Ignition 
activated... Molon’s head turned slightly to the side. 


“Ptew,” Molon reflexively spat out some blood from a wound inside of 
his mouth, then froze for a few moments. 


How long had it been since he last shed blood? Once he started 
thinking about this, Molon’s head no longer felt cloudy. In fact, he felt 


the same way he had three hundred years ago, and his weary eyes lit 
up with the same light that they had had in his youth. 


Gregrerk! 


Molon ground his teeth, which had just tasted blood after so many 
years, and threw out his fist. 


This fist was intended to hit Eugene. It didn’t miss. 


Eugene sharpened his concentration to its limit as he prepared to 
receive Molon’s fist. The force behind it wasn’t something that he 
could take head-on. Diverting the flow of an attack was something 
that Eugene had been good at ever since his previous life, but no 
matter how good he was at deflecting, a force of this level would still 
leave his bones tingling. 


‘However, I can still take this,’ Eugene encouraged himself. 


It didn’t go as far as the earlier blow, which had made Eugene feel his 
impending death. While this blow felt like it would shatter his body if 
it landed, as long as he didn’t get hit by it directly, Eugene could still 
endure it. 


And thus, the slugfest began. 


How long had it been since Molon had last swung his fist so 
vigorously? He hadn’t had to punch like this in hundreds of years. The 
Nur was certainly an ominous existence, but it had never been the 
kind of opponent that required Molon to give it his all. Just a punch or 
a swing of his ax, that was all that was needed to kill it. 


Whenever his lust for battle boiled over, Molon would punch himself 
in the face. He would scratch the ground and slam his head into it. 
Yet, all of these measures were futile. 


But now? 


Molon knew that even now, he still couldn’t put his full power into 
the fist that he was swinging. No matter how much he wanted to, 


Molon couldn’t afford to strike his opponent with all his might. No 
matter how strong Hamel had become after casting Ignition, 
irreversible consequences would occur if he was forced to face 
Molon’s full power. 


But strangely enough... Molon’s fist felt heavy. Even without pouring 
all his might into it, his chest didn’t feel like it was being constrained. 
This was because something other than pure strength was being 
infused into his fist. Within his fist, there was a variety of complex 
emotions that even Molon himself couldn’t fully describe. 


However, among all these emotions, Molon knew which one was the 
most important. 


It was loneliness. 


His hundreds of years of solitude were being packed into his fist and 
sent flying at an old friend from a time when he hadn’t been so lonely. 


Their fists continued to swing at each other. Yet, even with just that, 
Molon felt a satisfaction within his chest like never before. 


“Pft,” Molon snorted. 


As one blow after another landed on his nose, blood began to spurt. 
Without wiping away his nosebleed, Molon just smiled. 


Booom! 


Molon heard a panting breath, then Eugene’s fist met with his 
abdomen at full speed. The only effect was that Molon was a little 
shaken. 


“What’s wrong, Hamel?!” Molon shouted in a voice filled with glee. 


Even though Eugene had accurately aimed for the pit of his stomach, 
Molon’s breathing was fine. However, Eugene’s breathing was a mess. 
His flames, which had burned so intensely at first, had died down to a 
point even lower than they were at the start. 


“T can still keep fighting!” Eugene stubbornly insisted. 
Bam! 


Molon swung his palm and slapped Eugene on the shoulder. This time, 
he was only holding back a bare minimum. 


Eugene summoned a flame shield, but it was completely shattered, 
and his bones also couldn’t escape the fate of being crushed. With this, 
Eugene’s left arm was no longer usable. 


“Look out, Hamel!” Molon warned Eugene with a chuckle as he raised 
his fist. 


Molon’s fist fell toward Eugene’s head. Eugene was still off-balance 
from his injuries, but he quickly responded to the attack. All of 
Prominence’s feathers moved to cover the top of his head, and he 
raised his right arm in preparation to block Molon’s fist. 


Craracrack! 


The feathers were obliterated and Eugene’s right arm was also broken. 
The rest of the force from the blow that hadn’t been dispersed 
hammered down onto Eugene’s body, forcing him to his knees. 


“T win!” Molon gloated. 


The victory that Molon was currently celebrating was completely 
different from his previous one. He was laughing sincerely, and he had 
declared this win with a prideful shout. 


Eugene was burning up on the inside. He wanted to say something to 
refute Molon’s victory, but unlike earlier, he didn’t have any grounds 
to argue against it. Both of his arms were broken. He had also lost 
control of his legs. Apart from that, his internal organs were also 
damaged on top of all his minor fractures. And if that wasn’t enough... 
Ignition was slowly coming to an end. 


This had been a reckless slugfest. 


There was no way in hell that Eugene could defeat Molon in one of 
those. Even in his previous life as Hamel, if he had gotten into a 
slugfest with Molon, he would have lost every time. 


“That’s right, you son of a bitch,” Eugene conceded with a sigh, 
holding back his anger and the pain coursing through his whole body. 
“As a three hundred year old, does it feel good to defeat a twenty-one 
year old?” 


“Huh?” Molon grunted. 


Eugene repeated himself, but with a curse on top. “I said, does it 
fucking feel good?” 


“Tm not sure what you mean by that, Hamel. You’re the one who 
started the fight, no?” Molon logically pointed out. 


Eugene just screamed loudly in response, “I asked you if it feels 
good!!!” 


1. The author has started to use ‘sunspots’ to refer to the completely 
blackened suns of a fully charged Eclipse. = 
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“If you’re asking if it feels good, hmnmm...,” Molon blinked a few times 
as he pondered his answer. 


He was currently feeling a mix of specific emotions, but he wasn’t sure 
how to express them in words. 


While Molon was lost in such concerns, Anise widened her slitted eyes 
and glared at Eugene, “What a pathetic, shameless, and ugly sight...!” 


Mer originally wanted to take Eugene’s side, but she couldn’t help but 
empathize passionately with Anise's words. 


Who was the one who barged in here of his own accord? 
It was Eugene. 


Who was the one who begged for a fight with Molon, even when 
Molon had said that he didn’t want to fight? 


It was Eugene. 


Who was the one who got all agitated and decided to restart a fight 
that was already over? 


It was Eugene. 


All of this happened because of Eugene. He had even gone so far as to 
use Ignition, only to lose. Having lost so completely, shouldn’t Eugene 
at least keep his mouth shut out of shame or embarrassment? So why 
on earth was Eugene screaming like he had anything to be proud 
about? As such, Mer just nodded her head in agreement with Anise. 


Even Kristina slightly agreed with them. Having fallen in love with 
Eugene ever since the Fount of Light incident, Kristina tended to view 
everything that Eugene did as meaningful, noble, glamorous, and cool. 
But at this moment, she honestly felt that the current Eugene, who 
was kneeling on the ground with a spurting nosebleed, shouting 
whether it felt good to win, looked a bit unsightly. 


“ ..Hm...,” Molon continued to hesitate, unable to answer right away. 
He was slowly coming to understand the true nature of his feelings. 


Did it feel good? Of course, it did. Even if he might be different from 
his previous life, the opponent was none other than Hamel. It had 
been fun to fight with Hamel like this, and it was also fun to have 
been able to defeat him with an overwhelming gap in their strengths, 
even with Hamel using Ignition. 


However, Molon couldn’t just say, ‘It was really fun.’ Now that the 
madness had been driven from his head and Molon was able to think 
clearly, he realized that if he answered positively, the one afflicted 
with madness this time would be Hamel. 


During the moment when Molon was hesitating, unable to give an 
immediate reply, Prominence, which had yet to disappear, burst into 
flame. Embers of mana ignited in the air around Eugene. Eugene 
wasn’t able to move his limbs as he wished, but if he used his mana in 
place of his muscles and nerves, it was still possible for him to move 
like this. 


With as much speed as he could currently muster, Eugene’s body 
transformed into a flash of lightning. He raised his broken arm and 
readied a warhead of flames in his fist. Like this, Eugene aimed for 
Molon’s chin, but— 


Baaam! 


Their two fists crossed. If both of their arm lengths had been similar, 
their fight could have ended in a beautiful cross-counter, but there 
was actually an extreme difference in Eugene and Molon’s arm 
lengths. 


This meant that Eugene alone was struck by Molon’s fist. Fortunately, 
Molon didn’t intend to strike Eugene with his fist, instead only seeking 
to block Eugene’s forward movement. In contrast, Eugene had swung 
his fist with all his might as he aimed for Molon’s chin, but because of 
the unavoidable difference in their arm lengths, he couldn’t even 
touch Molon. 


“...Argh,” Eugene choked out a groan. 


Molon’s fist was as large as Eugene’s whole skull. As such, rather than 
looking like he had been blocked by Molon’s fist, it looked more like 
Eugene had slammed into a huge boulder face-first. 


“Oh my god...,” Mer gasped. 


A surprise attack right as Molon was thinking of a reply. And it didn’t 
even manage to succeed. Eugene’s speed just made him slam his face 
even harder into the counter. Perhaps because Eugene was in such an 
exhausted state, he was too tired to even dodge it. 


Eugene fell back, his nosebleed spewing blood like a fountain. 


Seeing his miserable appearance, Mer unconsciously let out a deep 
sigh, “How ugly...!” 


Thankfully, Eugene wasn’t able to hear Mer’s regretful sigh. This was 
because the moment his head fell backward, the lights turned off in 
Eugene’s head, and he fell unconscious. 


How long had he been out? 


Eugene finally came to his senses, but he wasn’t able to open his eyes 
right away. This was because the things that had happened right 
before he fainted were messily playing out inside his head... 


The blood had gotten to his head, and he had lost control. Now that 
his agitation had subsided, Eugene clearly realized just how ugly his 
behavior had been. 


Eugene silently writhed in shame. 


He was afraid of what kind of teasing and stares awaited him when he 
opened his eyes. But that wasn’t the only reason he couldn’t open his 
eyes. His eyelids were simply too heavy. His body didn’t have any 
strength... and it really hurt! He literally couldn’t lift a single finger. 


“T know that you’ve regained consciousness. So why are you still 
pretending to be asleep?” 


A devil’s whisper tickled his ears. Eugene tried not to react to it. 
However, the devil wouldn’t allow Eugene to just ignore her. 


Poke. 
The devil’s finger gently pressed down on Eugene’s pectoral muscles. 
Eugene groaned, “Gaaaagh...!” 


Eugene usually was quite skilled at overcoming pain. However, right 
now, he wasn’t in a situation where he especially needed to endure 
pain, and her fingertips were able to accurately pinpoint the places 
where his muscles had ruptured and poked down into the sensitive 
inner layers and were far too merciless. 


“Open your eyes,” Anise instructed, her usually slitted eyes opened 
wide as she stared down at Eugene. 


Seeing Eugene like this, with his forehead furrowed to its limits, as he 
let out a groan from between tightly clenched teeth, Anise felt a kind 
of exhilarating ecstasy. 


Eugene eked out a growl, “You...” 


“No way, Hamel. Did you really expect me to have completely treated 
your body while you were comfortably passed out?” Anise 
sarcastically scoffed. 


That was what Eugene had been hoping for. However, currently, if he 
answered in the affirmative, Anise would surely have scolded him. 


As such, Eugene could only spit out the right thing to say in this sort 


of situation: “I’m sorry.” 


Usually, Anise’s anger couldn’t be resolved with just a single apology. 
However, the current Anise wasn’t really all that angry. Hamel’s body 
had already paid the full price for going on a rampage on his own. 
Also, Hamel’s action had been for Molon’s sake. 


Anise caved in, “Where would you like me to treat you first?” 


Anise had fallen in love with Hamel’s kindness. She might have felt a 

thrill of excitement at seeing him in pain, but in addition to that, she 

had also felt some heartache. With a bright grin, Anise tilted her head 
closer to Eugene. 


“Tell me directly with your own lips, Hamel. Where is the most 
painful area on your body? What type of pain do you want me to help 
you with first?” Anise asked excitedly. 


“Could you start by putting away the finger poking my chest...?” 
Eugene ground out. 


Ah, she had completely forgotten. Anise quickly removed her finger 
and wiped away her embarrassed expression. 


She had asked him where it hurt the most, but that was a tricky 
question to answer for the current Eugene. It felt like he had more 
broken bones than unbroken bones. All his muscles were torn, and 
even his internal organs had been damaged. It wouldn’t be strange if 
he had died from this, but the fact that he hadn’t died... was all 
because Anise wouldn’t allow Eugene to die. 


‘If she was going to prolong my suffering, she should have at least treated 
me. Like I’ve always thought, she has a terrible personality...,’ Eugene 
silently complained before requesting, “Do something about my 
insides first.” 


“Your... insides?” Anise questioned. 


“Tm talking about my internal organs,” Eugene clarified. “Whether 
they’re in the chest or the stomach...” 


Anise seemed embarrassed, “By those words, Hamel, are you asking 
me to take a good look deep within you?” 


Eugene gaped in confusion, “Uh...” 
Anise scolded him, “What a shameless and vulgar person...!” 


What in the world was Anise even talking about? Eugene absolutely 
couldn’t understand what was going on inside Anise’s head. As Anise’s 
cheeks flushed red, she carefully caressed Eugene’s body. 


The one currently taking the lead to examine Eugene’s body wasn’t 
Anise but Kristina. Anise hadn’t forgotten the promise that she had 
made to Kristina earlier. 


With the Light infused into her fingertips, Kristina carefully ran her 
fingers over Eugene’s pectoral muscles. The shredded and torn muscle 
fibers began to heal. 


Kristina coughed, “...Ahem... where... would you like to be treated 
next?” 


“Why did Anise change places with you?” Eugene inquired. 
“Hah?” Kristina gasped in surprise. 


Was there really that much of a difference in the way that they spoke? 
Kristina turned to look at Eugene with a startled expression. 


Eugene answered her unspoken question, “There’s a difference in your 
touch.” 


“Really...?” Kristina asked doubtfully. 


“Tt’s hard to explain exactly, but... it’s similar to someone’s aura,” 
Eugene attempted to explain. “Your touch and Anise’s are different. 
Your body may be the same, but there’s something about the way you 
move your fingers...” 


The truth was, Eugene hadn’t received much treatment from Kristina, 
not enough to remember each and every detail of her touch. However, 
he definitely remembered what Anise’s touch felt like. 


Even though they shared the same body while only their 
consciousness swapped, Eugene could immediately tell the difference 
between Kristina and Anise whenever they did so. Eugene said all this 
with a casual expression as if it wasn’t anything much, but these 
nonchalant words of his caused the innocent Kristina’s heart to pound. 
This was because it felt like Eugene was validating who she was as 
Kristina Rogeris. 


Eugene returned to the main topic, “So why have you two swapped 
places? Wasn’t Anise the one healing me?” 


Kristina faltered, “Ahhh... um... that is...” 


Eugene suddenly realized something, “Ah... is this some kind of test of 
your divine magic? Like I’ve always said, Anise also has quite a nasty 
personality. Why does she have to treat me as a test subject at a time 
like this...?” 


“Ahem. We can’t always leave your treatment up to Lady Anise, Sir 
Eugene. Just like Lady Anise, I, too, am a Saint. As such, I need to get 
familiar with taking care of your wounds,” as she finished giving an 
explanation that she herself knew was complete nonsense, Kristina 
began treating Eugene’s wounds. 


His cloak, which had been lying on the floor, began to crawl over to 
Eugene. Once the cloak was stuck to his side, Mer poked her head out 
of it. 


Eugene wasn’t able to understand why the glare that Mer had in her 
eyes as she looked at him felt so cold. Even so, as if it was only 
natural, Mer rested her chin on Eugene’s stomach so that he could 
stroke Mer’s hair with his trembling fingers. 


“Please stay still. The treatment for your hands isn’t finished yet,” 
Anise, who had swapped with Kristina, instructed. 


As Anise’s hand was enveloped in Light, Eugene’s broken bones glued 


themselves together, and his torn muscles and nerves were 
reconnected. Eugene twisted Mer’s hair into coils with his now much 
more comfortable hand. 


“Where has Molon gone off to?” Eugene belatedly asked. 


Although he didn’t know how long he had been unconscious, Eugene 
felt like not too long had passed. They hadn’t even left this space yet; 
they were still on the other side of Lehainjar. 


“He’s left to catch the Nur,” Anise replied. 
Eugene gave a surprised, “What?” 


Anise explained, “Before you woke up, Nur seemingly reappeared on 
the outside.” 


“Ts that so,” Eugene replied in a low voice. 
Anise blinked at this muted response. 


She then put on an ill-natured smile as she leaned her head over 
Eugene, “Aren't you worried about Molon? That idiot might have lost 
his mind again after catching the Nur, so he might be out there 
somewhere, causing harm to himself.” 


Eugene scoffed, “If it was earlier, I would be worried. I’d have also 
said something to you as well, asking why you allowed Molon to go 
on his own and why you didn’t go with him. However, there’s no 
longer any need for that now.” 


There wasn’t a single speck of doubt or worry in the words that 
Eugene had just uttered. He had said it all drily as if he was only 
stating the very obvious. Though their brawl hadn’t lasted very long, 
by crossing fists with Molon’s barbarically limitless strength, Eugene 
had gotten a feel of Molon. 


Booom! 


The ground started rocking up and down. Molon had fallen from the 


sky, holding the carcass of a huge wild boar over his head. Although 
the monster was already dead, Eugene could instinctively sense that 
that wasn’t just some huge beast, monster, or demonic beast. 


“FEeek—” Mer’s shoulders trembled in fright, and she fled back into the 
cloak. Eugene wrapped the cloak around his body, and while barely 
being able to raise his head off of the ground, he stared at Molon. 
Molon, who was holding a Nur the size of an entire house with just 
one hand, bared his row of shining teeth in a smile as he met Eugene’s 
gaze. 


“Hamel!” Molon greeted him. “You’ve woken up!” 


There was none of the madness that Molon had shown when he had 
decapitated the Nur in the Great Hammer Canyon or when they had 
seen him smashing his head against the ground. 


Molon continued speaking, “Anise said that you would be okay, but I 
was truly worried. After all, the wounds you had when you fainted 
were so terrible.” 


“Those were all your fault,” Eugene complained. 


“My fault? You’re wrong, Hamel. You’re the one who attacked me 
even though I didn’t want to fight,” Molon corrected him. 


Although this was the undeniable truth... Eugene still wanted to 
refute him somehow. While chewing on his bottom lip, Eugene 
thought about what he could say in response. However, no matter 
how much he thought about it, he couldn’t think of anything other 
than resorting to personal attacks. 


Just as Eugene was about to seriously consider choosing his swear 
words, Molon grinned and called out to him, “Hamel, I’m going to get 
rid of this corpse up there. Would you like to go with me?” 


Eugene grunted, “Hah?” 


He hadn’t expected that Molon would say such a thing first. As such, 
Eugene honestly let out a noise of surprise. After staring at Molon for 
a few moments, Eugene smirked and nodded his head. 


“Of course, I want to go with you, but right now, my body isn’t 
moving the way I want it to,” said Eugene. 


Although she had already healed all of his injuries, even Anise’s divine 
magic couldn’t take care of Ignition’s recoil as well. As such, Eugene 
currently wasn’t able to move his body as he pleased. 


Naturally, Molon was also aware of Ignition’s recoil. 


“In that case, I’ll just have to give you a hand like I did in the past,” 
Molon proposed as he tossed the gigantic Nur all the way to the 
mountain's peak. 


Watching as the Nur’s corpse flew into the distance, Eugene gaped for 
a few moments before finally asking, “If you can just throw them like 
that, why do you insist on carrying the corpse all the way up to the 
peak?” 


“No real reason. Usually, I’m not in my right mind, so I just throw 
them away wherever. Whenever I start thinking there are too many of 
them, I just collapse the mountain on top of that. If I do that, then 
everything becomes neat and tidy in no time,” Molon explained with a 
chuckle as he gestured to their surroundings in explanation. 


Due to the fight between Eugene and Molon, the whole mountain had 
seemingly collapsed, but now there weren’t any traces of their battle 
left. There still wasn’t any snow, but the bizarre scenery that had 
reminded them of their time in the Devildom those hundreds of years 
ago had also changed to a rather ordinary-looking scenery of a regular 
mountain. 


This was because the mountain that had previously been eroded by 
the miasma had collapsed and had been remade anew. 


“Well then, let’s go together!” Molon declared with a cheerful 
expression. 


It seemed like there weren’t any traces of his previous insanity left in 
his heart. However, they didn’t know if or when Molon’s heart might 
be corrupted with madness once more. Something that already 
collapsed once could one day collapse again. 


But for now, at least, it didn’t seem like it would collapse. Molon 
pulled Eugene up and supported him. Then he also extended an arm 
to Anise. Anise grinned and clung onto Molon’s arm. 


Molon’s feet kicked off the ground. In a single leap, they flew up high 
into the sky. Eugene and Anise gazed down below as they clung to 
Molon’s arms. 


What they saw was the enclosed scenery of a mountain. This was the 
other side of the Lehainjar. The mountain where Eugene had just been 
had collapsed and had been restored, so it looked like an ordinary 
mountain, but the rest of the scenery hadn’t undergone the same 
process. Their environments were still similar to the Devildom. The 
corpses of the Nur could be seen here and there. Traces of Molon’s 
self-harm could also be seen. 


“There it is,” Molon whispered. 
Eugene and Anise raised their heads. 


They had already climbed higher than the peak of the mountain. In 
the north, they could see Raguyaran, the End of the World. The 
landscape they could see from here should be different from what they 
would see outside. However, Eugene could comprehend why the 
Raguyaran he could see from here was called the Land that Should Not 
Be Crossed and the End of the World. 


There really was nothing there. All there was, was gray land, gray 
skies, and gray air. Everything was gray and empty. However, it 
wasn’t actually empty here. At the base of the mountain, in the 
outskirts connected to the Raguyaran, countless corpses of Nur had 
been piled up there. 


“In the past, I always threw the Nur’s corpse over there,” Molon 
explained. 


Boom. 


Molon’s feet landed on the ground. He put Anise and Eugene down for 
the moment, then picked up the boar-type Nur that he had thrown 
here earlier. 


“T don’t know where the Nur come from. I don’t even know what the 
Nur are. However, Vermouth said that the Nur come from the End. 
Because of that, I thought the deceased Nur should also be thrown 
back to the End,” Molon further elaborated. 


The Nur’s corpse flew into the sky. The huge corpse flew over several 
mountain peaks and fell into the Raguyaran. 


Molon said absent-mindedly, “At some point, I just stopped doing 
this.” 


Anise was supporting Eugene. Without looking back at them, Molon 
just stared into the Raguyaran. 


“Hamel. Anise. I hated coming to the peak for this moment. At some 
point, I became afraid of climbing up to this peak. I didn’t want to see 
Raguyaran. The Raguyaran that can be seen from here is different 
from the Raguyaran that can be seen outside. But in some places, it’s 
the same. I didn’t want to see Raguyaran. I didn’t want to see the 
End,” Molon confessed. 


“Molon,” Eugene called out. 


Molon continued speaking, “I might be strong, but I was lonely. The 
years have weakened my warrior’s spirit. However, Hamel, it’s fine 
now. You didn’t tell me your reasons for it in detail, but from your 
fist, I felt that it was for my sake—” 


“That fight doesn’t count,” Eugene suddenly spat out, cutting Molon’s 
words short. “Just think back to three hundred years ago, Molon. You 
had an exceptional physique, so you were also skilled in bare-handed 
fighting, but I honestly wasn’t that skilled with my bare fists. So even 
when we were both in our primes, if we had only fought with our 
fists, I still wouldn’t have been able to beat you.” 


He needed to acknowledge what couldn’t be denied. As such, Eugene 
continued speaking quickly. He had no intention of giving Molon any 
room for rebuttal. 


“However, what do you think would happen if I had a real weapon in 
my hands? Starting from my previous life, ’'ve always been an expert 


in all kinds of weapons. There’s no comparison between me fighting 
with a weapon and me fighting with my bare hands. So which do you 
think is the real me? It’s only when I’m holding a weapon that I’m 
really fighting seriously. Especially since I currently have the Holy 
Sword, the Moonlight Sword, the Demonic Spear, and the Annihilation 
Hammer. I also have Vermouth’s Storm Sword, Devouring Sword, 
Thunderbolt Pernoa, and the Dragon Spear. It’s only when I’m able to 
use all of them that you can see my real skills. Although you might be 
able to show your skills off with just a single, crude ax, I can't show 
my real skills without the right weapon.” 


It wasn’t a lie. 


“Tf I had just a single crudely-made knife in my hand, the outcome 
wouldn’t have been so obvious. After all, facing your barbaric fists 
with just my bare body and parrying them with a sword would place 
completely different burdens on me. With my refined techniques, I 
would have been able to divert all of your attacks without even 
damaging the edge of my blade, and in the end, I would have been 
able to slice open your body. You understand what I’m trying to say, 
right? Our fight just now wasn’t fair. I haven’t really lost to you. So 
that fight doesn’t cou—” 


“That’s not true, Hamel,” Molon replied with a rarely-seen serious 
expression. 


Chapter 246 
The Brave Molon (6) 


The three stared at Raguyaran from the mountain's peak for quite 
some time. Although he had been standing there for so long, Eugene 
still couldn’t sense the presence of the End coming from Raguyaran. 
To Eugene’s eyes, Raguyaran just seemed to be covered by a dull and 
misty fog. 


As for the Raguyaran on the outside, not the one on this side, it wasn’t 
all that special or mysterious a place either. 


It was just a huge snowfield with abysmal weather. A harsh land 
without anything of particular value, such as underground resources 
buried beneath its surface. A land where even mana itself was scarce, 
making it difficult to use any magic. No one lived in Raguyaran 
because it was a place full of factors that were inimical to life. 


Beyond this land was the vast Arctic Sea. Since all seas were 
connected with each other in the end, it was said that if you crossed 
Raguyaran’s Arctic Sea, you would be able to reach the far-off 
Southern seas... but what reason was there to do something so 
pointless? 


In any case, the Raguyaran that Eugene knew wasn’t as bizarre and 
terrifying a place as Vermouth had warned them about. 


However, it was true that the Nur had started appearing here a 
hundred years ago. Molon had blocked any of the Nur from leaving 
here for the past one hundred years. Molon was using his own body as 
a barrier so the End coming from Raguyaran wouldn’t be able to cross 
the Lehainjar and attack the rest of the world. 


“Molon,” Eugene eventually spoke up. 


Even after staring at it for such a long time, nothing seemed to be 


approaching them from the other side of the Raguyaran. Like with 
Lehainjar itself, on this side, the sun never rose in this world. 


This was the world that Molon had been watching over for the past 
one hundred years. No matter how much you tried to break it, it 
would always reform intact. And as the corpses of Nur piled up, the 
scenery would turn grotesque. Those were the only two changes that 
ever took place here. 


Eugene continued, “What are you going to do from now on?” 


This question needed to be asked. In Eugene’s opinion, his fight with 
Molon couldn’t really be called a fight. Even he himself thought of it 

as an embarrassing and ugly struggle on his part. But it was because 

his opponent was Molon that Eugene had struggled so fiercely. If his 

opponent hadn’t been Molon, there would be no reason for him to do 
such a thing. 


“Are you going to keep staying here?” Eugene followed up with 
another question. 


These questions, this whole conversation, all of it could only take 
place because of Eugene’s futile struggle. If it were the previous 
Molon, having a conversation like this would have been impossible. 
Though less than half a day had passed from then until now, Eugene 
was certain that Molon had changed. 


“I,” Molon hesitantly began without turning his head to look at 
Eugene. 


His sunken eyes were still staring firmly at Raguyaran, at the hazy and 
distant End of the World. 


“T will wait here,” Molon declared. 


His answer hadn’t changed from before. Even if Eugene had asked the 
earlier Molon, he would have given the same answer as he did now. 
Eugene was also aware of this fact. 


In the first place, Eugene had no intention of changing Molon’s 
answer. What on earth could he do to change it? The hundred years 


he had spent here because of Vermouth’s request, all of that was proof 
of Molon’s conviction and commitment to this mission. 


Eugene didn’t want to deny his friend’s conviction and commitment. 


“Tt’s not just because of Vermouth’s request,” Molon explained. “It’s 
because I’ve seen the Nur myself. It’s because I know what an ominous 
existence the Nur are. I am the founder of Ruhr, and I am the Brave 
Molon who once saved the world. As such, I have to keep watch over 
this place.” 


It wasn’t just Molon. If Eugene hadn’t died and been put in Molon’s 
position, he would have acted the same as Molon. Even Sienna and 
Anise, they all would have done the same. 


“For how long?” Eugene asked as he stared at Molon. “Until now, 
you’ve been waiting for a hundred years. For just how many more 
years are you going to keep watch over this place?” 


“T guess P’ll just keep doing so until I die,” Molon replied calmly. 


“What an idiotic answer,” Eugene grumbled, only for Molon to 
chuckle in response. 


Molon tore his gaze away from the Raguyaran and looked down at 
Eugene, “Hamel. It seems that you’re worried about me.” 


Eugene snorted, “Of course, I’m worried about you.” 
“That’s why I didn’t want to show you my weakness,” Molon sighed. 


“Molon, listen closely to what I’m saying,” Eugene growled as he 
forced his still clumsy fingers to clench into a fist. “Just in case, if you 
do become a little strange once more, I'll come back to fight with 
you.” 


Molon’s eyes widened into circles as he looked at Eugene. 


“Tll definitely come here to beat you up,” Eugene promised sincerely. 


This time, Eugene had fought Molon in an embarrassing and ugly 
manner, then he had lost messily. 


“Tll come here to fight with you and defeat you,” Eugene vowed. 


If he lost next time as well, then Eugene would just have to try the 
next time again. No matter how many times he was defeated, Eugene 
would keep on challenging Molon. 


Eugene continued speaking firmly, “Whenever you grow strange, 
whenever you get bored and start going crazy, I’ll come here to beat 
you up while calling you an idiot.” 


There was no way to know where the Nur came from or why they 
were coming here. Vermouth hadn’t said anything about how long 
Molon would have to keep doing this. Without even a promise of 
when he could rest, he had made Molon watch over this place for over 
a hundred years. 


“Molon, you weren’t lonely, and you didn’t get any weaker. Do you 
want to know why? You beat me half to death, after all. That alone 
would be proof of your strength. You’re still the brave and strong 
warrior you always were,” Eugene assured him. 


It was a clumsy and awkward attempt at consolation. Even Molon 
could sense that. The same went for Eugene himself as the one who 
said it. However, Eugene didn’t know how else to offer his 
consolation. 


If he had won his fight with Molon, the lines Eugene had used just 
now would have been slightly different. 


You really are weak, idiot. However, I was just a lousy opponent for 
you. Even in my previous life, I was already stronger than you. So, just 
because you lost to me, that doesn’t mean you’re weak. It just means 
that I’m way too strong. Don’t be too heartbroken. Your opponent was 
me, after all. 


Therefore, you should keep watch for just a little longer. As the one 
who is stronger than you... 


“Neither you nor I know when this duty of yours will end,” Eugene 
said as he raised his still-clenched fist from his side. “That’s why you 
were lonely and in pain. Because you don’t know when this damn 
mission will be over. That’s why you felt like your mind was slowly 
getting weaker. As the people you knew died one by one, but only you 
remained.” 


Molon couldn’t think of what to say to this. With blank eyes, he stared 
at Eugene’s fist. Compared to Molon’s, that fist was childishly small. It 
was a light fist that wouldn’t be able to hurt Molon even if it struck 
him several times. 


“However, I’m here now, and so is Anise,” Eugene continued. “There’s 
also Sienna. As such, you don’t need to be lonely. We will remember 
what it is you’re doing here and why. If you’re in distress because you 
don’t know how much longer you have to stay here, then I’ll go and 
ask him for you myself.” 


“Who are you going to ask?” Molon questioned after a beat. 


Eugene scoffed, “Idiot, why ask such an obvious question? The one 
who made such a shitty request of you is Vermouth, right? 
Coincidentally, I also have a lot of things I want to ask that bastard 
Vermouth. So while I’m at it, Pll also ask about your mission.” 


Molon wasn’t smiling, but Eugene still grinned. 


“In that case,” Eugene said as he thrust his raised fist toward Molon. 
“,.In that case, just for a little longer, keep protecting this place for 
just a bit more.” 


In the end, Eugene couldn’t help but say something like this. 


After all, who in the world, apart from Molon, would be able to guard 
this place? Apart from him, who in the hell would have been able to 
block those ominous monsters from invading for over a hundred 
years? 


“.,.Haha!” Molon burst into laughter. “You really are cruel, Hamel.” 


Molon shook his head as he kept laughing. 


“Vermouth’s request alone has forced me to endure all this for the past 
one hundred and fifty years. Now, with your request on top of that, 
I’m being forced to accept both of your requests,” Molon said with 
amusement. 


“And just why are you ignoring me?” Anise, who had been silently 
standing beside them listening to all this, suddenly spoke up. “Did you 
think that I wouldn’t make a request of you when even Hamel has 
done so? Molon, in my opinion, the only one who can handle this sort 
of mission is you. Even if all of us had survived, if we had had to 
request one of us to take up this duty, then all of us, not just Sir 
Vermouth, would have asked you to do it.” 


“Ts that so,” Molon muttered as he lifted his head. “Hamel, Anise. 
With the addition of you two, it seems like I have three people 
counting on me. Also, Anise, you said I’m the only one who could 
have done something like this. Hamel, you said that I am still the 
same brave and strong warrior that I used to be.” 


Just like Eugene had, Molon also clenched his fist. He lifted his tightly 
clenched fist up to Eugene’s. 


“If that’s the case, then it seems that I have no choice but to do so,” 
Molon said with renewed confidence. 


Tap. 
Their fists lightly knocked against each other. 
“Hamel,” Molon said as he stared straight at Eugene. 


His body may have changed, but on the inside, he was still 
unmistakably Hamel. 


‘Isn’t that the same for me as well?’ Molon thought with a grin. 


No matter how weatherbeaten he had become over the past three 
hundred years, even with all the rust, Molon was still Molon. He was 
still strong. He was still brave. 


“You said that you would kill the Demon Kings,” Molon recalled. 
“That’s right,” Eugene confirmed this. 


Molon continued hesitantly, “I probably... won’t be able to go with 
you to kill the remaining Demon Kings. Since I have a mission to 
continue guarding this place.” 


Perhaps, if they managed to kill all of the Demon Kings, there might 
no longer be any need to worry about the End coming from 
Raguyaran. 


“If one day you put an end to everything and find out that I no longer 
have to be bound to this mission, if you reunite with the missing 
Vermouth, then... at that time, come here and tell me about it,” 
Molon requested. 


He would be fine. 


Molon added, “Just in case, if I’ve turned strange once more, then give 
me a beating with your own hands and tell me that my mission is 
over. Tell me that I am free.” 


After today, Molon believed that he would no longer lose his mind. 
The fists that he exchanged with Hamel, along with their conversation 
— no — the memories that he had made with both Hamel and Anise, 
these comrades from his past, over the past few days. These few days 
of memories were weightier and clearer than the hundred years Molon 
had spent guarding this place. 


Molon had said those sorts of things to show them that he was 
prepared to wait even if he didn’t know just how long it would take 
them to return here. He was expressing his determination to protect 
this place without taking his own life or allowing anyone else to kill 
him. 


“Alright,” Eugene agreed with a smile as he lowered his fist. “At that 
time, I’ll also bring Vermouth with me... Maybe even Sienna as well.” 


To think that Eugene would get embarrassed at this point. Anise, who 
had been listening quietly, swallowed a laugh inside of Kristina’s 


head. Hamel wasn’t comfortable with sensitive topics and wasn’t very 
good at expressing himself. 


“... The gap is pretty nice,’ Kristina thought to herself. 
[Huh?] Anise questioned. 


‘Sir Eugene’s usual behavior is extremely rough,’ Kristina pointed out. ‘His 
tongue is so sharp that it’s hard to believe he’s a great hero, and he also 
curses a lot.’ 


[This is actually after he’s improved a little, Kristina. At first, Hamel’s 
mouth was truly filthy!1], So in order to clean his tongue, whenever 
Hamel cursed, I would stuff an actual rag into his mouth. ] 


Just how low could Hamel’s position have been when he first joined 
the party three hundred years ago? Kristina considered this question 
for a moment. 


Kristina defended him, ‘...Although Sir Eugene may be rough, at times, he 
unconsciously shows his inner nature. Like the fact that he’s able to 
distinguish between you and me, Sister. When we eat together, he puts my 
tableware in front of me first, as if it’s instinctual. Or when we walk down 
a street together, he lets me walk on the inside where it’s safer; and 
whenever a monster appears, he steps forward in front of me as if it’s only 
natural for him to do so... ’ 


[Do you really remember all of those moments?] Anise asked in 
disbelief. 


Flustered, Kristina stammered, ‘A-anyways, Sister, isn’t that the case? 
While his mouth may spit out harsh words, in his heart, he’s worried about 
his friend and comrade-in-arms, Molon... But even after he was covered in 
blood and half-dead, he still didn’t change tactics and went up against Sir 
Molon with all his strength...! Just like when he saved me... ’ 


[Indeed, Kristina, perhaps because we’re soul sisters, but you’re 
attracted to the same points as me. You’re right. Hamel has always 
been like that since three hundred years ago. He’s all spiky on the 
outside while soft on the inside... It was that sort of gap that 
captivated both Sienna and me. ] 


‘Lady Sienna as well...!’ 


Although Kristina had yet to meet Sienna personally, she had become 
familiar with Sienna by hearing Eugene and Anise talk about her 
numerous times. In addition to that, after hearing these words from 
Anise, for some reason, Kristina felt herself sympathizing with Sienna, 
even though they hadn’t even met yet. 


[There’s just one thing that you should remember, Kristina. In the end, 
Sienna, that shy little chick, will become your and my enemy. Mer 
Merdein, that cheeky brat, might be willing to flatter us now, but once 
Sienna is released from her seal, she will surely stick to Sienna’s side 
as if she had never gotten close to us and report everything that has 
happened until then. ] 


‘If that’s the case, then what are we supposed to do? Sister, I don’t think 
that we’ve done anything wrong.’ 


[Sienna is a savage girl who speaks before she thinks and whose fists 
speak louder than her words. Even if we don’t commit any crimes, 
Sienna might rain fireballs down on our heads just because she’s in a 
bad mood. If you want to counter her, Krisitna, you must make sure to 
not neglect your divine magic. The two of us should hold hands and 
combine forces. ] 


‘T’ve always been holding your hand, Sister, ever since the very beginning.’ 
Anise and Kristina’s sisterly affection grew even stronger. 

“Well then, shall we head back now,” Molon proposed. 

Bang! 


Molon’s huge hand smacked Eugene on the back. Eugene was almost 
sent flying to Raguyaran. The only reason he didn’t fly away was 
thanks to Eugene hastily casting a spell on himself to hold his body in 
place. 


However, even if Eugene wasn’t sent flying, his whole body hurt as if 
it had been shattered into pieces. While under the effects of Ignition’s 
recoil, the sensitivity of his whole body, especially towards pain, 


would become very intense. While still in this state, Molon’s huge 
hand had just struck him on the back. 


Eugene gasped in pain, “Gaaagh...!” 


Anise chided Molon, “Idiot, have you forgotten that Hamel’s Ignition 
is a suicide device that destroys his own body?” 


“Won't the recoil be less painful because his body became stronger?” 
Molon asked curiously. 


Anise replied, “His days spent moaning in bed might have reduced 
from his previous life, but it seems like it still hurts. Even though I’ve 
warned him several times since his previous life... to think he would 
use a suicide device in a mere scuffle with you, Molon. No matter how 
much I think about it, Hamel, you’re an even bigger idiot than 
Molon.” 


“That’s just how strong I am,” Molon declared proudly. “Hamel tried 
with all his might to defeat me, but in the end, he still couldn’t win.” 


“ve said this once already, but it wasn’t a defeat,” Eugene insisted. “I 
didn’t even use any weapons or any of my techniques, so how can it 
be called a defeat...!” 


Molon curiously pointed out, “Isn’t Ignition one of your techniques? 
And that Prominence as well...” 


Eugene faltered, “No, that’s... the techniques I’m talking about are... 
um...” 


While trying to endure the tingling sensation running down his back, 
Eugene struggled to decide whether or not to spit out the words he 
was thinking of. 


Molon’s eyes lit up, “Asura Rampage! That’s right, Hamel, you didn’t 
use your Asura Rampage. But it’s strange, even though you didn’t use 
Asura Rampage when you fought me, you really were like an Asura... 
Once you’ve reached the limits of your Asura Rampage, do you 
actually become an Asura yourself?” 


Molon didn’t have any malice. Even during Eugene’s previous life, 
Molon had just been that sort of a guy. Even though he knew this, 
hearing that name coming from someone else's lips made Eugene want 
to jump down from the mountain peak and end his life that instant. 


“Even so, Molon, about this barrier, were you the one who opened it 
when we arrived?” Eugene asked as he desperately tried to change the 
topic. 


Having said all that he wanted to without any malice intended, Molon 
immediately showed a surprised reaction to Eugene’s words, “Weren’t 
you the ones who opened it when you came in?” 


“As expected, it must have opened because of the Moonlight Sword,” 
Eugene reasoned. 


In a natural manner, Eugene managed to completely change the topic. 
Anise, who was looking in his direction, and Mer, who was peeking 
from inside his cloak, seemed to be laughing at him. Eugene did his 
best not to pay them any attention. 


“The Moonlight Sword was Vermouth’s favorite sword,” Molon 
observed. “Since he didn’t leave it with the Lionhearts and even 
completely erased it from their records, Vermouth must have been 
holding on to it until the very end. Your reincarnation was planned by 
Vermouth, and my mission was also because of Vermouth’s request.” 


Also, the Moonlight Sword had been found in Hamel’s grave. In the 
Darkroom, Vermouth had taught him how to find the grave hidden in 
the desert. So, in the end, this meant that Eugene would have 
eventually been led to the Moonlight Sword no matter what 
happened. 


‘Did he arrange for the Moonlight Sword to be used as a key, just in case 
Molon ended up trapped within this barrier...?’ As he considered this 
idea, Eugene touched the Moonlight Sword within his cloak. ‘...But in 
fact, the Darkroom’s Vermouth didn’t say anything about Molon.’ 


When one considered it, this was only natural. When Vermouth left 
his recording in the Darkroom, both Sienna and Anise had been alive 
and well. It was about one hundred and fifty years ago that Vermouth 


had appeared in Molon’s dream to convey his request. 
That was fifty years after Vermouth’s apparent death. 
During those fifty years, what exactly did Vermouth go through? 


With a bitter feeling, Eugene let go of the Moonlight Sword. 


1. The original Korean idiom used for this says that Hamel went 
around biting on a rag. & 


Chapter 247 
The Brave Molon (7) 


Eugene, who had left for Lehainjar to take a test, returned after a full 
day in a state where he couldn’t even control his own body. 


His injuries had been completely treated. Only the recoil from Ignition 
remained. But no matter what, it was just a fact that Eugene had no 
choice but to receive Molon and Anise’s support to walk because he 
couldn’t keep himself steady, and seeing Eugene looking like this 
caused many of the fort’s inhabitants to nod their heads. 


Eugene Lionheart had been recognized as one of the heroes of the 
present age. All the famed warriors who met him acknowledged 
Eugene’s genius potential. He was still only twenty-one years old, but 
the strength he had managed to achieve at such a young age didn’t fall 
short compared to those famed warriors who stood at the forefront of 
the times. 


However, he still couldn’t match up to the great hero from three 
hundred years ago. This was only natural. Although he had been in 
seclusion for over a hundred years, Molon Ruhr was still the Brave 
Molon. 


Several people had come looking for Eugene while he was confined to 
his bed. 


“Even if it’s you, it seems that you can only be treated as a child by Sir 
Molon, huh?” The corners of Cyan’s mouth culled upwards subtly, no, 
blatantly, as he placed some medicine on a bedside table. 


“Well, it can’t be helped, can it?” Cyan continued. “Sir Molon is a 
great hero who fought alongside our ancestor, and you, well... while 
it might be true that you’re an amazing genius, it’s not like you were 
able to fight during that era, right?” 


‘I did fight back then, you son of a bitch.’ Eugene barely managed to 
swallow the reply that rose to his throat. 


“Sir Molon has obtained victory after standing on countless 
battlefields after all, so don’t let it get you down too much,” Cyan 
encouraged Eugene. “No matter how talented you may be, in Sir 
Molon’s eyes, you're just a distant descendant of his friend, so it’s only 
natural for him to treat you like he would a child.” 


“Are you really going to keep yapping?” Eugene growled. 


Cyan acted innocent as he said, “Can’t you understand my feelings of 
concern for you as my brother? But you really are quite impressive. 
What was it again... Ignition? Is that what you called it? Your body is 
in such pain because you used that technique again. Even without 
having seen it, it’s clear what happened. Did you stubbornly insist on 
trying to somehow defeat Sir Molon? Because of your own hurt pride, 
no?” 


Eugene snapped, “Shut up!” 


“No, I really am worried about you,” Cyan insisted. “Don’t let it get to 
you. Just lie down and have a good rest—” 


Not willing to listen to him any further, Eugene grabbed an apple 
from the fruit basket next to his bed. He was intent on throwing it at 
Cyan, but at that moment, he put too much strength into his grip 
force, crushing the apple and turning it into juice. 


“T think it’s pretty cool that you refused to admit defeat and showed 
off everything that you had,” Cyan immediately reversed his opinion 
and rose from his seat. 


Ciel was the one who came looking for him next. Having just finished 
bathing, with a freshly dried appearance, she sat close to Eugene. 


“Do you know?” Ciel asked. “The hot springs here are said to relieve 
fatigue and help with muscle recovery. If the recoil from your barbaric 
technique is anything close to severe muscle pain, won’t your recovery 
be faster if you take a dip in the hot springs?” 


“Tt’s hard for me to even control my body, so how do you expect me to 
get into the hot springs?” Eugene complained. 


“Shall I help you with that?” Ciel offered. 
Eugene scoffed, “Are you crazy?” 


“No way. Could it be that you have some strange thoughts?” Ciel 
smirked. “There’s also such a thing as a family bath. It’s not like you 
need to go in there naked, and it’s for the sake of treatment and 
recovery. It doesn’t really matter to me, but if you say please, I might 
consider helping you.” 


Although Ciel gave this proposal with a grin, she was certain that 
Eugene wouldn’t really accept her offer. But what would she do if he 
did accept it? She would need a lot of time to mentally prepare 
herself, but... Ciel suddenly gulped and glanced down at Eugene. 


“Of course, I’m just joking,” Ciel nervously corrected herself. “You 
know that, right?” 


“Do you think I’m crazy enough to take those words seriously?” 
Eugene asked in offense. 


Although she had only asked that question to take a peek at Eugene’s 
opinion, Ciel was a bit disappointed by his immediate response. 


She changed the subject, “You don’t seem to have any wounds, so I 
can’t really get a clear picture. Just how many times were you beaten 
by Molon?” 


“T didn’t get hit all that much,” Eugene refuted her. 
“Really?” Ciel questioned in disbelief. 


Eugene reminded her, “You already know the facts. I’m not lying here 
because I was beaten by Mo... Sir Molon but because of the recoil 
from my technique.” 


One year ago, when Eward had run wild at the Black Lion Castle, 


Eugene had used Ignition while fighting the Remnants of the Demon 
Kings, who had used Eward’s body as their host. Back then, Eugene 
had also needed to stay in bed for several days, like he was doing 
now, so Ciel was well aware of the reason for Eugene’s convalescence. 


“Tf you used that skill, that means you were backed so far into a 
corner that you had no choice but to use it,” Ciel surmised. 


Eugene attempted to deny it, “...Not really? Why would I be 
cornered? I just used it because I wanted to use it, so what?” 


Ciel silently narrowed her eyes and stared at Eugene. Eugene couldn’t 
bear to meet her gaze, so he awkwardly looked elsewhere. 


“Well, even so, it’s not like you’re the only one going through this,” 
Ciel generously conceded. 


“What do you mean by that?” Eugene asked. 


Ciel informed him, “Sir Molon has said that if anyone wishes to 
challenge him or engage in a spar, they can feel free to find him at 
any time. Just today, my father, Lady Carmen, and the other Captains 
from the Black Lion Castle have said that they will be challenging Sir 
Molon.” 


To be honest, Eugene had nothing to be ashamed of. For now, at least, 
he thought that it was only natural that he would lose to Molon. 


However... however, wasn’t it a much different matter when it came 
to Eugene accepting it himself compared to others bringing it up in 
front of him? So you lost to Sir Molon? For Eugene, who was both 
Eugene and, at the same time, Hamel, upon hearing these words from 
other people, he would inevitably get angry. 


‘If I had known it would be like this, I would have only returned after the 
recoil was over,’ Eugene thought regretfully. 


But it was too late for such regrets. Hopefully, Molon wouldn’t hold 
back just because they were his juniors and would instead beat them 
up with all his strength. So that they knew they had absolutely no 
chance of winning. Eugene hoped that Molon showed there was 


enough of a difference between him and them that they couldn’t help 
but feel that way... 


“As expected, Sir Molon really is Sir Molon.” 
“Ts that so?” Eugene responded 


“Yes. I gave it my all while fighting him, but I couldn’t even leave a 
single wound on Sir Molon.” 


“How about the others?” Eugene asked. 


“Even Sir Molon expressed admiration for Lord Carmen’s skills. 
However, Lord Carmen’s Deadliest Combination was only able to 
make Sir Molon take a few steps back. Sir Molon wasn’t injured in the 
slightest. The same goes for the Patriarch’s sword.” 


Eugene held firmly onto the corners of his lips that were about to start 
twitching on their own. 


Genos Lionheart, the Captain of the First Division of the Black Lion 
Knights and the successor to the Hamel style passed down by 
Vermouth, was someone who knew the truth that Eugene was Hamel’s 
reincarnation. 


He was currently sitting in front of Eugene with bandages wrapped 
around all four of his limbs. The fact that he only needed bandages 
was all thanks to being treated with divine magic, as originally, all his 
limbs had been broken. 


“However, Molon was weaker than me,” Eugene declared proudly. 
“As expected of Sir Hamel,” Genos complimented. 


“Now that I’ve barely reached the peak of my current life, it’s only 
natural that I would lose...” Eugene trailed off, only to quickly make 
his excuses, “Ah, don’t get me wrong. Three hundred years ago, when 
we were both in our prime, I was stronger than Molon, but unlike me, 
Molon didn’t die and continued training. So it’s only natural for Molon 
to be stronger than the current me.” 


“T felt Sir Molon’s transcendent strength with my own body,” Genos 
said in agreement, his sincere respect for Hamel shining through. “Sir 
Molon is worthy of being a great hero not just because of his strength 
but also because of his character. After all my limbs were broken, he 
personally carried me—” 


“Are you saying that my strength and character aren’t worthy of being 
a great hero?” Eugene accused defensively. 


Genos gave a startled, “Huh?” 


“Tf Molon really had a character worthy of a great hero, he wouldn’t 
have broken your limbs in the first place, now would he?” Eugene 
pointed out triumphantly. 


Genos hesitated, “Yes... now that you say that, it does seem so.” 


“Instead, I recognized you as my successor and supplemented your 
understanding of the Hamel style, even though I didn’t really want to 
recall it. I also improved your Red Flame Formula to suit the Hamel 
Style. Iam definitely in possession of a character worthy of a great 
hero, don’t you think so?” 


“Indeed, Sir Hamel truly is a great hero.” 


Because of his respect for Hamel, Genos didn’t refute Eugene’s words. 
Also, it was true that he had received a lot of help from Eugene. 
Following the death of the previous Council Head, Doynes, the 
Lionhearts went through many changes. 


However, the White Flame Formula was still the sole property of the 
main family, while the collateral lines could only learn the Red Flame 
Formula. This was the basis for maintaining the balance of the huge 
Lionheart clan, so it wasn’t something that could hastily be changed. 
No matter how impulsive Eugene could be, he couldn’t just teach 
Genos, who was from a collateral line, the White Flame Formula. 


As such, besides the White Flame Formula, Eugene had taught Genos 
various other things. The Hamel style and the version of the Red 
Flame Formula that had been passed down through Genos’s family 
had been harmonized, and the insufficient aspects of the Red Flame 


Formula had been supplemented by Eugene. So having received such 
favor, it was only natural for Genos to respect Hamel even more than 
he already did. 


Getting back to the point, Eugene asked, “So what, after breaking your 
limbs, what did Molon say to you?” 


“He said that he could feel Sir Hamel from the fighting spirit and 
swordsmanship incorporated into my fighting style,” Genos said with 
a proud expression. 


For someone like him, who deeply respected Hamel, Molon saying 
such words to him was the highest praise and evaluation. 


However, Eugene couldn’t help but feel a subtle sense of 
incongruity... Even though Eugene himself acknowledged that Genos’s 
skills were quite excellent, no matter how much he rolled the idea 
through his head, he didn’t feel like Genos really resembled Hamel all 
that much. 


Being tactful enough to notice that he shouldn’t let such thoughts 
escape his mouth, Eugene didn’t express his opinions and just kept his 
mouth shut. 


It was only after five days had passed that Eugene’s body felt better. 


Just in case, he had been worried that the likes of Amelia Merwin or 
Hemoria might take advantage of the opening left by the weakening 
of his body to attack him. While it was something that couldn’t be 
done if you thought about it rationally, among all the idiots that 
Eugene had met in his entire life, those two ranked quite highly on the 
list of the most idiotic. 


Fortunately, nothing like that had happened. 


“Vermouth’s descendants are strong,” up in the fort’s tower, Molon 
spoke up as the winds blew against him. 


“But as descendants of Vermouth, they’re still too weak,” Eugene, who 
was wrapped up in a cloak beside Molon, replied with a snort. 


It wasn’t that the Lionhearts were all that weak. On the contrary, they 
were strong enough that they could easily claim to be the best martial 
clan on the continent. 


In Eugene’s opinion, Carmen, who represented the highest tier of 
elders, could even boast about being the best in the continent. With 
her skills, except for the Three Dukes, she would be able to fight 
single-handedly against any of the highest-ranking demonfolks in 
Helmuth. That alone was already impressive enough. Usually, high- 
ranking demonfolks weren’t opponents that humans could face all on 
their own. 


Then there was the Patriarch, Gilead, and his youngest brother, Gion. 
Since the second brother, Gilford, had already laid down the sword, 
following Carmen, the next strongest master from the main family 
portion of the Lionheart clan needed to be picked from those two. To 
put things bluntly, both of their skills were several steps behind 
Carmen’s. However, like Carmen, there was plenty of room for 
growth. 


Eugene justified his position, “As I recall, Vermouth was much 
younger than those three when he reached his prime. Yet even so, he 
was overwhelmingly stronger than they are now.” 


The Queen of the Night Demons, Noir Giabella, and the Blade of 
Incarceration, Gavid Lindman; even back three hundred years ago, 
those two were considered the strongest of the demonfolks, apart from 
the Demon Kings. In that era, Vermouth was the only one who could 
stand against those two demonfolks all on his own. 


Molon defended them, “Just because they’re Vermouth’s descendants, 
that doesn’t mean they have to be just as strong as Vermouth, Hamel. 
After all, the same goes for my descendants as well.” 


“They resemble you in how big they are,” Eugene pointed out. 


“However, there’s a big difference in their strength. I consider Aman 
as the descendant who has most strongly inherited my blood, but even 


his strength is much weaker than I was when you first met me,” 
Molon said as he puffed out his chest proudly. “However, Aman does 
have the potential to grow stronger. I think that goes for all who have 
inherited my blood, no, for everyone who is living in this era. And all 
of Vermouth’s Lionheart clan have the same gray hair and golden eyes 
that Vermouth had.” 


It was the only genetic trait that hadn’t thinned over time. Even after 
being passed down through dozens of generations and mixing with 
other bloodlines, all the Lionhearts still inherited the same gray hair 
and golden eyes. Even the most distant collateral lines were born with 
the golden eyes and gray hair that served as Vermouth’s symbols. 


It was as if a strong will had been dissolved into the blood. No matter 
how much it was mixed and diluted, it felt like this blood seemed to 
insist on maintaining its identity as the Lionheart’s, no, as Vermouth’s 
blood. 


Was it because Vermouth’s blood was special? Or perhaps, Vermouth 
had made his bloodline special? 


But for what purpose? 
Eugene silently pondered these questions. 


He felt that this had something to do with Hamel’s reincarnation. Of 
course, it was only a hunch, but Eugene shook his head as he felt a 
slightly creepy sensation running down his back. 


“There’s also you, isn’t there, Hamel?” Molon spoke up, his large fist 
approaching Eugene. 


Molon seemed to have developed a liking for greeting people with fist 
bumps. Last time, Eugene was being supported by Anise, but this time 
a healthy Eugene was standing on his own two feet. So he proudly 
spread his shoulders wide and held his fist up to Molon’s. 


Molon continued, “You were born as Vermouth’s descendant and have 
become a member of the Lionhearts. If that’s the case, doesn’t that 
guarantee that one of Vermouth’s descendants will be as strong as 
Vermouth?” 


At these words, Eugene couldn’t help but feel a subtle sense of joy. 
Honestly speaking, he was embarrassed to have been born a 
descendant of Vermouth as part of that bastard’s plan. However, when 
Molon said, will be as strong as Vermouth, Eugene’s cheeks couldn’t 
help but twitch in an aborted smile. 


In the end, didn’t those words mean that, in Molon’s opinion, Hamel 
was just as strong as Vermouth? 


“Tm guessing he means, ‘might be as strong as Vermouth,” said Anise, 
who had been sitting on the balcony railing while gulping down beer. 


Although her expression wasn’t visible as her head was turned away, 
Eugene could easily imagine Anise's expression. She would definitely 
have on a sullen look with pouting lips. It couldn’t be helped. 


She had been recognized as a Saint after flapping her wings and 
shouting that she had received a divine revelation. Because of that, 
Anise kept receiving envious glances from Yuras’ priests, and her busy 
days were spent providing instructions on miracles and conducting 
worship services. 


Of course, all of that had been conducted by Kristina, not Anise. Anise 
would only give a few words of advice from a corner of their shared 
consciousness while grumbling about when all this would end. 


Even so, it was true that she wasn’t able to hang out with Eugene or 
Molon because she was so busy during the day, making it only natural 
that Anise was upset. 


Molon was also just as busy. In these past few days, he had already 
finished sparring with most of the knights in the fort and had even 
taken up the role of serving as the knights’ training partner. When Nur 
would occasionally appear, Molon would quickly return to the 
Lehainjar. 


In two days, the Knight March would be coming to an end. 


“Tt doesn’t matter to me,” Anise said in a sulky voice. “But I’m a little 
worried about Molon. Currently, we’ve all been able to reunite like 
this, and you, Molon, have also gotten acquainted with your 


descendants and the other knights here, but... in the end, you'll just 
be returning to the Lehainjar, won’t you?” 


“That’s right,” Molon confirmed. “Going there and back while staying 
here is just cumbersome, and it will only feel dull to me in the long 
run.” 


“Tm not worried about you going crazy again, but...,” Anise trailed 
off. 


Would Molon really be okay? 


As this thought came to her mind, Anise stopped speaking for a few 
moments. 


She didn’t really want to express her concerns. It was just that the 
feelings buried deep within her heart were drawing her attention to 
them of their own accord. Anise was all too familiar with the feelings 
of loss. That might be the case, but Molon knew loss even better than 
Anise. After all, the only one who had survived until the present day 
was Molon. 


“Are you worried that we won’t be able to meet each other once 
more?” Molon asked with a laugh. 


Anise couldn’t bear to easily admit to those words. She just didn’t 
want to. Although she had tried to twist her words this way and that, 
Anise’s true feelings were just as Molon had described. 


She was afraid that this meeting might just be their last. She was 
afraid that next time, they wouldn’t be able to meet like this. The 
reason she had been so groundlessly irritated ever since earlier, and 
why she wasn’t able to enjoy the alcohol that she was drinking, was 
all due to her inability to accept that she was upset and afraid of their 
upcoming parting. The moment she accepted her true feelings, she 
was afraid and concerned that she would be unable to ignore these 
feelings from then on. 


“Haven't we already made a promise regarding that?” Molon 
reminded her. 


“A promise?” Anise repeated. 


Molon replied, “If I turn strange, Hamel said he would come back to 
beat me up.” 


Anise gasped in realization, “...Ah.” 


“Hamel, Anise, the both of you have requested something from me: 
that I should keep a watch over this place for just a little longer. I will 
never forget your request for the rest of my life. Until you two return 
with Vermouth and Sienna, I won’t change, and I will keep guarding 
this place,” Molon promised. 


“This idiot. When did I ever make such a request? I just casually 
agreed with Hamel when he started persuading you all on his own,” 
Anise said as she put down her drink and turned her head away from 
them. 


She had always been strong. She strived to never show a weak 
appearance. This was because Anise Slywood was the Saint. Because 
she existed to protect and heal all those who were weak, she couldn’t 
afford to reveal her own weakness to anyone else. 


That was what she was like at first. But after becoming Vermouth’s 
comrade and meeting Molon, Sienna, and Hamel, the Saint had 
become a human being named Anise. She gained comrades to whom 
she wasn’t afraid to show her weaknesses. Even so, Anise didn’t 
always reveal her true feelings. She hid those behind a smiling 
expression, with sarcasm and teasing. 


Only on a very few occasions, when she felt like she had to cry a little, 
would Anise honestly let her tears fall. Because she knew that it would 
be alright if she did. 


“Tt will be over much sooner than the one hundred years you have 
already been waiting for,” Anise promised in return. 


Anise didn’t shed too many tears. Only a single streak of tears trickled 
down her cheek. However, those tears were enough to make Eugene 

and Molon flustered. What Anise had told him of her own demise just 
a few days ago was still clearly at the forefront of Eugene’s memories. 


“Y-you’ll definitely also be with us at that time, Anise,” Eugene said as 
he leaped out of his seat to stand beside Anise. 


“Anise, if you aren’t there, I won’t leave the Great Hammer Canyon,” 
Molon said, spreading his thick arms wide. 


His intention was to hold her in his arms and allow Anise to cry to her 
heart’s content, but Anise had no desire to do so. She couldn’t 
understand why Eugene and Molon were making a fuss all of a 
sudden. 


Anise asked Kristina for help, ‘Kristina, why are these two idiots acting 
up all of a sudden?’ 


[Because that’s how much they love you, Sister,] Kristina replied in a 
happy tone. 


Chapter 248 
The Brave Molon (8) 


The Knight March was over. 


Just like how there hadn’t been an opening ceremony, there wasn’t a 
closing ceremony either. The gates of Fort Lehain were thrown wide 
open at dawn, and the kings and the knights from their respective 
countries began to leave the fort. 


The first to exit those gates in the early hours of the morning was the 
Sultan of the Nahama. He departed into the snowfields escorted by the 
warriors of Nahama, the Sand Scorpions, and the Dungeon Wizards. 


Amelia Merwin was also part of this procession. As she looked back 
behind her, she silently promised herself, ‘One day,’ and pulled on the 
chain wrapped around Hemoria’s neck. 


If only she could harvest his corpse. This was a thought that had 
passed through Amelia’s mind dozens or even hundreds of times 
during the ten or so days she had spent within the fort, but she 
couldn’t afford to put those thoughts into practice. 


Her eyes were fixed on the sight of the Brave Molon standing on top 
of the high castle walls. His body, so strong that it didn’t seem human, 
caused Amelia’s heart to flutter with desire. 


However, she still promised herself that she would one day get what 
she wanted. As she imagined the distant, no, not-too-distant future, 
Amelia licked her lips. 


Amelia’s collaborator, the Sultan, was having conniptions due to the 
appearance of a Hero and a Saint, along with the reclusive Molon, 
during the Knight March, but — Amelia didn’t care about that. 


Instead, Amelia felt that it was something like destiny that Eugene 


Lionheart, whom she had promised to definitely kill the next time 
they met, would turn out to be the Hero. She didn’t see any problems 
with this. 


If the Hero and the Saint were beings who had inherited the legacy of 
legends, then the Brave Molon himself was a living legend. But Amelia 
happened to be in possession of a legend that had already died yet 
hadn’t fully disappeared. She had the corpse of the Stupid Hamel, the 
prize among all of Amelia’s most treasured possessions. Although she 
didn’t have a suitable soul to infuse into it, it wasn’t that big of a 
problem. 


Also, Hamel’s corpse wasn’t the only treasure Amelia possessed. 


‘The Brave Molon and Eugene Lionheart... if I can get the Saint’s corpse as 
well, that would be perfect, but it would be difficult,’ Amelia thought as 
she turned her head away, hiding her laugh. 


With a bone stuck between her jaws, Hemoria was no longer even able 
to make the sound of grinding her teeth. 


Even after being severely disciplined, Hemoria hadn’t abandoned her 
enmity towards Amelia. It was impossible for her to do so. The only 
thing sustaining the current Hemoria was her hatred. Her hatred of 
Amelia Merwin and her hatred of Eugene Lionheart. As well as a 
hatred for the god who did not save her who had believed in him. 


Hemoria glared at Amelia’s back with her dull, dead eyes. 


After Nahama, the procession of countries continued. Some of the 
processions had decreased in size from when they first came, while 
others had increased. Most of the mercenary companies that had 
arrived on their own had been contracted by the attending countries. 
Any transfers between knightly orders would only be carried out after 
they had returned to their own country and cleared things up. 


As for the Lionhearts... 


They hadn’t recruited any mercenaries or knights. The Lionhearts only 
needed the Lionhearts. They had managed to do well enough during 
this Knight March with just that. 


They had seen the Blade of Incarceration. 
They had even seen the Demon King. 
They had competed with the Brave Molon. 


All these alone had served to make the Lionhearts stronger. All of the 
knights who bore the name Lionheart were the descendants of the 
Great Vermouth. Even the White Lion Knights, who hadn’t inherited 
the Lionheart bloodline, were all devoted to the legend that originated 
from their name. As for the Lionhearts themselves, they naturally also 
felt the same way. 


They wanted to be part of that legendary experience. They hoped to 
continue the legend. By competing with Molon, they were able to 
satisfy this longing. 


Eugene could strongly sense the changes that had resulted from this. 
The fighting spirits of the hundreds of knights belonging to the 
Lionheart clan were stoked higher instead of cooling down from their 
defeats at Molon’s hands. There was also a sense of longing. The one- 
sided defeats that they had suffered ignited a fiery desire for self- 
improvement in each of them. 


When seeing off the other nations, Molon hadn’t come down from his 
perch on top of the walls. However, when the time came to see off the 
Lionheart clan, he leaped down from the battlements. 


“The descendants of Vermouth,” Molon said with a laugh as he patted 
each of the knights on the shoulder. “You will become even stronger. 
I, Molon, who was once Vermouth’s comrade, guarantee it.” 


Molon didn’t explain exactly just how they were going to become 
stronger. Instead, he just uttered these words with a confident gaze 
and steady voice. 


However, that was already enough to start triggering a change. Hadn’t 
Anise herself said so while they were traveling through the 
snowfields? People can adapt and change surprisingly quickly. 


Because they had the willingness to improve themselves, from just a 


few opportunities that couldn’t be considered all that significant, it 
was enough to transform their spars with Molon into an opportunity 
for their own growth. And Molon’s words guaranteeing they would 
become stronger had bolstered their confidence. 


Molon slowly turned and addressed him, “...Eugene Lionheart.” 


Eugene had been worried that Molon might actually call him Hamel. 
Fortunately, Molon wasn’t that much of a fool, but judging by the 
momentary hesitation shown before uttering his name, Molon was 
close to being such a fool. 


“T definitely won’t forget our promise,” Molon assured him seriously. 


Unlike what he had done with the other vassals of the Lionheart clan, 
Molon didn’t pat him on the shoulder. Instead, Molon grinned and 
held his huge fist up to Eugene. After staring at his fist for a few 
moments, Eugene smirked and reached out with his own fist. 


“T also won’t forget our promise either,” Eugene said in return. 


Since many people were watching them, they couldn’t speak 
comfortably. Feeling an unavoidable embarrassment due to his fact, 
Eugene opened up his outstretched fist. 


Changing to a more polite tone, Eugene followed by saying, “Please 
take care until we next meet.” 


Molon, who still had his fist outstretched, burst into laughter as he 
saw Eugene’s open hand. His huge fist also opened up. 


Molon's giant hand then gripped Eugene’s own hand. They had 
already unburdened themselves to each other the night before. That 
said, it wasn’t like they didn’t have anything they wanted to do or say 
to each other right now. 


For example, didn’t Molon realize just how big his palm was? Why 
was he secretly trying to compete with Eugene by increasing his grip 
strength? Eugene felt the urge to ask just such an irreverent question 
about such a foolish topic. 


But Eugene didn’t say anything directly to Molon. He didn’t think it 
was necessary. If there was something that they couldn’t talk about 
now, they could just bring it up the next time they met. 


“That’s right,” Molon agreed, having the same thoughts. 


He let go of Eugene’s hand. However, his current thoughts and the 
desires in his heart didn’t match. Molon spread his arms wide open 
and pulled Eugene into a tight embrace. 


“See you next time,” Molon said. 


Unlike the first time Molon had hugged him, Eugene wasn’t faced with 
the threat of suffocation. After struggling futilely with both feet 
dangling in the air, Eugene sighed and returned Molon’s hug. 


Then Eugene whispered in a low voice, “Let go of me, you bastard.” 


Having received such a curse, Molon laughed loudly and set Eugene 
down. 


The farewell ended with that. Molon stood by the gates until the tail 
of the Lionheart’s procession passed through the gates and receded 
into the snowfields. 


Unlike when they had first traveled to the fort, they were all riding in 
large sleighs on their way back. Although it was called a sleigh, its 
shape was closer to a carriage without wheels. Every time the 
domesticated monsters crashed through the snow, the sleigh shot 
forwards. 


Eugene stuck his head out of the window and watched as Molon 
slowly grew further and further away. The bright-eyed Molon noticed 
that Eugene had turned his head to look back at him, so he waved his 
hand. Eugene let out a snort and stuck his own hand out of the 
window. After casually waving it a few times, he shook it off as if to 
shoo Molon away. 


“Tt seems that Sir Molon really likes you,” Cyan murmured from the 
opposite seat. “In Sir Molon’s eyes, we must feel like the 
grandchildren of a friend. He must be showing you such fondness 


because you resemble our ancestor.” 


“But he also showed you a lot of fondness, brother,” Ciel reminded 
him. “Why are you pretending like you didn’t receive any? When Sir 
Molon even let you ride on his shoulders.” 


Ciel was sitting next to Eugene as if it was only natural. When his 
younger sister teased him with an amused squint in her eyes, Cyan 
couldn’t come up with a reply immediately and just pouted. 


Eventually, Cyan rallied, “...H-hey! Why are you saying such 
nonsense? You rode on Sir Molon’s shoulders as well...!” 


Ciel just sighed, “Brother, like ’ve always said, you get flustered about 
the weirdest things. Why is that? Is it because you’re the next 
Patriarch of the Lionheart clan and no longer a child that you’re so 
embarrassed about riding on Sir Molon’s shoulders?” 


“J-I didn’t really want to ride him in the first place,” Cyan tried to 
argue. “Sir Molon just forcibly lifted me up and—” 


“So what? Isn’t it better to be cared for by Sir Molon than to be shown 
no interest at all,” Ciel said with a giggle as she glanced at Eugene. 


Currently, Ciel was the only one sitting next to Eugene. That dubious 
and sometimes frighteningly creepy Assistant Bishop... no, the Saint, 
wasn’t here with them. She wasn’t sitting on another seat in the 
carriage either. Although Ciel didn’t know what in the world might be 
going on with her, but... 


‘No, isn’t this only the natural result? Saint Kristina is someone from 
Yuras, after all,’ Ciel reminded herself. 


Kristina Rogeris had accompanied the Priesthood of Yuras on their 
return. For some reason, even Mer, who usually fluttered around here 
and there while squeaking away like a bat, was staying put inside 
Eugene’s cloak. 


Thanks to that, Ciel was casually occupying the seat next to Eugene. 
Of course, even if Mer and Kristina had been in this carriage with 
them, Ciel would have insisted that she had the freedom and the right 


to sit wherever she wanted. 


Ciel still felt the urge to ask, “About Saint Kristina, why did she have 
to go back so suddenly?” 


She was curious about Kristina’s reason for doing so. Ciel also felt a 
little worried. She didn’t hate Kristina to the point where she would 
just giggle in glee no matter what happened to her. Ciel was just, ever 
so slightly, in a good mood because of Kristina’s absence. 


“She said she had something she needed to do,” Eugene answered. 
Ciel probed, “So you don’t know the reason for it either?” 


“She said that the core of Yuras had come to some sort of decision 
during the Knight March conference,” Eugene said as he glanced over 
to Ciel, who was giggling strangely to herself., 


Naturally, Eugene knew the reason why Kristina needed to return to 
Yuras. 


Among the members of Yuras’ Priests of the Light, priests with 
particularly strong divine power and miracles were carefully being 
selected so that a unit of combat priests centered around Kristina 
could be organized. 


When they had first heard about this from the Pope, Kristina and 
Anise had vehemently refused to have any part in it. However, when 
the Pope swore that as the Saint, she would have full authority over 
any of the troops mustered by the Pope, Kristna and Anise eventually 
gave up on their stubborn refusal. 


Anise said that they might someday serve as insurance. 
Kristina also said that it might be of some help to Eugene. 


The newly mustered combat division was to be developed in Yuras 
with the concept of serving as Kristina and Anise’s personal guard. If 
the priests weren’t able to prioritize her order as the Saint over the 
Pope’s, Anise had said that she would make sure to put them back in 


the right frame of mind. Perhaps wanting to make sure that the newly 
formed organization was made along those lines from the outset, 
Anise had left the fort earlier along with the priests of Yuras, saying 
that she would carefully pick them out after examining them with her 
own eyes. 


After returning to the Lionheart estate, Eugene planned on making 
preparations and then leaving for Helmuth. He had also shared his 
plans with Anise. So although Anise had decided to return to Yuras 
first, they had arranged to meet up again in Helmuth. 


Their final destination was naturally the Dragon Demon Castle. 


Before that, Eugene also planned to visit the Kazaard Hills, where the 
Moonlight Sword had been first discovered and where a fragment had 
been excavated. That was probably where Vermouth had shattered the 
Moonlight Sword. 


‘If I can find some more fragments, the Moonlight Sword’s strength should 
increase,’ Eugene thought hopefully. 


But wasn’t it dangerous for them to go to Helmuth? Until recently, 
that was what Eugene had thought, so he had acted cautiously. 
However, ironically, the Demon King of Incarceration had ended up 
guaranteeing Eugene’s protection. 


Of course, not all of the demonfolks would show complete obedience 
to the Demon King’s words like Gavid Lindman did. Balzac Ludbeth, 
the Black Tower Master, had also said something to Eugene regarding 
this several years ago. 


Being a Demon King didn’t mean that they had perfect control over all 
of the demonfolks. The Demon King of Incarceration left most 
demonfolks to their own devices. Among the countless demonfolks, 
there were also some demonfolks who actively defied the Demon King 
of Incarceration’s will. 


However, Eugene didn’t think that this threat really mattered to him. 
The first time he heard that warning, he was incomparably weaker 
than now, so he had to carefully assess all possible outcomes when he 
considered going to Helmuth. But now? 


‘Gavid won’t lay a hand on me. That means the Black Fog under Gavid’s 
command won’t do anything to me, either. As for Noir Giabella...,’ Eugene 
trailed off consideringly. 


Although Eugene was worried about that psycho, he would never get 
anything done if he just procrastinated by worrying over every 
uncertain possibility. 


Eugene recalled Sienna, who was still sealed inside the World Tree. He 
remembered how she looked with a hole pierced through her chest, 
entangled in roots, barely being kept alive through the power of the 
World Tree. He recalled Sienna’s laughter as she tried to tease him 
with a ‘knock knock’ joke. 


Two years had already passed since then. Sienna might not feel like it 
was a very long time, but Eugene felt it was more than long enough. 


He didn’t want there to be any further delays. 
[Hehe... hehehe... ] 


Information about the Dragon Demon Castle was very scarce. It 
wouldn’t be easy to break into it, either. The Dragon Demon Castle 
continuously wandered through the skies above Karabloom, Raizakia’s 
fief. Since the Dragon Demon Castle was as large as a decent-sized 
fortress, it wouldn’t be a problem to spot it in the skies above, but the 
problem lay in how to break into the Dragon Demon Castle. 


As a terrible hater of all humans, Raizakia hadn’t allowed any humans 
to enter his fief. This law hadn’t changed over the hundreds of years 
since Raizakia had disappeared. Karabloom, the surface level of 
Raizakia’s fief, was still inhabited solely by demonfolks and demi- 
humans. 


The citizens of Karabloom were only allowed to enter the Dragon 
Demon Castle if they had been summoned to do so. In order to receive 
such a summons, they had to either have a formal title, have raised 
their level as a demonfolk, or be in possession of a large amount of 
wealth. 


In other words, Raizakia’s fief was no different from its own small 


nation. 


Those who received such a summons and were allowed to ascend to 
the Dragon Demon Castle and live there made up the aristocratic class 
called the Noblesse. In contrast, the citizens who lived on the surface 
level of the Karabloom fief were the commoners. 


Eugene assessed his situation, ‘As a human, it will be difficult for me to 
enter Karabloom. It will also be impossible for me to be summoned to the 
Dragon Demon Castle. If it was any country on this continent, it might be a 
different story, but in Helmuth... and in the fief of a human-hater at that, 
it will be impossible for me to rely on the Lionheart name as leverage.’ 


In the first place, Eugene had no intention of informing his family that 
he was leaving for Helmuth. 


Eugene didn’t have the confidence to state that everything would be 
fine and that there would be no problems, and even if he did his best 
to persuade them, his elders in the Lionheart clan wouldn’t accept it. 
If Eugene told them that he was leaving for Helmuth, his father, 
Gerhard, would be sure to faint in shock]. 


Eugene mused, ‘Would I be able to find a way in by bribing someone to 
open up a backdoor somewhere...? No, there’s no need for that. Since I’m 
going there to cause a ruckus anyway, I can just break in from the very 
start...” 


[Hehehe... heh... ] 


While Eugene was diligently working out a way to break into the 
Dragon Demon Castle, the sound of laughter kept ringing in his head. 


The subspace in his cloak contained a mix of various items, and 
among these was a cushioned chair. The chair hadn’t been placed 
inside so Eugene could take it out and sit on it when needed. Instead, 
it was one of the several pieces of furniture that had been placed 
inside the cloak for Mer’s convenience. 


Mer Merdein was currently sitting curled up in that wide, cushioned 
chair, her shoulders shaking as she laughed. 


[Finally, we’re finally making headway into saving Lady Sienna. We’re 
finally going to resurrect Lady Sienna,] Mer celebrated. 


‘Are you really that happy?’ Eugene asked. 


Mer responded, [Of course I’m happy. I’ll finally be able to meet Lady 
Sienna again after two hundred years. Also, also... once Lady Sienna 
wakes up and returns, this prolonged humiliation and persecution will 
also come to an end.] 


‘Since when have you been humiliated and persecuted...,’ Eugene 
grumbled in disbelief. 


However, Mer didn’t bother to argue with him. Relishing the feeling 
of celebrating her victory in advance, Mer peered out from an opening 
in his cloak. 


Mer saw Ciel ask with a bright smile, “What are you going to do once 
we return to the clan?” 


Since he couldn’t tell them he’d be visiting Hemluth, Eugene vaguely 
replied, “Well, I guess Pll just keep doing what I’ve been doing since 
the old days...” 


It might sound like an insincere response from Eugene, but Ciel and 
Cyan didn’t pay it any attention. Since the only thing Eugene had kept 
doing since the old days was training, this felt like a very Eugene-like 
answer. 


‘Hehe... look at her smiling when she doesn’t even know the truth... Sir 
Eugene and I are going to go and save Lady Sienna,’ Mer gloated to 
herself as she mocked Ciel’s pouty smile. 


This was why Mer wasn’t coming out of the cloak. For the short 
amount of time left until Lady Sienna returned, Mer had decided to 
show mercy to Ciel by allowing her to take the seat next to Eugene. 


That said, while Mer had only been staying inside the cloak for an 
hour or two now, when she thought about how she would need to stay 
inside the cloak day after day, Mer’s chest felt like it was being 
squeezed. In the end, Mer wriggled her way out of the cloak and sat 


on Eugene’s lap. 
“Why don’t you take a seat?” Ciel suggested in annoyance. 
“Don’t want to,” Mer rejected her. “I like staying next to Sir Eugene.” 


‘This cheeky ancient brat. Since you can’t steal the seat next to him from 
me, you’ve decided to just sit on his lap? She should keep in mind how long 
she’s been in existence, to think she would still have such a childish look 
and attitude after being alive for over two hundred years...,’ Ciel thought 
scornfully while glaring at Mer, who was sitting in Eugene’s lap. 


Even so, Ciel thought she could at least allow Mer this much. After all, 
hadn’t Ciel already claimed the seat next to Eugene? 


Cyan silently stared at Eugene, who was sitting across from him. 


Ciel was sitting next to Eugene, with Mer sitting in his lap. The sight 
of his younger sister glaring at the little girl made Cyan feel a bit 
distressed. However, Cyan felt like he wasn’t in a position to say 
anything about it. 


While they were all heading back to the Lionheart estate, Cyan 
wouldn’t be returning directly. Instead, he would be accompanying 
Patriarch Gilead to the royal castle of Hamelon to meet with Aman 
Ruhr’s eleven-year-old daughter, Ayla Ruhr. 


It wasn’t likely that they would be married right away, but perhaps... 
just perhaps... if he did end up getting married to het... 


‘With an eleven-year-old princess...,’ Cyan thought to himself in distress. 


If she was eleven years old, didn’t that mean she was even younger 
than Mer’s apparent age? 


On top of this thought, he recalled how both Aman and Molon were 
enormously muscular giants. The other people of the Bayar tribe he 
had seen at the fort were all giants as well. So perhaps the eleven- 
year-old Princess Ayla was also... 


Cyan found himself unable to finish that thought. 


Still, wouldn't she at least be better than that Princess Scalia of 
Shimuin, who seemed half-insane even when in the right state of 
mind? 


Cyan tried to comfort himself with this thought, but the melancholy in 
his heart wouldn’t go away... 


1. The original Korean idiom translates literally to grabbing the back 
of his neck and passing out. Grabbing the back of the neck is a 
physical response to immense stress or anger in Korean culture. It’s a 
common trope seen in Korean dramas. 


